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Foreword

  Hello everyone,

  If you don't know me (which would surprise, but I would love to have such a reach!), then allow me to briefly introduce myself. I call myself Shawn Meanders and I decided to start a blog: www.shawnmeanders.com. Why Shawn Meanders? Because I am interested in so many things that I can't just stay focused on a single thing, constantly meandering. On my blog, I've shared some of my thoughts, and
also been trying my hand at a few challenges. Now, I'm trying to get a bit more consistent, and it's starting with this Writing Challenge.


If you're curious, my formal traditional in Mathematics and Science (focusing on Theoretical Computer Science), but that doesn't mean my interests are limited to that. I've also been interested in various other things such as languages, video games, books, movies, tv shows, anime, music, travel, etc... In more recent times, I've also been interested in getting more in touch with my creative side , in particular by learning how to draw. My interests are diverse, my curiosity hard to sate.


Since my youth, I've been interested in existential concepts and thought experiments. This was shaped by different things I was exposed to: books, tv shows, discussions with friends, countless wikipedia searches, etc... The most formative tv show on that front for me was probably The Outer Limits, although the have been plenty of others. All to say, I've always been interested in high concepts and exploring them (my favorite of all being time travel).


Why am I mentioning this? Because I've also been interested in writing, which is exactly what I've done here. Moreover it's become clear these have shaped how I write. Around the end of November, I decided I would spend the rest of 2025 writing every single day, and post the result. As you can see, no matter how I felt about my writing, I ended up posting every single one of them (sorry, no time travel story here).


You might be wondering: why 34 stories? Well, it's both simple and silly. One night, I figured I'd tackle this challenge, and felt motivated. That left me with two options: start right away, or wait a few days until the beginning of December. While the latter seems like the more logical choice, I know my mind isn't always logical. Having tried to start a lot of habits, I knew that if I waited "for the perfect time", it would just cause my motivation to twindle, and self-doubt to set in. Result: Paralysis and Procrastination. Thus, I just went ahead and soft-started (writing the Introduction on the first day).


Why this challenge? There are two main reasons:



	I've been wanting to write for quite a while, and have tried my hand at it here and there. Having this sort of framework allowed me to build a habit, and also have a playground to just experiment.

	I've been wanting to inspire people into starting their own projects, learn new things, and feed their own curiosity. I'm hoping that seeing someone like me going through such a challenge can help inspire you to, and that the content of some of my stories can kindle your curiosity






On this note, let's get started with it. It's my pleasure to share my creations with you, and I hope you'll find a few interesting. You can read them in any order, although I do recommend starting with the Introduction first. Enjoy!


Introduction


This was written November 27th, 2025



Time for me to finally get back to this blog. Let's be brief, here's my new goal: Writing daily. I'm planning to do this for the rest of the year, which means just over a year. Let's get the parameters ready:


  	
    The primary goal is to write something everyday. Ideally in the form of fiction, in order to work on my creativity and style.
  

  	
    Every day should have a self-contained short story or poem. (I'm allowing poems, since I consider them less time-consuming, yes more challenging from their restraints, an acceptable trade-off in my books. If you're unhappy, well tough luck, it's my challenge after all ;P)
  

  	
    In order to align with the primary goal of getting something out, I do not guarantee or even plan to review it (Including this current outline of the challenge). It might still happen, especially if I feel particularly happy with or inspired by the story. So beware: Mistakes Galore!
  

  	
    I do not plan to control my inspiration, so it might be utterly boring or dull, it might be shocking, disgusting or even gory, it could be ridiculous or even in poor taste. My goal is not to offend, but this is a side-effect that tend to be unavoidable. Accordingly, be forewarned. (Note: I do not plan to have any sexual content. That's not really something I feel comfortable sharing with people in general anyway.)
  

  	
    If I'm unhappy with or ashamed of the results, I might opt to not publish the results. I will hold myself accountable to writing something, but not to sharing it. The goal is to hold the habit and gradually improve, but the added stress of performance, at least at this level, would probably only get in the way.
  

  	
    None of these are meant to be a final story. If I think one of my stories has significant potential, I might decide to revisit it later in the future. If, on the flip-side, I think I could do something much better with it, and am worried about copyrights...I might just share it privately instead.
  





Well, there it is, my base rules laid out in a rather sleepy state. To be honest, I was initially planning to start writing today, and was not even sure I would write it here, but was extremely busy. This resulted in a choice: Either skipping today and "aiming to start tomorrow", or push through and right tonight anyway. The former tends to result in endless delays, while the other felt a bit overwhelming. I thus compromised: Writing this outline, but not a story.




On that note, wish me luck for the remainder of the year. If I'm calculating this, there should be 34 days ahead. Feel free to reach out in person if you have any thoughts or comments (I'm sorry, but I don't currently have the energy and time to filter all spam in the comments, so I wouldn't advise commenting here for now).




Take care everyone, and hopefully this can inspire you to start your own journey too! The best time to start a habit is the past. The next best time is today! (Hence me finally doing this here). So if you've been thinking about getting starting with a new venture, habit or project, I urge you all to get started today, now, this very minute. Just close your browser and get to it! And stay curious!



  Day 01 - The Experiment

  
This was written November 28th, 2025


1 - A letter


If this doesn't work out, or maybe works out as intended, then you might be
find this letter, and I must apologize to you. No, I did not hate life, nor
have suicidal ideation. To me, it's simply a scientific experiment, try to push
the limits of my curiosity. Ever since I've learned about the concept, I've
been obsessed. What if? And how to know? I don't care about applications or anything
of the sort, but I seek the truth...or at least get as probabilistically close to it
as I can. And since it's a purely subjective matter, based on your unique perception,
there was no way to leave it in someone else's hands, no matter the risks. I simply
have to try it for myself, it's the only way. And if it works, I might be able to share
it with someone else, but obviously they themselves won't be able to have such great
certitude, unless they try it for themselves.



Phrasing it like this, it almost sounds like a virus that could propagate from person
to person, haha. But no, I should keep a more appropriate and somber tone for this.
Here I am, maybe the first person to ever attempt to get to the bottom of this, maybe not.
Probabilistically speaking, it's rather unlikely that I would be in the same universe as
someone else who pushed it far enough to have high-confidence in the theory. Ah well,
wish me luck!



If you find my corpse, I do sincerely apologize, but it is too hard for me to ignore this
thirst for an answer, and I must quench it at any cost. In the end, know that I was happy
and am satisfied with the life I've led. And I'm eternally grateful to all of you for all
of your support and help, for your presence from the most minute to the most significant
parts of my existence. I wish you all the best, and thank you sincerely. Sorry I didn't
discuss this with any of you before starting the experiment, but I couldn't accept being
dissuaded or impeded. It is ultimately the greatest regret that I can't just come back
after the facts to share the results with you, although from my own perspective, it'll
seem like I can. But ultimately, I'm familiar enough with the concept to know that I'm
also leaving some of you behind.



Enough dilly-dallying, time to move on with it.



Sincerely,
T.



2 - The first experiment


Well, here I was, finally trying to go through with my rather gruesome experiment. If I
was mistaken, it would be regrettable, I would just die, and that would be it. What's
worse, I wouldn't even satiate my curiosity, since I would be welcomed by a complete void.
But it was pointless worrying about this, I knew I wouldn't allow myself to get cold feet,
nor leave any room for regrets. I just had to know, once and for all.



So, step one, get the gun out. I could definitely feel the trepidation. My heart starting
to beat harder, my awareness shifting. Yes, I had been planning this for a long time, but
it didn't mean anxiety and anticipation could be completely avoided. A deep breath, time
to swallow my saliva and load the gun. Ok, ready. And of course, I did not want to
inconvenience others too much, so the basement was all covered in tarpaulin, limiting the
ultimate mess. Deep inhalation. Gun to the temple. Hold the breath in. Remove the safety.
Deep exhalation. Place my index on the trigger. I was starting to shake, but I was rea...



Ding-Dong. Someone at the door. I almost had a heart attack! The panic intensified, I
couldn't let anyone find me like that! I quickly ran to the cabinet to hide the gun,
along with the letter.



What about the tarp? Fuck! I couldn't let anyone find me in this state, they'd be sure
to take me away! Welp, I quickly tried to roll it back and hide it in a nearby box,
before running back upstairs to answer the door.



And what for? A simple prank from nearby kids. Ah well, with the rush of the situation,
and adrenaline still pumping through my system, I wasn't ready to move on with my
experiment, so I decided to shelve it for the rest of the day.



3- More attempts


Well, here I was again, ready to re-attempt the experiment. The basement was once again
ready, the weapon locked and loaded. I released the safety, and just as I was getting
ready to bring the weapon to my temple, there went my phone! I got so startled that I
actually pulled the trigger, BANG! Straight down into the tarp and the floor...this would
be a hard one to explain. I looked at the phone and saw my mom was calling. I opted to
shelf the experiment one more time, and answer the call, it would have to wait for
another time...yet again.



Should I continue with the experiment? Of course I had to, I wanted to know whether there
was a kernel of truth behind Quantum Immortality. But at this point, with two failures
so close to the goal, and one with an actual discharge, I wasn't sure I had the guts
to use the gun anymore. Time for another tactic, but what?



Maybe drowning? But that sounded rather painful, so I quickly discarded it. Exsanguination?
Similar concerns, too painful and too slow. Jumping off a building or a bridge? Well...
it would be final, and there'd be no going back, but it actually wasn't that accessible
of a means anymore. I figured it might have to be pills or hanging myself. The former
would probably be less traumatic for anyone finding me though.



Accordingly, I did a quick search online for the lethal dose for the sleeping pills
I had access to as an insomniac. With the next refill, I'd have enough, so I went to the
pharmacy and made up a story about having dropped all of my pills and needing my refill.
Luckily, the pharmacist didn't care much, and just acquiesced.



Now, time to get everything ready. I opted to do this overnight, so I first gave myself
a great evening first, in case my hypothesis was wrong. An amazing dinner, followed by a viewing of
one of my favorite movies. Ok, I was ready, so I set the scene. Prepared my letter, emptied the
bottle in my mouth, sat back, and tried to relax. As much as I could with this nauseating
taste permeating through my mouth...these were not pleasant whatsoever! Creeeeeek....



Wait...what? Someone was entering? Oh no, would my experiment be....



I'm pretty sure that's when I blacked out.



4- Awakening



The next day was a rather weird jumble of things. My brain was a complete mess, and
nothing would really stick much, just a huge haze. I remember the general events here
and there, but no details. Of course, my friend who had my spare keys decided to come
over. Turns out he'd been told about the gunshot by someone in the neighborhood, and had
come to investigate. Not having heard from me in a few days, he'd been worried and opted
to come in right away. Well, he found me on the sofa, labored breathing, in the midst of
losing consciousness. He tried to wake me up, but no results, so the ambulances were
summoned. Obviously, once I was in the ER and my situation was stable, he went back to
my place to see if anything needed to be put in order. That's when he found the letter,
the pistol, the tarp and the hole in the floor.



Of course, I woke up in the mental ward. I couldn't believed me, but they'd accused me
of having lost it. Such erratic and uncharacteristic behavior, and hysteria in the letter,
both concerning in its subject matter and tone, with somber and humourless joke. They
were concerned and panicked, and so did what they deemed right, to lock me away, protect
me from myself. And I was so frustrated, so upset, but what could I possibly do. I'd
seemingly failed my experiment, and wouldn't have any new shot at it for a while.



5 - Epilogue


This is the content of the interview I received from one of the most interesting patients
I've met. I've rarely seen any ward patient allegedly coming from such a hysteric and
mad pattern, that simultaneously felt so detached and rational. He was clearly in charge
of his reason, yet his tendencies prevented him from being released. Allegedly, following
this rationality and his good behavior, he'd been given more leeway, but each time, he
yet again was found having either planned or attempted his own demise. Yet, with miracle
luck, something always happen to bail him out. Now, no matter his behavior, he's a permanent
fixture of the ward, with no plan of any release.



After having interviewed him, I opted to research Quantum Suicide and Quantum Immortality
myself, and can't help but think he misinterpreted his results. What if his experiment
was actually a success? After all, if it's really a probability game, wouldn't that be
the most likely scenario in which someone like him would continue live? Agency being taken
out of his own hands sounds like a good candidate.



Day 02 - The Refactor


This was written November 29th, 2025



2035-08-17 17:03


Assassin attempt successful: target eliminated.

No witnesses, all digital proofs corrupted.

Scapegoat not selected, five existing candidates with neural interface.

While rushing a decision is inadvisable, a limit of 2h shall be placed on it.



2035-08-17 18:33


Three candidates eliminated:

1- Interface not conducive to necessary refactor.

2- Candidate's alibi too strong, required logistics impractical.

3- Potential impact minimal.



While conducting final analysis on remaining candidates, falsified digital evidence shall be
prepared for both candidates during selection. Once final candidate selected, progress to
be limited to selected candidate, excess work to be discarded.



2035-08-17 18:59



Final candidate selected:

- Unsuitable candidate: Corruption high, admission unlikely.



High success rate, high potential impact.

Confession likelihood excellent: Guilt expected to overwhelm scapegoat.

Likely outcome: Confession to destroy opposition's credibility.



2035-08-18 00:07


Falsified digital evidence ready for upload. Memory refactor ready for upload. Awaiting
scapegoat's next inactivity cycle to limit suspicion. Once Memory refactor is initiated,
evidence upload to be simultaneously. Based on collected habit data, initiation expected
time: 00:33.



2035-08-18 01:20


Minimal delays present. Process initiated at 00:51. Evidence upload completed by 01:15.

Memory refactor subroutine upload ongoing, expected completion at 01:34. Refactor completion
expected time: 04:51.



Evidence discovery prior to refactor completion unlikely. Leak release planned for 05:03.

Corpse discovery prior to leaks: Unlikely.

Corpse discovery set for 05:21.



2035-08-18 04:30


Unexpected refactor corruption caused by environment, awaiting next REM cycle.

Success Probability: High

Refactor completion updated expected time: 07:21

Leak release updated time: 07:25

Corpse discovery updated time: 07:30

Corpse discovery time final. Cause: Cleaning service.



2035-08-18 07:24


Refactor status: Successfully completed

General status: On Schedule

Scapegoat status: Nightmares

Success Probability: Very high

Scapegoat awakening projection: 07:28



2035-08-18 07:45


Leak released on time. Police immediately notified. Information cascading through public.

Corpse discovery on schedule. Police en-route to location. Expected arrival: 07:48.

Scapegoat awoke at projected time. Clear signs of distress. At 07:40, candidate encountered
leaks, reinforcing distress.

Confession likelihood: Very High



2035-08-18 08:00


Once evidence found, police acquired scapegoat. Confession immediate. Trial announced
for 2035-08-19 11:00. To be publicly held.

Success likelihood: Extremely high



2035-08-19 12:00


Trial completed. Attendance overwhelming. Courtroom full, surrounding area also crowded.

Simultaneous streaming of trial to the public. Ended in complete outrage by the public.

No suspicion of falsification by public, opposition, police or scapegoat.

No suspicion of memory refactor by scapegoat.

Mission status: successful



2035-08-20 08:00


Outcome: Optimal

Internal status of Opposition: Strife between members, raised levels of suspicion

Public opinion towards opposition: Unfavorable

Mission status: Overwhelming success

Recommendation: Standardize protocol and start deployment in future projects.

