
The Rule of Nines: A Theory



 Welcome all to another journey through one of the many wonders that our 
Universe has to offer. I will be your humble guide through the life, world, and even 
some history of the mysterious  Umans. Very little, prior to this work, of course, is 
known of this humble and peaceful people, and, through the course of my writing, I 
will endeavor to correct this injustice. 

 My long-time readers know, as a first time reader may not, that I use my de-
cades of expertise in the field of biodiverse anthropology to draw conclusions and 
theories from the facts that I discover along my journey. It is in the spirit of scholar-
ly diffidence that I offer you this warning:

 
 With these thoughts in mind, let us conclude this foreword and begin our studi-
ous expedition into the World of Umans with a lyric from their revered Book of
Time:

It could very well be the case that one day my findings will be de-
bunked.They may call me a fraud, and they may call me a fabricator, 
but it will always be true that I gave as much of the truth as I could sift 
from the murky waters of space and time. If one day I am proven 
wrong, it will be with glee, for every mistake is just another chance for 
growth.

First, little Uman, always remember
That the Rule of Nines is never surrendered.



Chapter One: The Umans

 Welcome to the World of Umans, or, should I say, welcome back. I'm getting 
ahead of myself, but, alas! It's all just so intriguing isn't it?

 It all begins and ends in the sprawling utree forests of Planet 81. As creative as 
the Umans are, they don't care much for the labeling of things, preferring, instead, to 
accept that things exist as they are regardless of any name they might be given. 
Many Umans do not even choose a name for themselves!  I digress. In the vast ufor-
ests found on the planet's surface, Umans make their homes; make, in this context 
meaning a variety of things.

 Many of them choose to simply wander the world and contribute in all places 
to the work of art that is Planet 81, sleeping wherever they may fall. These are 
called-- within this humble author's work-- the Planters. The Planters may be 
found carrying with them pouches of utree seeds, dangling around their slender 
forms, each seed promising new life and change. The wandering  Umans are among 
the most friendly of a quite friendly people.

 Some do choose to construct platforms among the canopy of the uforests from 
which they can clearly observe the majesty of the planet around them, and these 
tend to be the visual artists of the species: the Painters. Isn't it so interesting how be-
haviors pair themselves even among such a diverse collection of being? The works 
of art created by these Umans is known throughout many galaxies as some of the 
richest and most touching work available today. Although the Umans themselves 
observe no currency, their creations draw a hefty price on the secondary market. 



 This leads me to the final major category of Umans I was fortunate enough to 
study: the Crafters. They are, by far, the smallest subset of the society, as the materi-
als with which they work require an amazing predilection to shape. The Crafters 
spend their time under the shade of the toetrees and eyevines of Planet 8 designing 
and fabricating the most individual items that have ever graced the universe. Some 
love it, some hate it, but no one disagrees that the fashion of the Umans can never be 
duplicated (though it has not stopped the Haresh Brothers from attempting cheap 
imitation). From their entrancing jewelry to their exquisite headwear, every scrap 
of Uman outfittery is created by hand, using the old ways, by the Crafters, utilizing 
only materials from the surface of the strange and vibrant planet that they call 
home. If you ask a Crafter, which I often did, what the most beautiful thing they've 
ever made is, they would likely reply with a lengthy sermon on the merits of another 
nearby crafter rather than laud themselves.

 The tradition of personality through the acquisition of incredible works of 
genius might be the most fascinating attribute, at least from superficial perspective, 
the Modern Umans have carried on from the Ancestral Umans (again, we'll get 
there). It might be, I said, not is.

 To delve a bit further into the lovely artsmanship of the spe-
cies, they derive their paints from the byproducts of their… eccen-
tric fashion accessories. All of the unique materials used in the 
construction of these objects come from a far flung place called 
Planet 8. Its ecosystem is second in biodiversity only to Planet 44 
(which we will address later in this work).



Chapter Two: Umans Legacy

 Now that we have covered the basics of Uman society, I suppose we should 
discuss its origins. Here, dearest reader, is where the waters begin to cloud.

 The Ancestral Umans lived long ago in the same quadrant of space as the 
modern ones; at least, no evidence of physical relocation has ever been found. A 
handful of texts have survived (though none in their full form) through these many 
ages. The most significant of these are the Book of Time and the Book of Space. 
Modern Umans believe that these works were used in an attempt to reach “com-
plete Ataraxia,” which can also be translated from the original Uman as, “ascen-
sion.” (I will be using these terms interchangeably throughout this work.)