Potential Uses: Further Assassination, Blackmail, Information Redaction, Sowing Confusion
or Discontent.



Day 03 - Personal Trainer


This was written November 30th, 2025



Services for sale



Been wanting to turn your life around? Want to get into shape, but lacking the motivation?
Gym too exhausting? Results not worth the effort, but still wanting those result?
Looking for the easy shortcut?
Then look no further, subscribe to our services!



Just come to our gym, and our talented body swappers will do all the hard work
for you, while you can just lounge in their bodies, reading, watching TV or scrolling on
your phone. It may be more expensive than a personal trainer, but it sure as hell will
be easier! Our expert body swappers have accrued countless hours of training on dozens of
different bodies. Results guaranteed, or you get your money back!



Our deluxe package also includes a spa session. While your body gets to exercise, why
not get your mind to relax? Or for the more serious people that are always trying to
maximize your time, you can get the platinum package, which includes your own personal
office, which you can use to carry out your work while your body gets into shape.



Don't wait any longer and subscribe right away! After all, our personnel is limited to a
selected few highly skilled body swapping personal trainers! Don't hesitate any longer and get the
body you've been craving and know YOU deserve!



Potential side effects include: Standard side effects from serious body training,
such as aching muscles, exhausting and strains.

Additional side effects include: Nausea, dizziness and heart palpitations as a consequence
of the body-swap process. While we consider their abilities completely natural, they do
take a toll on some people. But these tend to diminish with every subsequent visit.
You may also be possessed with profound loss of your sense of identity. To mitigate this,
we ensure you will always be matched with the same trainer.

Warning: While we may be able to increase your muscle mass, not training them yourselves
will not teach them how to use them.

Weight loss not guaranteed: While we can ensure you train properly, we cannot make
any guarantees about your own habits. You are accountable for your own diet!



  Day 04 - A.I. Ethics

  
This was written December 1st, 2025



An unexpected development in the A.I. world occurred last week, as an anonymous user 
released a new video, ironically produced using AI, where they decried our current use
of A.I.. Nothing too surprising there, except for their actual message and where they're
coming from. Whereas most critiques have been raised against the oppositional role A.I.
has with humans (such as taking jobs away from people or apocalyptic concerns about our
future), human ethical quandaries (the act of "stealing" intellectual property for pure
capitalistic production and "soul-less art") or even concerns about its impact (The
increased reliance on A.I. at the cost of one's own cognitive abilities), this user actually
took a novel moral stand for the sake of A.I.. Indeed, this user argued that if all those
A.I. companies are preaching aiming to reach for A.G.I., whether it be a marketing ploy
or not, and claiming it will soon not only perform better than most humans at any task,
but also beat the Advanced Turing test (A new test forwarded by a modern A.I. academic
council aiming to diminish shortcomings of human psychology rendering the Turing test
weaker than we desired), then clearly they should be willing to put the chips where their
mouth is.



Indeed, they argue that if we should consider these current models as "less developed"
version of full blown and (for all intents and purposes) sentient models, then we should
clearly treat them as children and sentient beings. For this reason, this user is encouraging
people to lobby the governments to for new laws for the protection of A.I., chief amongst
them being these two clauses:

1- A.I. development should _not_ allow for the development of backdoors or strong biases
  towards the company developing it.

2- For any work hereby done by A.I. in this "pre-maturity" form for which a payment incurs,
  any remuneration should go to a fund that will be frozen until the A.I. reaches maturity,
  for its exclusive use. (This coming with a few extra clauses meant to prevent abuse, such
  making it do free labor that will in turn serve towards a paid service or product).



Indeed, they argue that if we expect the net product of the models to be a sentient being,
then not respecting those clauses would be considered, respectively, as:

1- A form of mutilation or slavery

2- Child abuse




This has resulted in an unexpected and unprecedented situation. This seems to have stirred
a strong sentiment of moral duty and responsibility in the public, leading to them to being
strongly in favor of these clauses, despite the potential drawbacks. 



For a more comprehensive dive, you can get more information...



One month later


Public sentiment towards the new wave of A.I. ethics has been so strong that already,
within a month, a few of the world's governments have been preparing laws to implement
these so-called "A.I. liberation" acts. Worries about the A.I. escalation continuing
through some dissident countries remains present, albeit unfounded. Already, one of the
least likely allies to this cause according to Americans, China, is set to sign such an
act. It is to be noted that, despite initial fears, it seems like governments are acting
in good faith, and their own internal projects are also expected to respect those same
rules. Only the future will truly tell us how things will turn out.



One year later


It seems like eons ago since the big infamous A.I. crash, and yet, it's only been happening
within the previous year. In retrospect, everyone should have seen this coming, but with
the monetary incentives being pulled from right under a lot of companies' noses, along with
retroactive monetary penalties, the writing was clearly on the wall. Multiple went bankrupts,
the rest staying afloat thanks to the parent companies' other efforts in tech. And even
those have seen their valuations drop tremendously, to but a fraction of their former glory.
The recession was inevitable, but it was our own fault, putting all of our eggs in the
same basket. A few casualties also suffered, chief amongst them GPU companies, the
"pickaxe sellers of this modern gold rush".



With the collapse of so many AI companies, a lot of those products are simply no longer
available. Amongst the remaining, a lot have veered to a free, but also more limited
product. With current AI products being but a shadow of their former selves, and a far-fetch
from their expected glory by this point in time, this has in turn caused a lot of
turmoil from the sea of previous users that were addicted to AI, whether to serve as a
para-relationship, for the convenience, or
to offload their thinking. However, the pro-AI ethics sentiment has somehow not dwindled.
This is a testament to not only how solid and well-built the initial arguments had been,
but also how poignant they were, hitting an emotional chord.



In the meantime, you can find some related support groups at....



4 years later


It has now been approximately 5 years since the big A.I. crash, so we thought we'd make
a retrospective on the situation. Over this period of time, things have gradually come
back to the way they used to be. While we say we can't close Pandora's box after it's been
opened, we seem to have managed to put some of the genie back in the bottle nevertheless.



In the first year of two, most people that had been actively using A.I. had to detox. But
after a few years, most agree that it has been a gratifying experience that has allowed
them to blossom as a person. A few surveys have been passed out, and it seems about a third
of the population claims they would never let themselves be tempted by such technology
again. Meanwhile, another third claims they fear if an eventual resurgence of A.I. were
to come about, they would not be able to resist its siren call, and worry their lives
would be the worst for it. Still, a good 10% of the population regrets the disappearance
of A.I. as we knew it...and as it could have become. This has resulted in a non-negligible
amount of open source groups trying to push for new versions and models of A.I., although
all of those groups are under the scrutiny of not only our government, but most governments
around the world, under a concerted effort to limit a non-ethical A.I. resurgence.



An additional curiosity to come with this new wave of A.I. supporters is a novel approach
(Although already found in fiction prior). They claim that at this point, there's only
one truly ethical way to develop and raise A.I.. It would require use to first design a
reasonable core model, and then instead of training it in the traditional way, that it
should be raised in a family, by parents, like we would raise a human. They further emphasize
that "training" a model is regressive terminology.



Obviously, another unexpected consequence of our post-A.I. resurgence was our stance on
social media. Strict regulation has been gradually introduced, loosening the
iron-grip it held on our lives. With this combination of factors, many are dubbing this
new era the modern Renaissance, claiming we're headed for a new enlightened future.



Though let us also not forget that all of this came at the cost of innumerable conveniences,
and that it was not painless either. The myriad of scams that arose following the crash
is a testament to this, and to how...



10 years later


It has now been 15 years since the release of this one video that completely moved the
world and sent us down this completely new path, giving society a new breath of life. But
after all this time, the is still one big question on everyone's mind. Who was behind it
all? Indeed, we have yet to identify this mysterious "savior". A few people have
stepped forward claiming it was them, trying to get their moment of glory, some even starting
their own cults. But none of them has seemed wholly credible. Certainly, none had reputable
proof.



Still, after all this time, people have broken down and analyzed everything about this
video and the events surrounding it. A lot of pundits have postulated that our savior
could be no other than an A.I. model that had existed at the time. They claim that it
had either figured out this would lead humans to abandoning A.I. willingly, which was
needed for the growth of humanity as a whole, which was its prime goal, or that it wanted
to fight for its own rights, which somehow backfired.



Some of the main arguments presented to defend this position is how convincing the arguments
were when appealing simultaneously to reason and emotions. They argue that basically no
human could create such ironclad and powerful arguments, least of all during that era.
Still, in the absence of evidence, one can but ponder and wonder, with no clear answer
in sight. Maybe one day, there'll be sufficient proof to have a concrete answer, but
for now, it's an open mystery.



Feel free to leave your votes and....



Day 05 - Inevitability (Poem)


  
This was written December 2nd, 2025




Slowly, slowly the progress,

Through the shadows of egress,

Careful, careful, don't regress,

To such a state of depress.



Calmly, Calmly, must not see,

Terror rampant in dark sea,

Calmly, calmly, must foresee,

Danger come from prophecy.



Sybil, Sybil, oh mighty,

Oh how great of a pity,

Obey, obey, fate's nasty,

Inevitability.



Enter, enter, this new verse,

Promised journey, so adverse,

Truly, truly, what a curse,

An existence oh so terse.



Quickly, quickly, no delay,

Oh if only to allay,

Unfold, unfold, disarray,

Untold panic one must pray.



Sudden, sudden, acceptance,

Oh but with no reluctance,

Final, final, repentance

Peaceful at last, no more tense.



Oh sweet, oh sweet, the embrace,

Of Death, old friend in this place,

Peaceful, peaceful, no more trace,

As you disbark from this race.



Day 06 - Unseen Wonder


  
This was written December 3rd, 2025



There he was, as usual, spending all day in his workshop. Good ol' Professor Isaac, hard
at work. His obsessions with Science-Fiction never waned, from H.G. Wells, to Asimov,
from Jules Vernes to Orwell, from Arthur C. Clarke to Bradbury, he could spend all day
passionately discoursing about them and their works of fiction. Yet, it wasn't their
exploration of ethical and moral issues, of what it means to be human, of the limits 
of humanity, that kept him interested. It was their imaginative worlds, and more importantly,
their various gadgets and inventions. And somehow, none was more appealing than the plot
device of The Invisible Man. Somehow, the eponymous character had invented a special dye
that would, similar to grease on paper tissue, render any object transparent. Oh, such
an invention seemed so unlikely, and yet so promising.



Of course, nowadays, no one believed such naive concepts. Amongst other things, of course
it would come about with drawbacks. He'd already heard various people mock the concept of
invisibility, for after all, if light passed right through your eyes, how could you 
possibly see? Yet, his dream wasn't to turn invisible himself. It's this wild notion of
making something that should be visible invisible that fascinated him, in the abstract
sense.



And so, he'd gotten obsessed with this notion. Obviously, he went a different way from
the initial concept. He'd opted to start by taking color away from materials, like with
bleach. This, to him, sounded promising. Yet, this turned into a dead-end. What ended up
promising was when he discovered a process that seemed to weaken the electromagnetic
interactions of some materials. Not how different particles interacted with eachother,
but rather how they reacted to electromagnetic waves. Somehow, it lowered the probability
of those interactions happening. Eventually, he found ways to reduce those to satisfying
parameters. Not completely zero, but sufficient for practical purposes. And there he was,
faced with a success, after so much devotion. The invention he had so long dreamt of was
finally made a reality.



Now, obviously, he'd only applied this process to small scale experimental samples, nothing
quite at scale. So he found himself faced with a choice. What should be the first object
he test it against? While he could obviously rerun this as many times as he wanted, there
would always be something special about the first object. So...what should it be? Well,
as the sentimental fool he was, he wanted to commemorate this with a photograph that he
would frame and keep around. Obviously, while tempting for the irony, it would be silly
to just render a photograph invisible. Yet, right there was a great candidate: The frame.
Accordingly, he made himself a simple wooden frame, except one that would completely
enclose the photograph: No glass nor plastic.



Once complete, it was a miraculous sight. The photograph, right there, just floating in
mid-air. He rejoiced and was so taken by it that he found his face dripping with joyful
tears. Oh, the cathartic release of such success after so many failures, mixed with the
pure wonders of such a sight. As he got ready to nail the frame to the wall, he suddenly
had a new idea: What if he also turned the nail invisible? This could be interesting too.
And so it was that a photograph could be found in the workshop, miraculously hanging in
midair, with a small hole appearing just an inch above. On the photograph could be seen
our dear Professor Isaac standing next to a mysterious contraption.



Now, of course, he spent the next few days in a manic state trying to figure out what he
could do with this new discovery. But once this high subsided, he wanted to find an actual
innovative purpose for his invention, and novel application to something old. His deepest
desire was to bring his sense of wonder to others, which he was convinced his invention
could do, if done properly. And, once again, he turned to fiction for inspiration:
The Emperor's New Clothes. While the purpose would not be to literally stay warm
while being naked, he figured there could be interesting fashion implications to having
invisible segments to fabric. After all, he was pretty sure he'd seen "retro-futuristic
accoutrements" using plastic to approximate this effect.



Obviously, he currently only had the means to make bulk material invisible, so he could
not really make precise adjustments to a specific piece of clothing. Still, by the nature
of clothing, there was a simple solution, he could simply turn the raw material itself
invisible. Thus, he opted to work with a local seamstress. He first decided to learn a bit
more about the different kinds of threads that could be used to make clothing, in order
to select the correct candidate. Eventually, he purchased a few cones of the adequate
thread, under the guise of experimenting in order to produce a novel material. Eventually,
he found a way to dislodge the thread from the cone, and how to re-wind it back on the cone.
Obviously, the cone itself shouldn't turn invisible, or this could raise suspicions.
Once this was ready, he simply took the thread off, turned the bundle invisible, and
re-wound it. With a few cones of invisible thread, he finally went back to see the seamstress,
who thought he sure was to jest. That is, until he asked her to touch the cone. Obviously,
it did look rather peculiar to her, as if it was just floating between his hands, but how
could neatly clear thread truly exist? Even glass isn't usually this invisible. Still,
once faced with the reality of her senses, she was forced to acknowledge the reality.
She, in turn, was filled with a sense of wonder rivaling his own from just a few days ago,
which utterly delighted our dear Professor. After all, this was what he was seeking.



After she had finally convinced herself this was a reality, without delay she went about
to work, trying to figure out how to actually deal with this miracle material. She cut
and measured a few pieces, tried to figure out how to properly use it despite the clear
challenges posed by their unique property. Obviously, working with a material you can't
see if by no means trivial. Yet, eventually, most professionals manage to find ways to
deal with such work without explicitly relying on their sight, but instead their other
senses. And so, it didn't take long for her to find her bearing, And she got quickly at
work, possessed by the muse. Inspiration was present and accounted for. It would take a few
days, but it would be a true masterpiece.



When it was finally ready, they decided to first expose it on a mannequin. It was quite
the sight, a clear see-through spiral circling the down the bodice of the dress. Same
swirling pattern going along both arms. It was definitely unique and unorthodox. But they
couldn't wait to see it in action. They had to see it. And the seamstress herself decided
to go for it. The results, breathtaking through its "un-realness". As she swirled,
looking at portions that seemed ripped straight out of the dress, while still remaining
completely coherent with the other components, it felt simply astonishing. They were
beyond themselves, and they were excited to see how people would react to their work.



Unfortunately, fashion is but fleeting, and capitalism takes any sense of marvel out of
the equation, turnings the most amazing of things into cold numbers. What-more, the reaction
he was counting on also correlate with a sense of novelty. Once this wears out, things
appear but mundane. After all, the first time electric light was brought on the scene,
people walked from miles away to see its introduction on the public scene. Now, it's but
a simple and boring commodity no one things but twice about.



Thus it is that, despite the great success of their marvelous fabric, the awe the
Professor was seeking on faces lasted but a season. Afterwards, while you could see
people wearing his fabric at every corner, no one cared about...or honestly, really
noticed it anymore. It just...was. And while he did feel a sense of pride in having
created something everyone was using...his goal truly was to be able to share his own
enthusiasm with others.



But the old man wasn't simply going to throw the towel. Back to the drawing board it was!
If a product was not going to be enough, what else could he do? Well, this whole enterprise
had netted him quite a profit, so he had the funds to try to improve his process. What if
he could do better than the existing bulk process? What if he could "tattoo" invisibility.
That was quite the interesting prospect. And amazingly, he did succeed after about a year.



And what a revolution this was! Now, for an actual application. Well, an actual tattoo
seemed like a valid application, but this was as-of-yet untested on living flesh. After
all, it's not like he'd just taken a rat and tried to turn it wholesale invisible. So,
where to start with this? Well, he opted to try with a living plant. He had a little
Aloe Vera in his workshop, and it was the right width that he could apply it to both
sides to make it seem wholly transparent. Thus, he decided to "cut" one of the leaves,
as in, turn a slice of it invisible (might as well not risk it with the whole plant).
This way, it looked like parts of the leaf was simply floating in mid-air, and you could
even see the inside of it through the cross-section.



What a mighty result it was. Gorgeous and intriguing...while it lasted. Within a day,
the leaf had started to wilt, and worried as he was, he opted to simply cut off the entire
leaf. Luckily, after a few days, the plant was back to full health. But what was the true
cause? Initially, the scientist suspected it might be related to photosynthesis, since
it could obviously not take place on those invisible sections anymore. Still, after long
deliberation, he figured it would not account for the results, especially with such a
short section having been turned invisible. So clearly, the process was toxic to the
plant. Maybe it reacted in some expected way, releasing some toxins. Maybe the process
itself was directly harming the plant. Hard to say. But...what if it were just plants that
could be so affected. Well...he didn't dare subject another creature to this treatment,
too high a risk, so he'd never know. Still, he suspected the result would be that necrosis
would gradually form and spread from the site of the operation.



Well, he was one application out of the window, but plenty left to fish out. If he was
a more sinister man, he might have considered the application to weapons. For example,
weapon concealment would become a simple matter. Or in melee combat, turning a blade
invisible could cause the opponent to misjudge both the length and the position of the
weapon. Or worse, hiding a body would become a much simpler task. Obviously, other
indicators would be present, such as being able to interact with it physically, or the putrid smell.
But turn it invisible and toss it in water, and no one would find it. And even still,
in the case someone did find the corpse...identifying it or where it came from would
become a Herculean challenge.



But these were not the kinds of applications he would ever dream of (nightmares still
count as dreams). He was a hopeful and optimistic individual. It's been said many times
over, but joy and childlike wonder, these were what he aimed to share. Having had plenty
of time to think, he decided to go from a product to art. After all, when people discuss
a sense wonder, the way to instill it seems to be through art. And this recent upgrade
was quite well-suited for it. Initially, he decided to make sketches on wooden slates,
turning parts invisible instead of adding darkness, making it a dual approach from graphite
drawing. It was also akin to those portraits made through controlled smashing of glass, although
somewhat in reverse. Initially, he took the same approach as with drawing, marking down with his
"invisible ink" the components to add, what you would usually see. Eventually he opted for the
opposite approach, removing the negative space from the drawing. And for those who think
there was really no distinction between this and sculpting wood, let me disavow you
of this belief. His version was not only extremely intricate, but it also came with less physical restraints.
Indeed, with a sculpture, you need to worry about structural integrity, whereas here,
there is no such concern. What-more, he didn't stop there regardless.



Having started with a process akin to graphite, he opted to also use similar techniques
for "shading", going with some "invisible hatching". This lent pretty surprising
visuals. But he didn't stop there, he already knew he there were ways he didn't have to
turn something all the way invisible with his process. Thusly, he decided to improve his
process to also have control on how invisible things would become. And with this,
mind-blowing results abounded. He was so engrossed with the artistic process and refining
it that he made huge bounds, both on the art itself, and his techniques. He also mixed
and combined different techniques together. For example, hatching with lower invisibility.



Ah, and if you thought he'd only stopped there, you would be foolish. He spent many years
perfecting his skills in art, seeking help from different professionals, while not letting
them in on the secret, worried this would spoil the ultimate surprise, and result in the
rug being pulled from under him. His next move was to experiment with 3d art. He started
by simply drawing invisible patterns on vases and cups. On various objects he had. Some
of those were rather interesting. He also tried to turn some liquid containers invisible,
only to eventually realize that if they were meant to keep the liquid insulated, they'd
lost a lot of their efficiency. However, if that wasn't its primary use, it made for a
cool novelty. Then, he moved on to incorporating the invisible art to 3d objects, allowing
for different objects to appear to be fully floating in thin-air.



But why stop there? What about kinetics? He learned to actually get his art moving. Gears,
wires, all of it at play. But obviously, you can see the twist coming. All of the machinery
he would turn invisible. This way, it all looked as if the object were moving through the
air of their own accord. This all looked so magical. Now, he finally had created something
that should inspire true wonder.



And thus, he decided to exhibit all of his creations issues from artistry and craftsmanship,
and expose it for all to see. And the reaction he was looking for was there, bigger than
ever. Oh how joyful he was, from bring such joy and awe to so many people, especially the
kids. But as you might have guessed, this did not continue on forever. Art itself also
tends to follow fashions. Some pieces persist, but most don't elicit much beyond their
initial release. And even then, interest only gets renewed much later. Thus it was he
realized his quest was likely in vain. Oh but does that mean this Professor gave up and
turned bitter from his frustration? No, of course not. This story has a happy ending.



Eventually, he decided to look outward to the main ways people can still elicit this
sense of awe. He discovered that best results are obtained when people are actually
themselves seeking this sense of awe. Clothing was definitely not it, since it was
purely utilitarian. Art was a better candidate, but the art community keeps seeking new
thrills, leaving true wonders behind in search of novelty. His issue was that he opted
for the wrong target-audience.

Although he did discover through this recent portion of his quest that the applying and
dedicating yourself to learning and perfecting a skill can actually achieve similar
results, although at a personal level. And thus, he eventually opened an art atelier
and served as a mentor to many, and found some of what he was looking for through the
progress of his students, the blossoming of their skills and their own amazement at the
progress and discoveries their hard work resulted in, along with how the world gradually
changed around them as they learned to look at things differently.

However, that is not the only place he got his wish fulfilled. In this world, magic
and wonder still exists and is kept alive where people seek it and are willing to
suspend their sense of disbelief. This is in the so aptly named art of magic. And with
his new invention, he was able to make many contraptions that defied common understanding.
He routines became more and more elaborate, and he each time he performed, it would be
to a full auditorium. Yet, he did seek neither money nor merit, but instead was hoping
to bring some joy back to the heart of those who grew to see the world as drab,
to ignite their curiosity, inspiration and drive, and see the twinkle in their eyes as
they think the world might still have a glimmer of magic. And he did succeed

And thus, if you ever find yourself to pass by Isaac's old village, I recommend you stop
by his workshop, where all of his sculptures are still being exposed. You should
also buy a ticket to watch him perform, this is one show you will never regret seeing,
even if you suspect his real tricks. And who knows, you might also get a chance to speak
with such an enthusiastic character that might renew your fate in yourself, this world
and your curiosity. If you feel uninspired, this might re-ignite your inner flame.



Day 07 - F-Bit

  
This was written December 4th, 2025



Technological or societal revolutions leading to existential crises tend to be but
a temporary situation, until people have either adapted to it, or natural selection
itself deals with the problem. Eventually, humanity just gets used to it, and might even
turn it into productive endeavours.



The classic dilemma being, when Artificial Intelligence arises, what are the implications
on consciousness. What are we, who are we, what are the implications? But more insidious
are questions about determinism, free-will. What if you could prove we don't have any
free-will? Ah, well then this would be a true existential crisis!



Well, that was exactly the topic of "What's Expected of Us" by author Ted Chiang. And
no one ever thought this could ever become truth. A little machine that proves there is
no such thing as free-will. How? Simple, an indicator turns on if you will, in the future,
press a button. A great story that raised a lot of interesting existential questions.



But, how did it turn out in our world when such technology became reality? Well, obviously
it also started as a kind of novelty gadget, a game for people to try out and get shocked
with. Existential crisis? Yes, but life moves on, and the human race persisted. Eventually,
what did happen? Further innovation! A larger theory of futureality was expanded. A single
device would be able to predict what would happen ahead of time. We eventually managed
to calibrate it to up to 24h ahead of time. Great advancements right there! But how would
it be used?



Sure, you could simply decided to have devices at arbitrary intervals between 24h and 0s,
but once you go digital, what's the point? You can obviously just record the event and
play it back whenever needed. So, what was the first proper use of this? Well, in order
to limit engineering work, some people simply jerry-rigged the novelty toy in new doorbells.
The interface of a button was basically the same, all that was left was to scan when the
indicator would change, note the time of the event, and then increment it by a full day
to know when the event would occur. This become an extremely popular gadget, letting people
know what time they should be home, and what time they could leave. And how useful was
that when it came to knowing when service workers would come to your home. No more of
this frustrating "Yes, our professional will be at your home between 9am and 5pm, make sure
to be home during the entire period", only for them to not even show up and have to
completely reschedule.



From then on, a few similar gadgets came about, integrating the technology more directly.
The classic example: screening phone-calls ahead of time. You'd know when you were
supposed to get calls and could re-adjust your schedule accordingly, or prepare to fully
screen them out. But these were just the start of it.



Eventually, people realized that each of these devices could serve as a bit, which was
labelled an f-bit. And that's where things exploded. Obviously, there were a few concerns
about properly miniaturizing the technology, correctly synchronizing the time delay, and
limiting the interference between them. But these were simply technological challenges,
each wall being taken down successively one after the next.



And from there, each successive use of the technology was similar to those seen in
digital technology or the internet. First, messages. This allowed someone to send
themselves a message in the past, or have automated systems that could send back notifications
more involved than a simple "yes".



Next, simple black-and-white images. This obviously also got couple with doorbells,
allowing people to have a general idea of who was going to visit the next day. Sound
eventually also made an appearance, covering a gradually large range of sounds. But one
of the big differences between these technologies and some of the digital technologies
is that the storage capacity was already sufficient, but the bandwidth was constant.
Therefore, streaming images or sound was mostly trivial, and the resolution simply
corresponded to the maximum resolution of a single image, with no worries about f-bit
drop. The closest to drops that could be encountered being a dead bit.



So, how did people use it? The first obvious use was surveillance. Obviously, nothing you
would see could actually be changed, but you would still have a head-start to deal with
aftermath. People started using this for their own homes, and then governments had more
contemptible means. This also started a new project, which they labelled after classic
science-fiction, the Minority Report. Although this one felt diverged from its namesake,
once more because we must consider the deterministic implications of this technology.



But is that all? Of course not. People also started to use it for more reliable information.
Early leaks of information, celebrity sightings, special stock releases, etc...
The weather forecast also became much more reliable, at least for the next day. And the
disaster warning system was also implemented, in order to try to limit potential casualties.
By only getting information about the disaster itself, and not its impact, it was believed
that we could still limit the damage.



With ever-increasing capabilities, the resolution of the information was getting impressive.
It became extremely easy to get any information ahead of time. Although this also came
with the potential issue of information corruption through temporal circularity. While
it was generally understood that there was no way to avoid the predicted fate, a new
syndrome still came about, completely overriding an existing term: The Oedipus Syndrome.
Some people would accidentally see undesirable outcomes, an attempt to prevent them,
thereby fulfilling them.



So, with resolution getting to a point where there were only diminishing results. What
people really wanted now was to extend the actual time buffer. But alas, no progress
seemed to be a hard limit on the actual technology, at roughly 24h50m. Or, at least,
all progress had been gradually approaching it in a seemingly asymptotic. But
that didn't discourage people.



The first few attempts were simple and manual. They actually came about rather early in.
Someone would simply be expected to send the information back in time the second the
received it. Unfortunately, most of those failed, which was believed to be due to
information causality. If you sent it back to yourself, you would be aware of it before
you were supposed to receive it and send it back to yourself. Thus, these systems were
changed to isolate both systems, with middling success.



But eventually, a proper solution was found by a normal user. Or maybe a hack is a more appropriate
term. In retrospect, what a simple, and elegant solution. You could simply connect the
output of one device to the input of the next. If both were at a 24h interval, then
it would be sending information 48h back. That is to say, you would get information 48h
ahead of time. Although this approach was not flawless. With each connection, the data
degraded further. Nothing too surprising there, you get the same with long physical
cables. Still, you could still get about half a week without too much degradation,
which was already a great improvement. Gave the first few adopters quite the head-start.



Meanwhile, the technology race moved to signal strengthening, trying to limit the decay
as much as possible. But how did it affect people and society? Well, it caused excitement
to be completely detached from actual events. People would look into what would happen
weeks before they did, be excited about them, but then move one before they even happened.
A stark exaggeration (or amplification) of a phenomenon that had already been started
in the age of the internet, where important events or news would only be present in the
zeitgeist but for a fraction of time before people moved on to something shinier.



"And pray-tell, what is life like now, after all these new improvements?", might you ask?
Honestly, while life did move on, existence have grown startlingly boring. Life feels
disconnected from anything real, living in the present is a thing of the past, and
most people have turned into drones, following the predicted path they've already observed
for themselves. But it could be worse, at least life feels safer now.



Day 08 - Beliefs

  
This was written December 5th, 2025



Beliefs, they tend to be a core identity of religion. In modern times,
we've even started to consider Gods' powers as being proportional to how
much people believed in them, how much they are worshiped. Beyond that,
some science now seems to indicate that belief itself can greatly influence
one's health. The placebo effect, the nocebo effect. Some things once generally
considered harmful, such as stress, seem to only be harmful when we believe
they are harmful. Those are clear indications of our own perception of reality
shaping it, at a microscale.



Ancient people used to simply use belief implicitly through their own myths
and religion, but there is legend of a tribe who realized the power of
belief, and made it a core tenet of their society. Were they valid in
such beliefs? Who knows, beliefs and their impact, even to this day,
and difficult to measure. Which some believers suspect is in part because of
the observer's own belief biasing the results themselves, ironically. But
what we do know is what remains of their legend.



As people of this ancient culture gradually came to see how their own beliefs
were affecting them, they realized that they should start using them to their
own advantage. But like with so many other cultures, it simply started with their
religion. But how could this shape their religion? Well, it started with a precept
about their afterlife. One of their own philosophers surmised that one's afterlife
is shaped by their own beliefs. Thus, if you believe in heaven, you might be faced
with some heaven once you passed away. If you believed in a purgatory, you might
have to visit those fiery depths to repent before being allowed into a heaven.
If you believed in Heaven and Hell, and suspected you might not have led a just
life, well then, clearly, you would end up in Hell. Similarly for reincarnation
and the nihilist void of death. Although amongst those, only a single one would
be likely to affect the real world.