 It is unclear what significance the concept of ascension carried in the society of 
the Ancestral Umans, but these spiritual guides spell out their own origin very 
clearly among the pages of an otherwise cryptic text. I will attempt to par phrase, 
using my own ordinary fingertips, here:

 Shamanka, the Healer, has long told the Tribune of the necessity for 
refuge.For a people of such peace, the weight of protection leans too 
stoutly against Jigari, the Protector.  While the Peacekeeper, Abka, 
flourishes amongst the Umans, Jigari labors along the borders of 
space, along with his band of chosen, repelling one cataclysm after the 
next. Space is too perilous, and must be abandoned.
                                   
                                                                                               -- The Book of Space, c. 09867



 This passage clearly indicates that the three most recorded Ancestral Umans-- 
Shamanka, Abka, and Jigari-- determined that the area of space inhabited by the 
Umans at the time had become filled with an undefined conflict. This is quite inter-
esting, because, as you may recall from the beginning of this chapter, there is no evi-
dence that the Ancestral Umans ever relocated. Where did they go? In fact, you, my
most loy al readers, may be wondering, Why do you believe they went anywhere at 
all? I assure you, this is an excellent question.

 Early art found upon Planet 81 and Planet 8 depict a mass exodus of Umans 
through some sort of portal (the specifics of which I have discovered, and will 
reveal in due time). Did you read that? A mass exodus. That’s right! Through a 
strenuous analysis of these drawings, I was able to identify at least 2200 different 
Umans. And those are just the ones that made it into the painting! In typical Uman 
style, the cave paintings are somehow simultaneously detailed to a microcosm and 
vague as smoke. True master works.

 If you do not yet understand the implication here, fear not. In the next chapter, 
we will discuss the Rule of Nines and its origin in the Book of Time. We have not 
yet reached the keys, but perhaps we now can see the locks.



Chapter Three: The Home of the Books

 

 
Doesn't it just give you the chills? The universe has many trillions of scholars, and 
few of them have seen the tome with which I became very well acquainted: the Book 
of Time. 

 Housed in a naturally occurring structure of rock, lichen, and flora on Planet 
44, the Book of Space and the Book of Time are among the most revered texts of 
Modern Uman society. Presumably they were as highly esteemed by the Ances-
tral  Umans, though, as my studies revealed, they may have been the last writings of 
the ancient culture.

 Hold on. Let's take a moment to talk about Planet 44, because I feel that I 
cannot do justice to the Ancestral Umans without at least broaching the subject.

 

Nine, nine, and nine. There will be no more, no less.
Now and tomorrow and ever-after. This cannot fail.
One goes, another comes-- into and out of eternity.
The Rule of Nines will keep us whole. Umanity Prevail.
                                            -- The Book of Time, c. 09951

There is a place-- Planet 44-- upon which no sentient creature 
may live. It is forbidden by the Book of Space. Upon this Planet 
grows the abundance of biodiversity that first drew me to the 
Umans. I believe that it is from this Planet that the cataclysm 
faced by the Ancestral Umans stemmed, though I cannot ade-
quately quantify my reasoning.



 Very well, that will do for now. As I was saying, the spiritual tomes of the spe-
cies are housed on Planet 44 in a marvelous monument of nature.

 The writings are only accessible during daylight hours, as no one may spend the 
night upon the planet's surface. Fortunately, the two suns-- Umolka and Atraska-- 
provide a staggering twenty seven hours of daylight in the thirty five hour long day. 
The eight hours of night, however, are long. Legend has it that the Ancestral  Umans 
somehow consolidated all of the predators of the solar system to this one place, 
where, somehow, they became nocturnal. These denizens of dusk serve as guard-
ians for the Book of Space and the Book of Time.

 My goodness, I do get sidetracked! I suppose we will simply have to revisit the 
Rule of Nines in a subsequent chapter. Press on, reader!



Chapter Four: The Book of Space

 As previously mentioned, there are two books considered to be quite august 
among the many musings of the Umans. In this chapter, we will focus on what is as-
sumed to be the earlier of the works: the Book of Space. 

 The Book of Space is a marvel. It is a poetic snapshot of the solar system in the 
time of the Ancestral  Umans. It details the many wonders of Planet 44-- suggest-
ing that perhaps it was once inhabited-- and the marvels of Planet 8. Although re-
spect for the natural world has always been a part of Uman culture, it would seem 
that theAncestral  Umans composed this many-paged missive to reinforce that re-
spect.

 Though their role changes later in the work, at the outset of the Book of Time, 
Jigari’s title of “Protector” seems directly entangled with their work to ensure the 
sanctity of creation within the Umani solar System. Jigari, often depicted with 
tiredeyes, is considered among the population to be the primary contributor (though 
not the actual scribe) to the Book of Space. It is an always-darkening work that 
carries us from the blissful beginnings of the Ancestral era of Umanity to the tu-
multuous end of that same era.