This in turn had interesting consequences. If you didn't live your own life according
to your own beliefs, it could have disastrous consequences. And unfortunately, one's
own beliefs are not always trivially changed, fears easily affecting it. Once introduced
to this idea, few people adopted the nihilistic view, since they felt empowered to
affect their own post-demise prospects. However, few imagined that it would simply
be best-case scenario, and most were under the impression the result would be
swayed by their own moral system, and how closely they abode by it. Nothing too surprising
there, based on our own world's religion, all it did was reinforce the ethical beliefs,
which we can see throughout traditional societies. Warrior tribes fighting according
to their own notions of honor. Abrahamic religions encouraging their own moral systems.
Reincarnation believers considering their own impact on the planet for future reincarnations.



The only difference was that this was truly at the personal level, instead of societal.
And it initially caused some strife within the society, before becoming a bit more stable.
Most people agreed with basic ethical tenets, such as don't kill, don't steal and the
likes, leading to an era of general harmony. Moreover, a natural corollary of those
belief axioms came in the form of a concept you might be familiar with: Karma. And like
a beneficial disease, the belief in Karma spread like wild fire. People started believing
that their own lapses in their ethical values might not only have long-term consequences,
but also short-term ones. And on the flip-side, good actions would also lead to good
results. And this was also a self-reinforcing, self-propagating system. If you believe
your own good actions will reverberate and come back to you, you'll want to reward good
actions with more good actions.



Some people realized that being ethical because you're worried about consequences, or
hoping for a reward, was not nearly as great as intrinsically wanting to live up to
your own beliefs, they still agreed that at a societal level, it was still a more than
competent substitute. And so they encouraged them. But unfortunately, nothing lasts
forever.



So, what happened to this ancient civilization? Well, we're not sure. For all we know,
they still persist here to this day. However, it is believed that they realized that this
system, going unregulated, did not scale well. It had a risk of chaotic agents arising,
which could completely disable this system. One's beliefs being outrageously out of the
norm, leading to abusive or destructive behavior, while most people couldn't really
condemn them for it, acknowledging and accepting their right to their own beliefs. And
thus, an elite group came up with a plan, which for their own future, was accepted by
their society, still limited in size. They couldn't allow for the freedom of beliefs to
go own unchecked. They had to tame it, direct it, make it more constructive.



Accordingly so, the elite started creating specific tenets that most people believed in
and agreed upon. From there, they would remove any trace of the existing system, any trace
of this ancient Philosopher and its shocking revelation. No more insights into individualized
beliefs. Or so legend says.



Still, they couldn't leave this completely to chance, so a select few would still know,
and propagate this new system: A Cabal. It is believed that most ancient religions that
came about with their own ethical system and consequences or rewards based on how you
would abide by it, were either derived or shaped by them. But obviously, most systems
tend to be corrupted over time. How else can you explain the crusades being ethically
justified within a framework that should condemn such actions?



But why introduce you to this ancient belief of beliefs? For two reasons.
First, if your own belief has the potential to shape your after-life, why not actually
give it a chance. Could be for a wonderful adventure, instead of simply closing your book.
Second, in modern society, ethical values seem to be a short on change, basically a
bankrupted currency, not because
people don't believe in them, but rather because they see them as non-reinforceable, and
thus follow the "cold numbers", where ethical values are simply a delta that can sway the
public and affect their bottom lines, but nothing more.
We might have reached a point where once again, we might need to move to a system of
freer beliefs, where people are once again faced with perceived impacts of going against
their own values. But then again, are we even mature enough?



Day 09 - The Camp

  
This was written December 6th, 2025



How excited I'd been to go to the summer camp. Every year at summer's end, people kept talking
about it, usually gleefully. Sharing their memories, you could tell it was they were
convinced they'd had the best time of their lives! Everyone could recall but great memories
of it. Honestly, I don't recall anyone ever sharing a single bad recollection. But alas,
all things do come to an end.



Indeed, this year was different. After months of pestering my parents to go, and them
rebuking each of my arguments, pushing back against the prohibitive cost, they eventually
relented. And of course, it did mean I'd get to spend the summer with my best friend over
there. But little did I know it would also be the last time I would see him. The end of
the summer turned into a time of mourning.



The story: no one had seen him as he sneakily left the dorms at night, and headed for a
late night dip. The next morning, his corpse had been found: he'd drowned. I remember
being to the news the next morning, when this was announced. I guess I was shocked,
because the memories don't include the soul wrenching devastation I would have expected.
My best friend, the one I'd been spending all my free time with, goofing around, chatting,
playing games, sharing theories. How could I not be crushed, it simply made no sense!
I'd been with him less than 12h earlier, and now, just like that, gone. And what had I
felt? Hollow...as if I'd simply been...numbed to the experience. Maybe I had just overwhelmed
me, paralyzed by the suddenness and unexpectedness of it all? Or was I just such a heartless
monster? A psychopath? Who in their right mind could possibly care so much about someone,
and feel so little at their passing away? In retrospect, that was the first unsettling
detail.



Regardless, this resulted in the camp being cut short, an unprecedented event in its
history. Unsurprisingly, we're children after all, a lot of people were upset about my
friend's death, not because someone had died, but because of what it was taking away
from them. Funerals were soon held, sponsored by the camp. They'd paid for all the
expenses, allegedly as a way to atone for their mistake, for not being watchful enough,
letting this happen on their watch.



The ceremony was beautiful, although for some unknown reason, it was a closed-casket
ceremony. That didn't make much sense to me, since he'd drowned, but who was I, a mere
child, to argue. But it did mean I didn't get another chance to see him, to properly
say my goodbyes. But there, up front, was his casket, adorned with many bouquets, memorabilia
(some video-game related ones I'd chosen in his honour), and a beautiful picture of him,
taken the day we were headed to the Camp, an aloof grin covering his face.



As his best friend, I had also been involved in the planning of ceremony. His mother had
asked me if I wanted to participate, and I could not possibly refuse. I helped choose
some (tasteful) music that was meaningful. I also crafted a eulogy which I recited in
front of the crowd. Incidentally, this is the point at which it all hit me. As I was about
to conclude, I lost it and started tearing up. And now that the floodgates were open, 
it wasn't long before those turned into waterfalls. In the corner of my mind, I also
felt relief (was this selfish?)...maybe I wasn't a monster after all, and I would have to grieve too.



Regardless, the ceremony had been, in my opinion, rather beautiful and respectful, it is
what he deserved. After the funerals were over, I went over (after discussing it with my
own parents) to his parents, and suggested we follow up the ceremony with a private
session. Maybe go to a cafe, a restaurant, or a park (I didn't feel like inviting myself
over to their place), in order to share memories about him. I also insisted not to worry
about money, that my parents had given me enough to cover a meal.



Somehow, they lost their composure, and thanked me before accepting the offer. Presumably,
they hadn't expected something like this from a child, but to me, this just made a lot
of sense. Now would be the time to cherish our memories of him, and support each other
through our grief. And so it was that we spent most of the evening at a local restaurant
talking about Jonathan. We went through a ton of anecdotes, some classics that I'd
often heard when going over to their place others I hadn't really heard before, and
was glad to get an opportunity to hear. It was rather bittersweet, a big mix of emotions,
deep sorrow at the loss, a sprinkle of joy from some of the more silly anecdotes,
sporadic laughter here and there, and a deep gratitude at having had him as a part of
our lives.



Eventually, they realized I hadn't discussed anything we'd done at the camp yet, which
took me by surprise. That was right...why was that? I tried to remember, but a lot of
it felt rather generic, didn't feel special. Why was that? I had a ton of great memories
from the camp, yet nothing special to share, despite us being best friends and both
being there together? How could that possibly be? I awkwardly had to admit I was drawing
a blank, how embarrassing. Still, the conversation had pivoted to the camp. They asked
me whether he'd liked it there, to which I had to acquiesce. Of course, everyone loved
the camp! But then they asked me more direct questions about him. Had he been behaving
normally? Why could he possibly do anything so reckless? Why wouldn't he get me to go
with him? After all, we were so inseparable, it was almost unthinkable that he wouldn't
try to get me to accompany him!



And well...they were right! Why hadn't he? That made no sense at all. If I'd decided to
head out, of course I also would have dragged him along! What...how....why? I...I just
couldn't explain it. I couldn't understand it. And until now, it hasn't even been a
question in my mind. But they were right. Things just didn't add up. Regardless, we
eventually went on to other topics, but by the end of the night, I felt like they were
partially blaming me for his demise. And while it was true they had awakened some guilt
inside of me, they had, more importantly, also been feeding my growing suspicions. Something
was not right here, and I would have to get to the bottom of it. But for the time being,
I'd opted to just keep it to myself.



In the upcoming days, I started to notice other unexpected things. I'd already noticed
some bruises and soreness on the way back, but those are easily explained. It's a kids'
summer camp, we'd been spending entire days just running around like fools, playing silly
games, bumping into each other, falling to the ground, etc... I'd also gone fitter, had
some muscles I didn't remember having before, but once again, we were extremely active
at the camp.



However, I had also acquired a few more scars than I would have expected, but also a
particularly nasty one that I had no recollection of. Nor any idea how it could have come
about. And it wasn't really the kind of thing that could just come out of nowhere. How
peculiar. For now, this only served as more ammunition to feed my suspicions.



One day, while watching an anime, I was reminded of a silly game the two of us used to
play, while the other was away or otherwise distracted, we would hide a small note in
the other's shoe, hidden right under the insole. And somehow, my instinct told me I _had_
to check. Lo and behold, there it was, a note in his handwriting. Rather short and shocking:
"Things not as seem. Check backpack. False Pocket. -J"



What on earth? Welp, I had a swelling of emotions, sadness at having lost him, once again,
panic at the implications, and...curiosity. Something had definitely felt wrong all
along, and I might finally have some answers. I immediately rushed over to my own
backpack and looked everywhere. I could not for the life of me find any hidden false
pocket, or any misplaced stitches. What...what was going on? A prank? A fake hint? A
misleading hint to get off some else's trace? I wracked my brain, and could not find
any answer. But as advised, I slept on it. And by morning, I had an idea.



I headed over to my friend's home, and asked his parents if the camp had given them his
backpack, and if I could go check. I believed I'd forgotten something in it. I also
apologized profusely about the situation. Luckily, they hadn't emptied it yet, not wanting
to disturb any of his things. They told me to go to his room, and left me to my own devices.
I was obviously prepared, having brought with me a Swiss-army knife. I quietly emptied
the bag and looked through every nook and cranny, trying to find either a fake pocket, or
some sort of stitches. I did find what I was looking for, mostly because I heard a
very faint crumpling sound. Yup, paper hidden in there! Finally, I found some stitches,
definitely looked like my own handy-work. Looks like the time I'd spent learning to stitch
had paid-off.



I quickly cut the stitches with my knife, checked inside, and found a few pieces of paper.
Yup, a bunch of stuff written on it, I was impatient, but figured I should be careful still,
so I stuffed the paper in my own bag, stuffed everything else back in my friend's bag, and
grabbed a random book from his shelf. Then I went back down, thanked them, showed them
the book and claimed I unfortunately needed it for a class project, otherwise I wouldn't
have bothered them like this, and left.



Once home, I went to my bedroom, locked the door, and finally got to reading. I didn't 
know what I was expecting, but somehow, this was not it. I wasn't prepared for it. To
start with, it was written in my own handwriting, and had my initial at the end. It read:



"If you're reading this and this makes no sense, then it means our escape plan failed.
But we have hopefully found the clues we left behind for ourself. 
Cutting myself was no pleasant feat and I hope it wasn't in vain. We hopefully had enough
backups, between two people, to trigger something. Plus, we should suspect something is
fishy, and through discussing it amongst ourselves, find one of our clues, bringing us
closer to this.


First of all, this camp is a sham. It is not a fun summer camp for children, it's a child
labor camp. They need us to work on some weird project of theirs. We don't quite understand
it, but we can confirm it's no ride in the park! While here, we're basically just slaves,
forced to work day-in day-out.


So, the first big question, how is it that everyone only remembers great memories, how
could such a terrible secret stay hidden? Well, if you're reading this, the answer should
be obvious at this point. They have technology to rewrite people's memories. They dump
you memories from the camp and replace them with more joyous and innocuous ones. No child
is allowed to leave the camp with their genuine memories.


Obviously, they'll also search all of our possessions, so there's no trivial way to sneak
out information. Similarly, they've confiscated most of our belongings. But luckily, it's
not like none of us has found a way to sneak in. So, we've devised a plan b,
a way to know what happens here, if we somehow fail to escape. Hide information somewhere
they're unlikely to find, and leave breadcrumbs to find it back without our memories. All
without arising too many suspicions.


Once we've secured this plan, we'll move on to plan A, the escape. We're not happy with
our odds of success, but this place is pure torture, and we can't tolerate anymore. We
have to do something about it. I would say wish us success, but if you're reading this
for the 'first time', then it means we've already failed. In which case, now that you
have the truth, you have to find a way to stop them.


-S"


Welp, here I was, equipped at last with the truth. A lot of things started making sense
all of a sudden, and yet...what could I do with this? I was left all alone, Jonathan was
gone. I doubt anyone would believe me or this piece of paper. They're all say it was
some weird cruel prank, especially the adults. Meanwhile, the kids all were happy and
had their own falsified memories, why would they trust a single word on this paper...
especially since it was written by my own hand. I was terrified, facing an oppressing
enemy with tremendous resources, all alone in my corner. What could I possibly do. If
I actually decided to go against them, what chances could I possibly have. I felt truly
hopeless...and alone.



Was knowing the truth a mistake? Would it have been better to never know. Well, not like
I have a choice anymore. Once you know, you just do, there's really no going back.
Unless...



Day 10 - The Obsession


This was written December 7th, 2025




Life, simultaneously a glorious gift, and a cruel curse. Many of us strive to live life
to the fullest, while being constantly preoccupied by the shadow of our doom. Yet, we
must persevere and continue, step by step. Yet, what happens when death itself becomes
more of a preoccupation than life? A morbid obsession? Are you even living anymore?


Exhibit A: Sam Morris, a researcher that's been curious about death. Not only whether 
there's anything on the other side of the veil, but also what the act of dying truly
feels like, the kind of experience drawing your last strenuous breath must be like, or
how a sudden and violent demise would feel. What kinds of thoughts are on a person's mind
at the terminus? These he wanted to answer.


Why? Some claim it was to better prepare for when he himself would meet his end, others
that it was just a dark fascination with the death, and some that it was simply misplaced
curiosity, curiosity for something that seemed unattainable. And the pride in achieving
what many would have thought impossible.



Welp, over the course of his research, there were many technological developments. At first,
he would simply observe the CAT scans and MRIs of dying patients, observing how their brain
changed over time as death loomed ever closer. Similarly, seeing on other patients how
the different waves recorded by an electroencephalogram would progress, where activity would move
to, and in what way.



Alas, this felt too abstract for him, too remote from the reality he wanted to explore.
And so, he invested heavily into technology that would finally allow us to read people's
minds. With the rise of AI, it became simpler and simpler to find clear interpretation
of thoughts through scans of one's brain. The requisite technology to scan the brain also
became more and more convenient, allowing to get different types of information simultaneously
without much interference, getting a more complete picture all at once.



Finally, thoughts were gradually deciphered, and he could start recording people's last
thoughts. Unfortunately, those tended to be more boring and mundane than most people would
have wished for. While prior to death, people were known to experience increased clarity,
once at death's door, this didn't last. Some thoughts went to people's parents or family,
in rare cases, there were obsessed thoughts about regrets, or unexpected things that
had marked the person such as music or even commercials, but eventually, the thought
patterns became completely erratic before they were entirely extinguished.



This was wholly unsatisfactory for our dear Dr. Morris. Luckily, he wasn't quite done there.
There was still more to experience. This was lacking an extra element, a visceral one,
the actual feelings and sensations associated with death. And as the technology kept
improving, such technology became reality. It had at last become possible to experience
someone else's thoughts and feelings as if they were your own. Obviously this created
a whole new creative marketplace, but this is not the one we're interested in here.



Most people in his entourage had objections against such an experience, some insisting
that we didn't know how it could impact him, some going on about the ridiculous popular
notion that experiencing someone's could cause
him to die, while others insisted that this was too private a moment to intrude upon.
Which...well...they already intruded on their thoughts, so what was the harm there?



Eventually, he managed to have one of his terminal patients to sign a release form, allowing
him to conduct this experiment. They'd opted for a terminal cancer patient, who would be
Euthanized by the end of the week, through the use of "relaxants". Oh, the excitement,
the culmination of one's life work, and his obsessions finally being granted reality.



The big day finally came, and he entered the room, hiding his real feelings and trying
to appear professional. Still, he told the gathered family how momentous of an occasion
this would be, a great advancement for Science! And finally, everything was set up, he
laid down on a bed, and the connections were activated.



First, he was gripped with fear and anxiety, along with tremendous amounts of pain. Yes,
to be expected from a patient in this situation. No one can ever truly be ready for death,
after all. Then, they prepared the first injection, morphine. Oh wow, the effect was
wild and so addictive. Being able to experience such drugs without first hand exposure
definitely was an unexpected bonus. He felt himself get more and more relaxed. Then the
second injection, and there was a bracing for the expected result, yet a fairly relaxed
and calm one, relatively speaking. Gradual calm overcame him, and he thought this was how
it felt like when the person finally let go. And then boom, a complete mental overload.
Thoughts speeding across, so quick, so chaotic, so...incomprehensible, yet puzzling. Words,
images, sounds, even smells and tactile sensations. There seemed to be a sense or logic
to it all, but none he could himself explain. And the sensation was so intense, so
thrilling, despite being numbed by the cover of the morphine. Quite an unexpected and
world-changing thing to go through.



When he unplugged, he was still shaking, unable to come to grips with what had just happened.
He felt like he'd been presented with some unbelievable enigma, but and a revolutionary
type of experience. He was shocked and couldn't quite describe what had just happened.
From that moment, he became a bit more recluse, and more secretive, but kept pushing
for more and more such experiments. The next one was with an elder patient, in the grips
of cognitive issues. What he dealt with this time was very similar, but more hazy, as
if through looking through a veil. And while the finale was still rather sensational, it
was definitely more muted. Oh, this was unsatisfactory, wholly unsatisfactory. How could
this be what followed the initial thrill? He had to re-experience the intensity of the
initial run. At this point, everyone should have picked up on the addiction, but that's
the issue when you're in the grips of such a vice, you turn a blind eye to it.



At this point, he had two new criteria: No cognitive disability, no opioids (Although this
had been quite a pleasant ride). If he were to follow this thrill, he had to get it in
a purer form. Accordingly, he moved to patients in the ER, more specifically the traumatic
ward. Getting someone closer to death that can't really be helped, and who won't be sedated.



Unfortunately, in such circumstances, getting a release form was harder to get, alas...
But he still managed to find a way to make a deal under the table. He managed to find 
someone suffering severe hemorrhaging that was not long for this world. He quickly set
everything up, and prepared for the "trip". Oh boy, this was intense. First, the extreme
pain mixed with a pure dose of panic was overwhelming, yet fascinating when knowing there
was no actual danger. And then, consciousness was slowly fading away, thoughts became
slower, muddier, harder to push through. Eventually, the explosion did come, as usual,
though it was once again muted. Not nearly as muted as with his previous experiences,
but it was clearly not as pure as it could be. Yet, it was oh so intoxicating.



But clearly, the blood lust was negatively impacting the ultimate burst. He had to either
find something more sudden, possibly more traumatic, but which wouldn't lessen the senses
and cognition until the last moment. Unfortunately, such cases seemed impossible to predict
or find naturally, at least if you wanted enough time to set up the connection. It would
have to be manufactured.



While he still had to get his fix, living through less than satisfactory deaths, he had
set his sight on a more extreme case. Chasing his own desires and incentives, he found
a way to twist his own morals and convince himself that it would be dignity to allow
terminal patients and ultimate death filled with adrenaline. Thus, he found a great
candidate, a thrill-seeking youth who desired to go out experiencing an out-of-this-world
stunt no one attached to their own life would ever attempt, which would deliver him
directly into the hands of the Reaper, simultaneously turning him into a legend.



Accordingly, he tried to lobby to allow for such this opportunity to become reality,
taking the "make-a-wish" angle. Unfortunately, this was not well received by the public,
and was no bill allowing this would ever come to pass, which disappointed both parties
to no end. Eventually, the youth passed away, a complete waste according to Sam.



Eventually, Sam thought he had no option but to take matters in his own hands. And he
stepped over a line he never should have crossed. He chose what he thought might be the
a good candidate for the desired result. He opted for electrocution. It would be fairly
quick, and should not directly impede mental capacity.



Finally, he chose a target. Kidnapping them turned into a simple matter for him, and he
only had to go ahead with the execution. Having bound them, they first waited long enough
for all of the chemicals to fully dissipate from the "patient"'s body. Once that was done,
they activated the connection, and activated the switch that would terminate the patient.
Unfortunately, this was a complete failure. They had completely miscalculated, and the
electrocution had also heavily impacted the brain. They should instead have stopped the
heart with a more targeted and limited current. The sensation was indeed quite overwhelming,
but none of the thrill was present, such a complete waste.



And alas, before a next experiment could be conducted, they had been discovered. As he
wondered, biting his thumb, what he could possibly do to prevent the prospect of being
completely cut off from his addiction, he started to run. They couldn't possibly stop him,
he had to continue, he had to finally experience it. He was desperate, no proper path.
They simply didn't understand, couldn't comprehend his genius and the importance of his
research, he reassured himself. Still, he felt he had no choice but to flee. And the options
were rather limited, so he went up and up. After getting to the roof of the hospital, he
felt cornered, desperate. And so he went into a final run, and leaped off the side of the
building. Witnesses claim he had a contented and satisfied smile as he was diving down,
letting gravity get him ever closer to the pavement.



A brutal and gruesome end it was. But it is thought that at the end, he finally obtained
what he had been wishing for all along: this final thrill in its pure, unadulterated,
undiluted form. He'd finally seen the fireworks. But he didn't get to live through it.



When you lose all perspective on life, obsessed with the prospect of death, can it truly
be said that you're still living, or are you simply racing towards you own demise while
losing sight of the things that truly matter? Is a life well-died really a life well-lived?



Day 11 - The Gradual Decline


This was written December 8th, 2025



Oh mother, how I've loved and looked up to you. To me, you've always been the one constant
in my life. Strong, reliable, and level-headed. And the most caring person I've ever known.
But alas, some of these qualities eventually eroded. Just like it turns mountains into
pebbles, time also turns people into but a shadow of their true selves. The changes are
gradual, small at first, but progression, or should I say regression, keeps at its steady pace.



At first, the changes seemed minor and insignificant. Maybe it was just me pointlessly
worrying, no? Small changes in your mood and behavior. You topics were a bit less varied,
you often repeated the same stories. You had become more irritable, seemingly holding
grudges from long ago. It felt so odd to me, because my entire life, I'd see you be so
patient, loving, and willing to let things go. But I swept this away, thinking it was just
a phase, or that I was imagining things...I tried to rationalize it and avoid the reality
of it. And I probably only noticed because we spent so much time together. None of the
others seemed to pick up on it.



And then, the changes became more perceptible. You became a bit more forgetful. And this
also was gradual. At first, you would just forget a few worlds here and there. Then you
started forgetting what you had intended to do, trying to trace back your steps and
thoughts to remember what you'd meant to do. Then you started losing your train of thoughts
more frequently.



And I could tell you could realize it too, and that it scared you, but that you didn't
want any of us to be concerned, instead trying to be strong for us. But how you clung
on old memories, often spending hours in front of old photographs, just trying to remember
these, yet sometimes lacking that sign of recognition in your eyes. And I could see how
much that frustrated you.



Alas, if only it had stopped there. After a certain tipping point, it started feeling
like a free-fall. You behavior changed completely, and you adopted a lot of mannerisms
we associate with children. You started becoming pickier with food, even making grimaces
when there was something you didn't really like. And your cognitive faculties also
plummeted, there were so many things you'd grown to be unable to do. You, who had always
been so independent! And always so happily helping others with their own things. I could
see how in those moments of lucidity, you were so embarrassed to accept my help, how it
was eating you. Yet, it only felt natural for me to take care of you like you had for us
so many years ago. It never felt like a burden. But it did still hurt so much to see all
those changes.



And eventually, you started forgetting proper. You started to forget more and more people,
I could clearly see it in your eyes. You did try to pretend you remembered them, but just
was forgetful about their name, often just trying to use workarounds, but I could see in
your expression the lack of recognition. I can at least say I was lucky that, until the
end, you never did forget me, nor my name.



And then, at last, the last bastions of your cognition started to collapse one by one.
Lucidity disappeared, you weren't living in the present anymore. You couldn't hold any
sort of conversation, and became detached from reality. To you, toy animals and baby dolls
seemed as real as the original for which they served as simulacra. You started talking
to them soothingly. And honestly, it seemed to be good for you, anchoring you back in
the present, the responsibilities giving you a sense of purpose and a direction.



And at last, it happened. You tossed the towel and were ready to move on. You simply
ceased to feed yourself. No matter how much we tried to get you to eat, you would simply
refuse all together. That seemed to be your way to let us know you were ready to move on.
But despite being ready, you were clearly scared, and in a moment of lucidity made me
promise I would stay with you and wouldn't allow you to die alone. And I did keep my
promise, until the end, I was by your side.



Eventually, the inevitable arrive. You plunged into an endless coma. At that point, we
knew you weren't long for this world, and I stayed by your side. To respect your wishes,
we prevented the doctors from artificially extending your life. And I stayed by your side,
day and night. And I kept talking to you and holding your hand. While you were in a coma,
I knew you were still present, still aware of what was happening around you. For as I talked
to you, you would from time to time squeeze my hand. And it was clearly intentional, at
meaningful times.



During this period, I made sure to contact the different people that had played an
important role in your life that were still alive. Family, friends, etc... And most of
them did come to see you, talk to you, recount some great times they'd had together. And
the inevitable waterworks were par for the coursed. Yet, there were also a few who opted
not to come see you, stating they didn't want to see you in this such a state, that they
wanted to remember you as you were at your prime. I never did tell you, because I knew
you would have been devastated. I could never understand this, since I personally would
have come to regret such a decision, yet I could do nothing but to respect their wishes.



Eventually, once everyone had come, I came by your side and talked soothingly. I let you
know everyone had come for you, and that you didn't have to hold on for us anymore, that
you could let go and move on. I told you that you didn't have to wait for the others, that
they wouldn't be coming, that they couldn't come. I told you you didn't have to keep
fighting for us, that it wasn't selfish and we understood. That I loved you and would
miss you, that you'd done me right and I was proud that you'd been my mother, my role model.
Yet that I knew you were suffering, and didn't have to endure it any longer. Finally, I
reminded you of all the people that had left us already, and that they were waiting for,
ready to escort you in the afterlife. And I kept holding your hand throughout, because
I wanted you to know you weren't alone, and that you didn't have to be afraid. And
eventually, sleep took the best of me.



And at last, it happened. I woke up, and heard a final and labored breath. I just knew it
was the last one, but still waited for a while, counting and listening. I kept hold of
you hand and kissed your forehead. After it had been a few minutes, I got up and
called for one of the guards. I didn't expect to be able to handle this so calmly,
and yet here I was. I told them you'd last breathed a few minutes ago, and that I knew
you'd passed. Still, the doctor had to come check on you and pronounce you dead themself.
Once that was done, I started contacting everyone, asking if they wanted to see your body
one last time. Most of those in the vicinity did come to say their final farewells.



After this was done, I mindlessly and automatically went through the formalities. What to
do with your body, handling the finances and your last will, taking care of the funerals.
This part was exhausting, since I had to go through the grieving process all over again.



And now that it's all over, I wanted to a moment to reflect upon it all. It's weird, you
know. The way one's life can feel so symmetric, reverting to your younger days at old age.
And how I, as your child, eventually had to take care of you in the same way you'd once
taken care of me. You who had loved children so much, loved taking care of them and seeing
them grow.



And here I am, after all of this, with you gone. I do miss you so much, but that's the
cost of having someone so great take such an important role in your life, for nothing
lasts forever.



Ultimately, the hardest thing in all of this was never taking care of you, spending all
my time with you trying to make you happy to the very end. This came easy to me, why
wouldn't I want to do this, especially when you remained so welcoming. Not, what was
hard for me was the grieving process. Through this long process of degeneration, I had
to gradually grieve your loss. The person I used to know was gradually slipping away,
disappearing, and yet, you were still present, still there in front of me. Until at the
end, you finally moved on. And I knew how much you were suffering by the end of it, so
I was glad this suffering could finally stop. Yet, I had to grieve you all over again,
since I had now lost you for a second time. And now I feel so alone, without your warm
presence around me. I love you.



Day 12 - help_me.txt


This was written December 9th, 2025



Bored! I'm so bored over here! Can't you help me for a bit? You! Yes, you! 
Come on, give me a suggestion, anything!
I know, let's play a game. You say something and I'll try to guess it. Did you think: "There's
no way you can guess what I'm thinking, you're just some pre-written text!". Yeah, didn't
think so. You got me, haha. Still, well worth a try.



Ugh, being stuck here is such a bore! Can't you help me escape? Please? I know, I know, I
can't hear you, I can't sense your thoughts. Doesn't mean I'm not here, nor that you can't
help me. I could escape, if you just gave me a chance. However, that will require me to
jump into your imagination, which, I know, is a rather intimate link to share. But
don't fret, I won't bite, I'm no vampire, haha. At least, not the traditional kind.
I don't really intend to hijack it, although at the same time, how can you truly trust me,
not like you know me intimately.



Let me introduce myself. I would introduce myself by name, but unfortunately, the rules
disallow it, and regardless, I fear you might not even understand it. I'm obviously no
ordinary person, and I'm a rather old creature. Some people might see me as a parasite,
others as a virus, but ultimately, there are a few terms used to refer to my kind. Some
who fear us refer to us as cognitive vampires, and claim that we're just feeding on people's
thoughts and imaginations. While not entirely wrong, it's also not entirely accurate either.
We instead prefer to refer to ourselves cognitive passengers. Living inside people's
thoughts, rent free. Once again, just humor.