 The specifics are unclear, but, at some point, a vague danger known only as the 
“Aether” or “Ether” began to claim portions of Umani space. At first, the Umans 
cared not, for possessions mean little to them. As time passed, however, it became 
clear that this could not be allowed to continue. In order to understand why that is 
the case, my lovely reader, we must first grasp the girth of the Umani solar system in 
this era.



 There are only five major planets in the system today: 5, 8, 44, 52, and 81. There 
are many inhabitable satellites around these, but the five remain the pillars of the 
system. 

 According to my analysis of the Book of Space, however, there were at one 
time as many as twelve! Now, these are not planets which now sit dead; they simply 
no longer exist. Why? How? The Book of Space does not hold these answers, 
though it does hold the questions.

 Anyway, I’ve become lost again. Let us return to the book itself.

 The Ether was passing among the outer extremities of the system unchecked 
when it came to the attention of Jigari. Their original duties as the protector of natu-
ral order came to mean something wholly unnatural for any Uman. They had to 
come into conflict with the Ether. What this meant, exactly is entirely unclear. 
See the passage below:

 This passage is presumed to have been spoken by Shamanka, the Healer. Like 
Jigari, theirs had once been the role of a planter of utrees and nurturer jomountain-
tops, living perpetually in the service of the solar system at large. 

:

Heavy weighs the Aether upon poor, broken Jigari.
Protectors were never meant for this plight and strife, and I-- O! I 
have done all for them that I can!
Perhaps Time will hold the answers.
                                            -- The Book of Time, c. 09502



The Book of Space speaks of her differently, however. The Healer became a healer 
of Uman wounds, though the text implies that the afflictions were mental and spiri-
tual in nature rather than physical.

 There is a lot to unpack here, faithful reader. Take a moment and relax with me. 
I hope you are feeling calm, perhaps even ataraxic. Very well! Back to the joys of 
knowledge!

:



Chapter Five: The Book of Time

 The Book of Time is much less transparent than its counterpart, if that can be 
believed. Fear not, reader, for I will do my best to open for you the gate.

 Passages through the book of time are written in a poetic-- in fact, a lyr-
ic--style, and the many verses within the pages serve most with only confusion. 
The loose story that seems to be told is this. I will translate-- as best as I possibly 
can-- the passage upon which we will focus, but, remember, this comes from the 
ancient texts of the Ancestral Umans:

Through tunnels and bridges we have gone,
Migrating one place to the next.

Respite, we seek, from the Aether
And home upon marvelous home.

A hunger it has to keep and stay those
Many who after us follow.  With

Tendrilous fingers it reaches and it does
Swallow the Planets as whole.

Weary are the Uman, for the journey is long;
Ataraxia shall mean our salvation.
Struggle we’ll try as the days go by

To not carry struggle along.



The Hole in the Fabric may carry us far,
But nowhere we fear will be peaceful.

For Nine, Nine, and Nine souls it demands,
To Aether those souls shall belong.

                  --- The Book of Time, c. 09947

 It truly is a rather spooky language, isn’t it? I took a liberty or two to maintain 
the original rhyme scheme, but I believe you get the gist. That is a very thick pas-
sage, so I will lay it bare for you here.

 The author, whomever it may have been, is describing to us the constant march 
of the Ether and the impact that it was having on their solar system. Now, it would 
seem that, if the home planet remains and the Ancestral  Umans are gone, their 
plan to achieve Ataraxia failed.

 Not so! Oh no, my lovely reader, this is not so. Observe, this bit of text that I 
managed to locate upon the surface of Planet 44, etched into the wall beneath a 
long faded mural, tells a wholly different story.

The Aether approaches now
With bluish haze in tow

And beyond the horizon lies
A Fantom of lives to come.



 Oh yes, the Ether is the world in which we now live. It is current and mundane 
existence. It is long lines at the spaceport and missing your one big shot at success. 
We are in the Ether as you read these words.

 The Ancestral Umans, somehow, used the same teleportation hole that is in 
use by their modern counterparts to move simultaneously through space and time, 
launching them into another dimension. I believe that this is the Fantom of which 
they speak in the passage. I believe that “Ataraxia” refers to the process required 
to take them there. I believe that the Ancestral Umans literally left their physical 
forms and ascended to a higher plain of existence that allowed them to use the tele-
portation hole to travel into this Fantomverse, unharmed.

 You may wonder, Why then are there any  Umans left at all? or Why  nine 
hundred and ninety nine? Well these are excellent questions, and I will endeavor to 
answer them as best I can in our final chapter together.

 Do you dare to wonder at what this may tell us? Well, you needn’t dare, 
because I will share it with you:
                                                                 The Ether was never stopped.

The odyssey once impossible
Is just out of reach

There is now a bargain that must be struck.
It is [no translation] into evermore.