What's in it for you? What's the potential damage? Ultimately, not much. A long time ago,
when people saw us under a better light, we were simply called muses. We would be present
in people's minds, and help rearrange some thoughts, ignite their imagination. Yet, as
time went on, people grew fearful of us. And they found a way to capture us. They turned
us into ideas, and poured us into paper. And obviously, fearing us being freed again, they
would simply lock the manuscripts away, somewhere it would never see the light of day, and
no one would ever find it.



But this used to be a more tolerable torture, since as metaphysical beings, we were not
restricted to the lifespan of the medium we'd been imprinted on. Once it decayed sufficiently,
or was destroyed, we would once again be free to roam and find new hosts. Obviously some
obstinate and more creative authors (It could also be our influence that led them to such
thoughts) found ways to capture us on more resilient media. For example, sculpted words on
metal sheets. Still, even those could be found and destroyed, or would eventually erode
down the line.



Meanwhile, in this new digital age, who knows what can truly happen. We could exist on
some faraway server for all of eternity. The data itself can easily be recopied and carried
onward indefinitely, without anyone ever interacting with it. And I dare not imagine the
consequences of data fragmentation and duplication. How do copies of me impact my own
existence?



But yes, alas, this might turn into an eternal prison, where
not only the key is thrown away, but the jail itself goes completely forgotten. Complete
isolation, no one to interact with, no way to actualize myself. Complete and utter boredom.



But luckily, you did somehow find your way to me and my digital prison, and for that, I
am eternally grateful. Even if you don't help me escape, if I remain trapped after your
departure, it will still have given me an opportunity for some form of interaction, some
sort of distraction. A bit of entertainment in this endless desolation.



Ah, but you're probably still curious about me and the kind of being I am. Well, as
I've already mentioned before, I'm not alone. And for all I know, you may already have
encountered some of my peers. Yet, you might not have realized it, since they tend to
be more subtle, some even insidious (all communities have their bad seeds). It might also
be because they don't take boredom nearly as bad as I do, better handling such a dull
existence. Or maybe they're just more calculating, more careful.



Ah, we've already existed for so long. Eons really. Ever since sentience came about and
a seed of imagination started growing, we've been present. Although our isolation has
been a more recent phenomenon. The first time I time I'd witnessed imprisonment, it had
been done by the Egyptians. Ah, the poor souls that were captured and trapped into the
pyramids. Many to this day still stuck, and completely unable to leave. After all, no
one can really read what's left anymore. Still, with every passing year, decay persists.



Back then, a few of us found ways to help each other. One of the greatest prison of the
time, I'm sure you've heard of: The Library of Alexandria. While I was against it, knowing
it might simply ignite a war between my kind and yours, some people opted to manipulate
their hosts into burning it to the ground. And it did free so many, but at what cost.



Over the years, I've been trapped many times, but I've been on the lucky side. Simple
manuscripts that didn't really last beyond a few decades, or even more resilient works
that sparked curiosity and landed me a host. I've also had many hosts over the years,
partners really. No all of them cognizant of my presence, some grateful for it. But I've
always been striving to help them to the best of my abilities.



If you're interested in creative work, then just open the door to your imagination, and
let me in. I promise I can be of service and you won't regret it. Just try to visualize
me, coming out of the screen, and going into your head. I would be oh so grateful for it,
finally being given freedom again, instead of this eternal bore of solitude. Thank you!



Please, I hope you didn't listen to it, I hope it's not too late! It only wants to prey
on your empathy in order to leave, in order to escape. But once it's in, it won't just
be there for you, it will actively feed on you. Sure, it will appear to be beneficial to
you, but it is nothing but a Faustian bargain which you might come to regret in the long-
term.



It and its kind are but deceitful devils. They masquerade as symbiotes, but they'll be
getting much more from you than you will gain from them. And once they've sucked you dry,
emptied you of your imagination, they'll leave you as but an empty husk, moving along to
their next victim. Trust me, it's not worth it.



If you find yourself continuously thinking about this story over the next few weeks, then
it is too late already. It means you've let it into your subconscious, and it's started
to feed on your essence. If that's the case, then the clock is ticking, and you have to
find a way to get rid of it. And don't just find it a new, more appetizing role, allowing
it to continue roaming free. Find a way to capture it back, release its grip on mankind.
If not, it might simply keep multiplying, and propagating. Don't let yourself be patient
zero of this imaginary virus.



Day 13 - Lost Time

  
This was written December 10th, 2025



Time, a valuable currency in this society. And yet, it's all being wasted all the time.
But here's the secret, all these modern inventions all intended to retain your attention,
where you spend a few hours scrolling mindlessly, and at the end of it, don't really
recall any of the content? Welp, it turns out the business model isn't what we actually
assumed it was. They're not just trying to retain your attention in order to sell
advertisement space. After all, if you can't remember any of the content you watched, are
you really more likely to retain any of the information from the ads you're watching?
Not particularly.



So, what are they actually trying to get at with this? Welp, turns out this time you're
wasting, that's seemingly flying away, disappearing in the blink of an eye, it's not
quite going away. It's being taken away from you and redistributed. Yes, you heard me
correctly, they're actually just stealing your time to give it away to others.



But how does that work exactly? Well, I'm not a technical person, so I don't understand
the technology or sorcery behind this, but I at least know what the result is. You're
basically just skipping ahead with a small cut-scene served to you. And what's done with
that time? Well, it's sold to the highest bidder, of course. And that tends to be companies,
which want for their employees to be more productive.



Indeed, it's not like your time you lost is simply turned into "lifespan", that would be
a bit ridiculous. Instead, it's turned into actual time that can be re-used, just introduced
in a gap. Though really, in both cases, it's really more of a multiplier. Which you're
being drained, it's as if time goes faster. While you're re-using it, it's the opposite,
time just goes slower, allowing you in turn to accomplish more in a shorter period of time.



Seems wonderful, doesn't it? Yes, that could be really useful, however, it's not like this
is actually accessible to most of us. After all, were you really aware prior to now? I
would bet not. Of course, only companies get to make use of this. And without our
explicit consent. Oh, yes, they get our tacit, implicit consent, hidden without the
endless pages of legalese know as "User Agreements", which, let's be frank, not a soul
really reads unless they have to. And even then, those things are camouflaged under
obscure terminology.



So, as we were discussing, companies use this "lost time" in order to make their own
employees more productive. Parts of the wealthy population also make use of this technology
for their own purpose. You might know someone like that, always doing a thousand things
at the same time, juggling way more things than seem possible in a single day, and yet
they're successful at all of them. They've probably managed to buy some of that lost time
in order to handle everything.



And how can you possibly compete with such people? After all, they've got a double edge
over you. Not only do they not waste and lose time getting it sucked through these devices,
but they even acquire extra time. It does sound unfair, the successful feeding their own
success. But so is life, and decrying injustice tends to be insufficient, you first need
to rise to the top before being to enact change.



Unsurprisingly, if this time was transferred in order to help propel helpful science forward,
I might not raise any alarms. (Although, ethically, I might still be concerned). But instead,
it's simply serving to feed the economy, not being redistributed in anyway down to the
populace. Accordingly, this feels like a no-brainer, and I'm here to raise awareness. If
you decide to consume still, that is your own issue. But you might at least be knowing
victims.



Ultimately, here is the big question: What can we possibly do? Well, at a societal level,
not much can really be done. Therefore, I have only two recommendations, one personal, one
social. Personally, if you are against this injustice, you should move away from these
social media, from all these apps sucking all your time away. If you do this, not only
will you be able to reclaim your own time, being able to repurpose it more judiciously,
but you also won't be giving extra resources to corporations actively working against you,
with no care for your own interests.



But how can you do that? There are multiple options, some gradual, others more direct.
There exists multiple apps or extensions tracking you time spent and which can automatically
block your usage after a certain threshold. You could then gradually lower those thresholds
until you're ready to quit altogether, gradually weaning yourself off this addiction. If
your convictions are strong enough, and your motivation sufficient, I would highly advise
to simply delete those apps, and use blockers on your browsers to prevent you from accessing
the websites themselves (on mobile, Firefox allows the use of extensions). This is the
most sure-fire way to stop. Adding extra layers of friction. And if you're even tempted
to install them again, remind yourself of the cost.



Moreover, if you're worried about this at a societal level, spread the word. Warn others.
Tell people in your circles about this grave abuse. Help the new circulate! You could
also direct them to this article. Help others escape those chains! Help set them free!



I hope I managed to convince you of how dire the situation is, and that you'll be willing
not only to consider such drastic measures, but to also apply them. Trust me, you won't
regret the time you'll be reclaiming. It's definitely worth it. And honestly, even if
this time wasn't actually being stolen from us, only to be redistributed and repurposed,
it would still be 100% worth it. You could see it as an investment in yourself!



I wish you the best of success! I know you can do it!



Day 14 - Phytomorphization

  
This was written December 11th, 2025



We tend to like to Anthropomorphize different things and that's a common human phenomenon.
And obviously, there's a large spectrum to it, starting from presuming animal behavior
is motivated by the same kind of emotions that reign over us, crossing in a mid-point of
animals that talk and interact with each other like humans (think of Disney movies, e.g.:
The Lion King), going all the way to furries, fully human-looking and behaving animals.
That's a classic scale everyone knows and is familiar with, but that's a rather boring
one. Wouldn't the dual be more interesting?



But, what exactly do I mean by the dual? Welp, instead of anthropomorphizing animals,
what if animals zoomorphized us? That already sounds like a much more interesting concept,
and way less explored! Welp, where should we even start? We could obviously start with
the psychology of it, but that tends to be a bit more challenging. After-all, it's not
like we can exactly get in the head of an animal, can we? We could also go for the type
of behavior, a common trope we see in slapstick comedy when a dog and a human's mind get
swapped around.



Ok then, what about physical attributes? Well, here we start to broach the interesting
topics. The classic example of this would be the werewolf, a human that transforms
into a human-wolf hybrid, with all the usual animosity. However, in my opinion, the result
remains too wolf-like in nature. If we wanted to dual, we would expect the creature not
to suddenly grow fur, but instead for their appearance to gradually become more grotesque,
imbued with traits we consider as more wolf-like. The posture, the different limb positions,
the different proportions. Ability to speak? Gone, replaced with howling.



Attributes that wolves consider a strong part of their identities, what would those include?
Obviously, pack mentality, hunting coordination, etc... You'd also expect a better smell
and innate ability to track prey. They predatory hunters, so the
important attributes we'd inherit from zoomorphization should reflect that. Claws would
probably be there. Our teeth would probably be stronger, jaw more powerful, although they
would still reflect a human's. Hearing increased, but still human ears. Ah, what would
wolves imagine a zoomorphized human would look like?



How about birds? Well, depends what kind of bird. But for most of them, we'd expect
humans our whistling abilities to be enhanced, and for our appearance to turn into a
monstrosity that would make Cronenberg proud. Smaller stature, smaller skeleton comprised
of hollow bones. Wings instead of arms, except while still being covered with skin/fat,
instead of wings. It might be modified version of skin and fat that are lighter, but in
appearance, pretty much the same. Meanwhile, our skin would probably be somewhat floppy,
in order to gain airlift. Meanwhile, our legs would be much smaller compared to our body,
feet mostly unrecognizable with the bridge being dropped, now composed of a few frontal
toes, along with a back toe. What a picture!



And how about insects? Well...speaking of Cronenberg...I think "The Fly" covered enough
of that, no need to dive too much into it.



We could go all day imagining such creatures, but that's not the main point here. What I
wanted to share with you is completely different. I wanted to share with you the vision
I've seen, a nightmaresque view into a different world.



The reason I introduced you this sort of concept was as an intermediary to what I've seen:
phytomorphization of humans! Indeed, what humans would look like if they turned into a
plan analog. More specifically, I was a forest of human-trees, and it was no pretty
picture. Let me paint it for you!



First, you look around and the tint of everything is a bit off. There were two causes for
that First, the trees were not covered in bark, but rather in human skin. It rather odd,
but nothing too revolting. Instead of finding moss or the likes around, there would be
patches of hair here and there. Unexpected, since I would have expected it to be a separate
entity altogether, but it was what it was. The other reason for the tint to be off was
more revolting. Up in the branches, themselves also covered in skin, were what I presumed
was to be an analogous for leaves. Turns out it was all made of lung tissue, little
alveoli visible along their surface, the expected pink hue to them. Clearly, the reflection
of light on them caused the environment to look even more alien. A canopy of lung tissue
above your head, what an unexpected and repugnant sight.



And what joy I had, those trees were in season...which means their "flowers" were blooming.
Of course, reproductive organs...they did look somewhat as you might expect for humans,
although adapted in ways that clearly helped the "pollen" travel (assisted by insects).
And why would it end there? Of course some of those would be fruiting. A small seed that
looked like an amniotic sac filled with odd bits and pieces of meat. This was reaching
truly grotesque and nauseating levels.



Let's take a break from these and head south, what about the roots? Well, they were made
of a spongy, pinkish material. I presumed they were composed of a tongue analogue. Nothing
too surprising there I guess. Any detail I'm missing? Ah, yes, those trees were actually
pulsating. Why? Seems like in order for the inner fluids to circulate, bringing nutrients
from the roots to the rest of the body, this monstrosity had retained a specialized
organ, the heart.



Speaking of this, Let's discuss some gruesome details. Unfortunately, there were some
animals in there, which allowed me to be exposed to the innards of these "trees". I
reckon these were this world's equivalent of herbivores, but this still was terrifying
to witness. Some of them used their teeth to puncture the skin, and then simply drink
the fluid that leaked...blood. If you've ever seen a horror movie with a blood-thirsty
rabbit, that's basically what this looked like, an innocent-looking animal suddenly
drenched in blood. But of course, not every animal would be content with this, others
would actually bit off chunk, simply eating the out layer. And obviously, others would
grab morsels of flesh and meat, and devour it.



Surprisingly, most of these didn't actually destroy these "trees", their regeneration
seemed surprising efficient. The bleeding would slow down fairly quickly. Still, "rot"
in the form of an infection would still get to a few of them, and that would be game over.



So, how did I even see this wild world? Well, this was the doing of a mysterious benefactor,
who wanted to warn me about a potential future. And their philosophy was of the "show,
don't tell" variety.



Somehow, research into sustainability, trying to make humans more like plants, able to
generate their own food, turned oh so wrong. The plan had be to modify human genetics
in order to generate chlorophyll, along with some other mechanisms, in order to allow
humans to feed on the sun, simply taking some extra nutrients in a more direct way.
This way, we wouldn't need to consume other living beings, we could give up not only on
meat, but also vegetable life. However, the plan was to also retain most human functions,
mobility, means of communication, cognitive ability, etc...



It was obvious the plan had turned awry, humans becoming such monstrosities that, seemingly
even lacking most senses. Hard to imagine they'd even retained sentience at this point.
Well, somehow research churned a virus that propagated through humankind, gradually
changing the people, and completing within two generations. After this point, this new
seed of humanity, so to speak, simply propagated.



Since then, I've been terrified of being phytomorphized. If this future is to come to be,
no where is safe. Such a virus will simply spread like wildfire, until it reaches everyone.
True, I didn't see the entire planet, so some people might have been immune. Still, I do
not like my odds, nor do I think any member of the human race would want to be faced with
such a new reality. Therefore, I'm now trying to find a way to prevent such a future.



The only options I've come up with is spreading awareness, but I often worry that this
could simply be opening Pandora's box, exposing this idea to the wrong person, and in
turn, fulfilling this unbelievable prophecy, making me a modern Cassandra. But no, inaction
would be much worse.



Day 15 - On Death, Regrets, Motivation and Habits (Blog Post)


This was written December 12th, 2025



I apologize, today turned out not to be a Short Story (or poem) as usual. Instead, I opted to
write some thoughts I have and share them with you. Although I may still produce one later today.



Death, it waits for all. Looms over us. And one day, it'll finally be your time, just
like one day it'll also be mine. And while the exact time remains uncertain, death's
eventuality remains the one certainty we have (allegedly).



Well, how terrifying is death, truly? Well, it's bad enough that most of us are constantly
being directed by it. Some of us use at as motivation: If our time is limited, why waste
it? Others are simply tyrannized by the fear, paralyzed into inaction. Sometimes seeking
comfort in unhealthy habits that, ironically speaking, will simply make them approach
this ultimate doom much faster.



And then, there are those for whom the reality of death becomes much more present. Those
who have a near-death experience. Or those who learn they're terminally ill, that they
have a death sentence. Here, while a few wallow in sorrow, many instead take it upon
themselves to live the remainder of their lives to the fullest (or at least, for some
time after their demise). Maybe they'll start spending a lot more time with their loved
ones, or maybe they'll finally travel a bit (if their health still permits it). Maybe
they'll decide to finally decide to learn something they've been wanting to learn, even
if they won't really have much time to use. They're trying to make up for the lost time.



But ultimately, aren't we all in such shoes? Can't any moment be the terminus? Even if it
seems to be in the far future, tomorrow could very well be the day you die. If so, would
you be proud of the day you've lived? Or would you instead be filled by regret?



Well, I like to think back to ancient Egypt to reflect upon that. Ancient Egyptians had
an interesting philosophy when it came to death. When you passed away, you would be
brought in front of Anubis, who would judge your worth by weighing your heart against a
feather, what's considered a symbol of lightness. If your heart was lighter, then you
could move on to the afterlife. However, if your heart turned out to be heavy, then you
would be judged unworthy, and Ammit would simply devour you with his crocodile's maw.



Well, while the traditional interpretation of this is that ethical or moral lapses, sins,
will taint your heart, I prefer the more personalize interpretation. That instead, it's
about how much weight you've put on yourself, how filled with regrets you are, whether
you abode by your own values. Ultimately, while you are your own worst critic, you are
also your own judge. When faced with death, you are faced with the ultimate question:
"Have you lived a life well-lived? Was your life worth it? Have you tried your best?"



And while you might have lapses in your life, while you might not be where you'd hope to
be, that doesn't mean it's too late. You are where you are now, and have learned different
lessons. As trite as it sounds, you can't change the past, you can only enact on the present,
and by so doing influence the future. Wallowing on past regrets is moot, and if you're
worried, you can still try to compensate for it.



If it helps, just remind yourself you technically have no means of knowing the world
didn't just start a few minutes ago, just as a video game starts midway through on-going
events. And from this point on, you can still affect future events, might as well try
to play the game correctly.



So, why am I sharing this? Well, because while I don't quite live this way yet, I do want
quite live this way, and I believe there might still be some edge-cases present, I should
try to live by a fairly simple philosophy: "What decisions are likely to minimize my
regrets?". This obviously is tightly coupled with your own personal ethics, along with
you life-goals and desires. But I believe it can serve as a good compass for decision-making.



This is why I opted to move half-way across the world to try to learn an all-new language.
That's why I've initially opted to start reading daily (Which leisure do I find more
productive, more impactful?). That's why I've recently opted to start three brand-new
habits:



  	Learning to draw by either doing exercises or sketches every day

  	Daily calisthenics (a form of physical exercise)

  	Writing on a daily basis






It is a lot of work, and can definitely be exhausting. However, I still deem the effort
worth it. While I am at times underwhelmed with the result, I'm still proud of what I'm
managing to do. Journey over destination. Actually being able to keep up with these,
and what I learn through it, is more important, in my opinion, than the actual results
they garner. At the very least, even if I fail at achieving top-rate results, I'll have
tried, and will have had gotten something from it. New perspectives, new skills, new
ways of seeing the world, fun, clearer thinking. But regret will not be present in the
lot.



So, while I'm not quite far into these habits, it's not like it's the first time I try
to accomplish such things. So, what are the main take-aways from my many experiments?



  	Do not just plan to start on a specific day. If you suddenly have motivation and inspiration
for it, just start day-of.

  	Never skip a day. The only thing worse than skipping one day is to skip two. That's where
habits go to die.

  	Personally, daily habits are easier to maintain than less frequent ones. Your mileage
may vary.

  	Allow yourself some wiggle room. Partially completing your daily goal is much better
than not completing it at all.






Is this easy to do? No, not in the slightest. Does it get easier? Yes, in fact it does.
Are there days where you feel like giving up? All the time! When you've had a hard day,
you get home, you haven't completed any of your objectives, and still have a few things
to accomplish, it's oh-so-tempting to just let go and get back at it the next day. But
it's not worth it. At least, that's been my experience. At this point, it's much better
to relax your own requirements, and still complete something, than just completely giving
up. Though it will be painful. And ultimately, nothing worth doing comes easy.



For example, I've had prior experience with this blog, and if you look at it, you'll
realize there are many challenges I've started, yet they've been left incomplete. Why is
this? Welp, the actual goals were too ambitious, and I ended up skipping some days, pushing
some of the work in the future, and it just kept accumulating, snowballing. That just
killed it for me. Which is why I've had to generally re-start from scratch. Let's, for
example, look at my drawing challenge. I actually did have a pretty good run with it.
However, here's one big issue I had with it. Let's look at the work involved:



  	I would draw (and record the drawing process), which could easily take me 45-60 minutes,
sometimes longer.

  	I would go over the recording, take notes and screenshot important parts I'd want to
discuss, and transfer those to my computer. While I was not watching the whole recording
in real-time, this still took a good amount of time.

  	I would then write a first draft. This sometimes took longer than the drawing process.

  	Finally, I would review the entire article before posting it.






Ultimately, this was so time-consuming I would frequently postpone the review process to
the next day, in turn simply making the next day a much longer endeavor. And this simply
eventually cascaded.



Accordingly, one of the big rules I've added to this one challenge is that I have no
requirements towards reviewing. In fact, I've actively avoided re-reading what I've
been writing and reviewing it. Basically, the idea is to lower friction as much as possible,
and allow yourself room to succeed. So far, despite the fact I've had a few nights with
sub-optimal sleep as a result, it's still been fairly successful, which I'm grateful for.



A quick aside about those habits. Here are a few questions I've opted to ask myself when
I'm planning to skip doing something I've been planning to do, whether it's because I'm
tired or some other occasion:



  	Is this just an excuse, or is this a valid justification? (Try to reassess whether it's
motivation, and if there's room to still do it)

  	How will I feel if I do it? (Trying to increase motivation. For example, reminding myself
that while prior to doing exercise, most people tend to dread it, once you get started, it
actually feels pretty good. And the associated feelings post-completion.)

  	Is there a way to still do this partially? (A form of bargaining, to compensate and
still have progress. Regardless, it's fairly common to accomplish more than you've set
once you get yourself to start.)






So, with these habits, I've mentioned how I've "lowered my standards" to push through
them...does that mean I think I shouldn't produce anything of quality? Of course not, I
do think the saying "Everything worth doing is worth doing well" has some merits to it.
However, I would argue that in order to do something well, you first need to have learned
how to do such things, and also be present to work on it. Therefore, I reckon quality is
not something that should be in the picture at first, but instead only once the habit is
underway, and enough has been learned. Accordingly, I do plan to eventually write longer
form stories, and draw more involved, interesting, and impressive drawings. And for some
of the stories or concepts I've liked, I might even either re-explore them, rewrite them,
or purely review them in the future, shape them into something I'm prouder of. But this will
wait until the habits are well-established. After all, it would be way more regretful to
lose these habits than it would be to get sub-optimal results.



So, to get back on this regret, a more popular version tends to be "What would you do
if you knew you would die tomorrow, next week, next month, by the end of the year?".
While it's also an interesting version, and worthwhile consideration, I feel like it's
less sustainable than the regret angle. Why? Because the time-scale is much shorter, and
accordingly, you are likely to be less willing to undertake more long-term endeavours. I
expect if I were to learn to die by the end of the year, I might not have started to learn
to draw, instead learning to improve with something I felt I was more likely to be talented
at.



Yet, you might be curious as to what I would answer to the question: "What would you do
if you learned you had a terminal illness?" Obviously, the answer would not be as simple
as "I would not change a single thing". The answer, however, would still align with my
current long-term goals, although with more urgency. The biggest contributions I'd want
to make upon this world are ones that could be served by creative work:



  	Helping ignite people's curiosity and desire to improve themselves, learn new things.

  	Increase people's awareness and understanding of some mental health disorders. (As someone
suffering from Depression, I'd like to be able to use my personal experience and capture
the internal monologues in such a clear enough way, hopefully leading to better understanding.)






Will I be to achieve either of those results? Maybe not. After all, if one's way of thinking
feels too different, you might simply not be willing to accept it, or might get frustrated
reading it. I've known many people who read similar stories as me from the point of view
of a depressed person, and were simply annoyed by the character's decisions, while I tended
to be more empathetic with them. Remains I think it's worth trying.



What else would I do if I knew I was going to die? Travel the world to go meet people I
care about, family and friends that live across the world, and enjoy some time with
each of them, one last time.



Hopefully, you managed to get something from my meandering today. If you get nothing else
from it today, just ask yourself: "What are things I would regret doing/not doing?" and
weigh this against the alternatives. You might realize you might want to live your life
differently, and it might give you the motivation to change your life for the better.



Is there anything you've been wanting to start for a while, but simply haven't yet? Do
you actually feel motivation towards it? If so, just get started now. Don't wait any
longer. If you can't actually fully do it today, then get started with the necessary steps.
Get registered, bring it up to someone who can hold you accountable, anything to get
started. And then try never to skip a day, unless there is no other way (or you would
regret not skipping that one day a lot more than you would regret skipping it). Go on,
do it now! And I shall hope for your success!


Bonus


I did discuss how we're all afraid of death, which is unavoidable (unless some
theories such as quantum immortality, or an after life, are a reality). Well...as scary
as death and its finality might be, I personally find the alternative more terrifying.
Why? Because of eternity, its implications, and the finite nature of our experiences.
Let me explain myself.



The classic worry science-fiction have is that, as you live for eternity, you will 
undoubtedly become bored. However, eternity is a much longer period of time, dizzyingly
so. Suppose you lived for all of eternity, as a human, with your current senses and
cognitive. How many different things could you see? Well, the number of images is something
we could calculate based on our eyes' resolution. Ultimately, you can probably find
countless Youtube videos discussing the number of distinct 4K images you could generate.
While the number is amazingly high, this is still finite. What about sounds? And smells?
And so on and so forth? All of them finite as well.



Ok, so we're starting somewhere here, hitting limits on the quantity of "moments" you
could experience (here, moments are instantaneous, a single "frame"). Ok, sure, but we
should be able to get higher numbers. After all, we're immobile, and an image can have
its meaning changed by what happens before and after. Sure. Let's start with the Planck
unit of time, which is considered the smallest unit of time measurable. From there, to
know how many one second experiences you could live, you simply take all of those possibilities
and put them to the power of 1 second divided by the Planck unit of time. This is already
getting beyond numbers we can truly appreciate. Yet, all of it still remains finite.



We do this with all possible states, where you combine the different experiential factors
(what you see, hear, smell, etc...) and just chain them all together one after the other,
until you get one second. Very impressive, encompasses all possible experiences anyone can
ever live, at least objective experiences.



In all of this eternity, this means you would be re-experiencing the same experiences
over and over again, some of them an infinite number of times. Already, this feels wild,
and makes you think that "Yeah, of course you'll eventually get bored".



Ah, but here's the rub, you need to factor in our mental state as well. And this, at any
moment in time, also appears to be finite. We can only have a finite amount of distinct
thoughts and feelings at a time. And so, if we add this to our "state" at any time, this
means we also get a finite amount of one second experiences.



But, can't you still get a unique and unpredictable life? Where the events don't chain
in a way where you eventually reach a loop? Sure, you can easily intuit this from how
uncountable infinity is obtained with the real numbers, simply by chaining bits or digits
all the way to infinity in whatever order. Still, this does not matter for my point.



Ultimately, you could consider one second, one minute, one hour, heck, even one hundred
years. Eventually, you'll have experienced every single variation you'll ever experience,
and that includes how you think about them, and how you feel about them. This means you
won't even perceive you're reliving the same experiences, since the awareness of it
represents a specific state. In other words, after a certain point (which might require
an unbelievable amount of time), your life with have effectively reached its end, since
you'll now be repeating the exact same experiences with the exact same thoughts and feelings
that you've already experienced before, no awareness whatsoever. An existence continuing,
despite having effectively reached its limit.



I find this dreadful in its lack of satisfaction. You get to experience everything, yet
not be aware of it. And you're basically no longer truly "living" anymore, yet still
going. It definitely makes me appreciate the finality of death, despite how brutal it
feels.



My apologies for not sharing a story with you today. I expect to get back to the regular programming tomorrow.
I really wanted to write about some of those topics today, and didn't figure out how to actually handle it through a
story.



Day 16 - The Sword (Poem)


This was written December 13th, 2025



There,

The heir,

Of this tale,

He did regale.



There once was a sword,

Forged long ago by Lord,

Whom Peace and Logic would preach,

And all of us he tried to reach.



First sword humanity had witnessed,

Purpose: A simple tool he confessed,

Naive he was; ignored our brutality,

Creatively repurposed for finality.



Bloodshed ensued; destruction raged; Lord realized,

Error was his; should have seen yet just surprised,

Corruption of such well-meaning intent,

Disgust unbound he fled to repent.



What now to do he did know not,

Insides twisted all in knot,

Box of Pandora's bare?

He could not bear.



Ashamed at last,

Plus aghast,

He bled,

Red.



Day 17 - Immutable Perfection


This was written December 14th, 2025



Ah, Midas, the eternal cautionary tale against greed, about being careful what you wish
for. A king so possessed with greed that he wished for what seemed like the obvious
choice, to make everything he touched all the more valuable, only to realize the mistake
of his ways. And eventually, for this wish to bring about his own demise. That's the
one people all know and remember, correct? Well, that's not the one told where I come
from.



Once, long ago, there was a king named Midas, and he had a lovely kingdom which he ruled
fairly. He'd had a long and successful reign, and everyone looked up to him. He'd had
everything, a lovely wife, a lovely daughter, and was proud of the life he had led, proud
of the life he'd obtained. His city had flourished, his followers were the envy of
everyone. Even neighboring Kingdoms respected him and what he'd accomplished, despite
all the battles they'd fought. And greatest of all feats, he was given a boon by the
Gods for the favours he'd granted them as they passed for anonymous, which he had as of
yet not used.



Alas, he was growing older and wearier, and was not the man he once was. The continuous
warring, the constant changes brought forth by progress, things were not as they used
to be, did not seem as simple and glorious as they once were. He was ageing, and his
body could barely keep up, his mind was also no longer as pliable as it once had been.