                  -- Unknown Text, c. unknown



Chapter Six: Nine, Nine and Nine

 

 Well, reader, my sweetest and only concern is your enlightenment, and I 
have now come to the happy moment that I may illuminate this mystery. You are 
now prepared with the knowledge you need to understand that the Ancestral 
Umans made an unimaginable sacrifice to keep our universe from being torn 
apart.

 When the Ancestral Umans determined that the teleportation hole could be 
used to transport a non-corporeal body to another dimension, another debate 
began to grow among the population. Should they go? Imagine your entire life fo-
cusing around coalescing with the natural universe, and, suddenly, you are pre-
sented with the fact that the universe has determined the end of your existence. 

 The travellers won out in the end, and, since the Umans believe in harmony 
above all, every  Uman fell into line with this decision. Then came the consideration 
of ramifications. Now, Jigari was, primarily, a physicist. They had long believed 
that Ataraxia came through the full and total understanding of the universe, but 
now had to redirect that genius into the implications of an entire solar system leav-
ing the universe.

 

Preserve the balance, must the Uman.
Only once will be the separation,

But eternal the consequence.

Here we anchor the Nine, Nine, and Nine
To be engaged and disengaged

Onward throughout Time.
                  -- The Book of Time, c. 09951



 It would be catastrophic.
 
 This was unacceptable to the Ancestral Umans. A solution was sought with 
the strongest determination that the easy-going people had ever exerted, and it 
came from the most unexpected of the three leaders. Though Shamanka had spent 
ages healing the universe of its many maladies, they could not see a way to maintain 
the balance while still saving the Umans. Jigari was so confined by the mathemat-
ics that they could not escape that shadow to lay their eyes on the physical world at 
hand. Abka, it was, the Peacekeeper, who determined the final course. 

 Because of the nature of the Ether, Abka believe that it would serve to occupy 
some of the metaphysical space left behind by the exodus of the Umans. Some, but 
not all. Jigari confirmed this suspicion, and the cost of filling the remaining mat-
ter-gap in space was to be higher than any ever suspected.

All of the central planets of the solar system must remain and be consumed by the 
Ether, along with nine hundred and ninety nine Uman souls.

 Obviously, knowing the Umans as we do, reader, we realize that they could 
never willingly sacrifice one another. Therefore, a bargain was struck with the nat-
ural laws of time and space. It was facilitated by all of the three leaders, using their 
various talents to manipulate the flow of fractals around the solar system to allow 
for an eternal recyclical loop to exist. Nine hundred and ninety nine Umans would 
remain behind for the duration of their long lives, and, each time that life expired, 
they would pass into the Fantom dimension, and another Uman would return to the 
Ether. With this, the Rule of Nines, there could be balance.



 When the call went out to the Umans, it was ill met. One of the Umans stepped 
forward to be the first volunteer. They are one of the only other named Umans in 
their history.

 Qin, later dubbed the Creator, offered themselves up to lead the Nine, Nine, 
and Nine, to remain behind. Qin is one of the few explicitly gendered Umans, and is 
vividly described in the Book of Time. I will translate below:

 

 
 

 Though Qin was offered the role of a leader, she declined. Though she was a 
widely respected figure, she would not place herself above the other Umans. When 
she made herself the prime sacrifice, others followed. None knew what the future in 
the Ether would hold, but with Qin by their side, they knew that they could await 
their turn to join the Fantom dimension. 

Her uniqueness is to be lauded
A smile always gracing her face

Purple skin and butterflies
Dangling from her jewels

Lips upon the chain and
Butterflies upon the lips

Her peace is manifold and strong
And inspiration she gives us all

She looks to the sky always
She is the betterment of Umankind
               -- The Book of Time, c. 09951



 Perhaps they could even await it with a near-Ataraxia of their own.

 With the decision and selection made, the Ancestral Umans all gathered upon 
Planet 81, nearby the teleportation hole, as Jigari gathered the outer planets of the 
solar system for transport (how they did this is unclear). They all entered a hun-
dreds of days meditation at the end of which the Ancestral Umans vanished, never 
to be seen again. They left behind them only a handful of planets and nine hundred 
and ninety nine souls.



Epilogue

 Well, readers, we have made it. I believe you understand now.

 Therefore, I believe that you will understand me when I tell you that this may 
well be the last writing you read from me. I must journey to the Fantom dimension. 
It is the final frontier for this writer who has seen and learned many things; in fact, 
after a life spent in pursuit of the next amazement, I believe Ataraxia will do me 
some good.

 I hope to see you again one day, reader. And I wish you nothing but peace.
           
              - - Carmelo Azaki


	Asset 20
	Asset 21
	Asset 22
	Asset 23
	Asset 24
	Asset 25
	Asset 26
	Asset 27
	Asset 28
	Asset 29
	Asset 30
	Asset 31
	Asset 32
	Asset 33
	Asset 34
	Asset 35
	Asset 36
	Asset 37
	Asset 38