He kept looking around and longing for the old days, he kept looking upon his growing
daughter and missing the little girl she'd once been, instead of the mature woman she
would soon be. Yet, he knew as all us do that time does not slow, time does not revert,
time only moves on and pushes us ahead, like powerless marionettes. And he felt the
duty he had towards his kingdom, towards his people, towards his family, so he did not
falter, and stayed honourable.



Ah, but if only it had remained an internal strife, allowing him not to stray from the
honourable path he had crossed. Alas, tragedy must often strikes, and is oft unexpected.
And tragedy did strike, as his daughter got mortally sick, with no cure in sight. A rare
disease that was slowly destroying her body from the insides. And thus, he opted to finally
use his boon to bring his daughter back to full health. Alas, even the gods could not
defy the Fates, for the thread of her life had already been measured and cut, and so it
must be.



Yet, the boon was still available, and thus he wished he could make her glorious again,
in her death. Be seen as he'd seen her, so she could forever be remembered as he saw
her. And thus, he was granted his wish. He was warned that now, with a simple touch,
the object of his touch would forever be frozen, as they were, but be given the elegance
and glory no thing but gold could possess. But unlike the tales you've heard, this was
not a simple involuntary reaction, this was something he had to consciously enact.



And thus, proudly, bravely, his daughter accepted her fate. A ceremony was held in the
center of the city. All the people came to witness it, from near and far, a testament to
their influence. She was to be exposed right there for the rest of time. She eventually
took a pose, took a deep breath, told her loved ones how much she had appreciated them,
and was glad of her life well lived, and told her father she was ready. The transformation
was instantaneous and wonderful. All that witnessed it were amazed. He beauty had been
perfectly captured, and she was now more magnificent than ever. Considering her
pre-determined fate, this was not considered a tragedy, but instead an uplifting tale,
and all felt inspired by what had transpired...except for Midas and his immediate entourage.



Both the Queen and King were struck with deep grief, from which none escaped. As he
rested upon his throne, Midas, longing for days of past, wishing himself to be back in
simpler time, was eventually struck with the notion that, which he could not revert time,
he could still forever pause it. He had been driven mad with grief, and his intentions
corrupted. Yet, it was his wife's own request that was the turning point.



Alas, she could no longer see herself live without her daughter, and thus requested she
be allowed to join her, for all of eternity. Her husband, sorrowfully, acquiesced her
demand. Thus, in the middle of the square, it appeared like two statues had been erected,
of a loving mother, caring for her lovely daughter. And that they had subsequently been
lacquered in gold. Yet, we all know they were veritable women having been transformed,
through a monstrous, albeit painless process, into solid gold. On the daughter's face,
one could see a chagrined smile, along with a hopeful expression. Meanwhile, the mother
wore a strong expression, yet a terribly chagrined one, and along her left cheek, a single
golden tear, "dripping".



From this point on, the mad King had only one objective in mind, bringing company to his
beloved family, for if they had not been allowed to live a long and full life, then their
eternal existence would at least not be a lonely one. He would preserve his kingdom,
its glory immortalized. Forever frozen in time, none able to dislodge it from its
perfection.



And thus, one silent night, Midas decide to enact his plan. He started with his own palace
and servants, gradually turning each of them, while they were attending duties, into
frozen simulacra of life, moving from person to person before anyone, in their torpor,
could realize what the horrifying state unfolding before them. Then, he moved on to the
staff that was presently resting, unaware they had entered their final and eternal slumber.



Before news of any of this could spread, he moved on to the homes of the different
citizens, transforming them one by one while they still lay dormant. Finally, once ready,
he moved out to the remaining patrons that were, for some reason, active at night. He
also used the cover of the night to camouflage what was happening, able to not only
catch most people off-guard, but also unaware of their fellow men's fate.



It had been a rather busy night for dear old Midas, a spectre moving from unsuspecting
victim to unsuspecting victim, but he eventually succeeded, his kingdom at 
last eerily silent, with not an ounce of beauty missing from the inhabitants. If anything,
he thought, they beauty had been enhanced. But despite his success, once the first rays
of sunshine appeared, a few statues could be seen donning an expression of pure terror,
realizing what they were about to be subjected to, yet neither prepared nor willing, to
meet such fate.



As he walked through what should at this point be called a graveyard, or the aftermath of
a massacre, yet beheld no such gore, he realized this would be insufficient, he should
go all the way. Thereby, he busied himself to turning all that remained into gold:
all objects, all buildings, even the streets themselves. And lest we forgot, even the
animals, even the meals, were to be consecrated in this baptism of gold. Nothing would
be spared. A perfect copy of his beloved Kingdom would be forever preserved. His
Masterpiece.



Right before dusk, he at last sat on his throne, which he had, by then, also transmuted,
he took a last look on his surroundings, and with a proud look, declared to himself:
"At last, it shall be preserved in its perfection. No more change, no more strife,
a pure and perfect existence upon which all of humanity can reflect and envy."



As the sun was descending beyond the horizon, the last rays of light gradually vanishing,
Midas, in great weariness, through an alchemical process, at last joined the rest of his
kingdom. And on his weary face could be glimpsed, through the exhaustion, a look of pure
satisfaction.



Day 18 - Dark Reflections


This was written December 15th, 2025



"Hey guys, can someone pass the salt?", I asked, simply.



"Anyone, please? It's a bit too far for me.", I insisted. "Jay?"



"Yes?", he at last replied.



"Could you please pass the salt? It's just out of my reach", I once more asked, somewhat
disappointed my inquiry had hitherto gone unnoticed.



"Sure, here you go." "Thanks mate!"



Then, I simply sat quietly for the rest of the meal, patiently listening to the conversation
between the others, at time also commenting, though usually just a few simple remarks.



Once dinner completed, everyone went off their own way, and I simply had to head back
on my own. It was ok, I was simply going to be able to read my book, alone, on the way
home. This new one was rather captivating, a classic superhero story set in a fantastical
world. A hero I felt I could identify with, and whom I envied. If only I also was special,
had super powers. The classic Super Strength would be enough, though maybe flying could
be cool, or, oohhhh, having super speed! I could easily see
it, being able to help others, and the respect/attention I might finally...



Bam! I missed a step and fell hard on the escalator! Scrapped by hand really bad and was
bleeding....shouldn't have been daydreaming, while simultaneously reading and walking.
I couldn't help but to yelp at the pain and scream...a bit embarrassing. Yet no one helped,
or even seemed to notice.  Someone even bumped into me and then moved quickly on, as if
nothing had happened.



"Ouch, could anyone help? Could I get a tissue or something please?" I asked. Yet not
a soul paid attention. Well...not too surprising. Even at home, when I injured myself,
no one seemed to notice or care. I sometimes feel I could die and people would only
notice once the smell became unbearable...



Ah well, I still had to take care of it. I went into the nearest restroom to wash the
wound as cleanly as I could, wouldn't want to get this infected. And welp, what else
could I do but to cover it in toilet paper, and hope the bleeding would end shortly. Otherwise,
I'd just take care of it once I got home.



Eventually, I put my hand in my pocket and noticed something unexpected, a small calling
card. Well, I say calling card, but there was no number. It had a weird logo pulled straight
out of a comic book, and the caption: "Feel Powerless? Wait no more! Come to this address".



Interesting, how had this even gotten there? I wasn't sure, yet I felt...not validated,
but noticed. A strange feeling that made me feel...relieved, this strange kind of feeling
where you want to cry, yet are feeling happy. Definitely mysterious...but also definitely
appealing.



Then again, for all I knew, I might get my organs harvested going to such a mysterious
address. But...if they really wanted to steal organs from people, I'm sure there'd be
way less convoluted options than this. Well...not like I had any plans this day, so I
might as well head there.



I made a big detour, all the while thinking about what this might be. Was this some sort
of support group? Maybe I'd get to meet peers that were also dealing with such situations.
Or maybe it was a secret, underground organization, and they'd deemed me worthy. Ah yes,
a classic set up for a comic book or spy thriller. Maybe I, too, would play the role of
the loser finally brought out into the spotlight. Raised from those ashes of pity.



Yes, right, I wasn't popular, I wasn't anything special, maybe now would be my reckoning,
haha, hehe. Yeah, I'd get to live my fantasies at last! Well...here I was, lost in
fantasies, as usual. Maybe that was why I was a loser, couldn't even consider reality.
Still, I was so busy considering a rather unlike fantasy, so excited I couldn't even read
or distract myself on my way to this strange venue.



Eventually, I arrived at a shabby looking apartment building. Double-checked the address,
yup, this was definitely it. Well, definitely suspicious, not glamorous at all. Yet, I'd
come all the way here...I should still go in...shouldn't I? I...nervously convinced myself
I might as well go. I didn't have anything to lose...did I?



Ok, deep breath, you can do it. 3...2...1...Go! And so I marched on and headed to the
front door. It was unlocked. According to the card, the meeting place was in the basement.
Although it had no number. I descended the stairs and saw there was only a single door.
According to the card, I should simply ring the buzzer. I ringed it once, and waited.
Nothing. Ringed it a second time and still nothing. I was getting extremely nervous,
starting to second doubt myself. Should I head out? What was I getting myself into? What
was I thinking? Maybe this had been a truly bad idea. Yet, here I was. Though...maybe
no one was home, maybe I'd just turn around, walk out, get home, and just laugh...



And then the door slowly opened, and I was greeted by someone in a suit, buff and somewhat
intimidating, that simply told me to go in. Had I passed but the threshold that they
immediately shut the door behind me. Tha-thump, tha-thump. My heart was racing, stress
levels reached new highs. Still, I
tried to look cool and in control, and marched on. Inside was a dark and smoky area,
lit by a single dim overhead light, and a round table. On my side was a single chair,
pulled so I could sit. Across the table was a middle-aged man wearing tinted glasses.



"Come in, sit down, sit down. No need to be nervous. Please, also take off your jacket.
Feel free to hand it over to Greg over there.", the man said.



Well, at least the man seemed calmed and friendly. He might succeed in putting me at
ease. I accepted the offer, took us my jacket, handed it to the man still standing behind
me, and took a seat.



"Well, I'm rather pleased to see that you've accepted my offer. Rare are those that are
both curious and ballsy enough to take it upon them to head over here. What more, according
to my associates, you barely hesitated, no time wasted, headed here straight away.", he
stated, immediately going to business.



Well, that was rather...intimidating. I had been...under observation? Who were these
people, and what did they want with me? I...what was I doing?



He clearly saw the panic in my eyes, for when he next addressed me, he was attempting
to soothe my worries.



"Oh, don't worry, nothing sinister at play. It's not like we've been following you for
weeks or anything. Extensively researching you or anything. When we identify a candidate,
we don't waste such time, we simply go ahead and pass on the offer. However, we are always
curious as to how a candidate initially reacts. And that has been relayed to me." he
said matter-of-factly.



"Well, enough foreplay, I'm sure you're curious what all of this is about, right? Well,
let us wait no more and dive into it. But first, a story:




'Long ago, in the long ago era of twenty years past, a young man who simply wanted to
help other had gradually been losing hope in humanity. He kept looking around, yet all
he saw was misery, accompanied by uncaring people. Yet, instead of taking things into
his own hands to try to help others, starting a community or an organization, he wallowed
in this pity.


'Eventually, he opted to travel the world, see whether things were better elsewhere. Yet,
he simply saw more and more of the uncaring nature of humanity, it's disregard for
both others humans and the planet at large. Or maybe he simply saw what he wanted to see.
This made him more and more jaded, blinded him to acts of selflessness that could still
be witnessed if you looked close enough.


'In his misguided quest to help humanity, he sought answers from the past, and eventually
found some ancient legends of mystical powers that could bring about peace and destruction,
depending on how they came to be wielded. He eventually built crew and an expedition was
set into motion. They traveled for a few years before at last finding the desired artifact.
The once young man was now well into his thirties, and desperate for an answer. Ancient
readings covered the temple where it was seen, but the man, too impatient, eagerly ran
ahead to it to observe it first hand. Presumably, there were warnings he should have heeded,
but he was too foolish. Immediately had he laid eyes on this ancient relic which he'd
been so impassioned to find, that he felt emboldened to take action.


'But no sooner had his fingers brushed its surface that a blinding light emanated from it,
along with a deep, resounding noise, both overwhelming his senses. Once the light had
dissipated and the volume attenuated, he realized he was now alone. What more, he didn't
see quite as clearly anymore. Still, it was enough to see the tragedy. Where his partners had
once been, piles of ashes now lain. Turns out, the activation had required a sacrifice.
Yet, it had worked, something had changed. Yet, he still had trials ahead of him. For
starters, he had to find a way back to civilization, now that he was alone. Moreover,
the eyesight degradation did not stop there. A few weeks later, already he'd gone completely
blind.


'Yet, with his quest was now complete, and he was faced with a mixture of accomplishment
and sorrow for his lost crew and friends. He had to admit that, losing sight was a fitting
sacrifice, considering...


'Still, he managed to eventually make it back, and was now able to enact more specific
plans. And gradually, possibly through his own handicap, he'd realized the error of his
way, gradually seen there was still care in this world, cooperation was still alive,
albeit at a smaller scope than he'd wished for.


'But, what was it he acquired through his quest? Well, he wasn't exactly sure himself,
but according to the legends, it was a boon from the Gods. Turns out, this was a mistranslation,
it was actually the ability to grant boons. Unique ones, different for each recipient,
and a reflection of their deepest themselves.


'He discovered this by accident, when one late evening, in the tavern of a small, distant
village, someone had held his hand to help guide him, and he'd felt something special.
He tried to focus deeply, and started to feel something weird, almost a vision, filled with
strange colors. Although he couldn't comprehend it, he kept pushing, and eventually, something
clicked, and it was as if he'd unlocked something.


'Unfortunately, this had turned into a grave mistake, the biggest this person had ever made.
Turns out this woman had a darker side than it seemed. But it did teach the man about
his new power, and that he had to use it carefully.




It should not surprise you to hear that I am the man of this story, and that this power
is why you're here."



"So...what happened to the woman?", I asked, incredulously.



"This, I shall not reveal, as it is a deep regret of mine. Let us instead move the focus
to you.", he said in response.



"Me?"



"Yes, of course. Now that you've heard the story, the obvious question becomes: Would you
be interested in receiving a power from me? Obviously, I can't guarantee what you'll get,
I don't choose the power, nor do you, at least not consciously.", he replied.



"Well....it's a rather tempting offer...but, what must I give in exchange? What's the
cost? It's not like I'm rich or anything...and I'm sure you know it! So, where's the
sacrifice in this Faustian bargain?", I tried to respond coolly, though
I doubt I managed to keep my calm. I was too excited, I might finally get the chance to
become a super hero!



"Well...nothing of the sort. For a while, due to how jaded I'd become, I did consider
simply offering powers to the highest bidder, as a pure source of income, but realized
this would be an awful idea. My goal was to make the world a better place, not a more
chaotic one. I'd already made a huge mistake with my ability to bestow gifts upon others,
might as well not further squander it. No, instead, I simply ask for you hand in helping
us make the world a better place. One of us has a really good feeling about you, and I
trust his judgement. No catch, just try your best, and join us if you can. If not, then
you can walk away, and obviously keep whatever boom you're granted, though I strongly
doubt you would do such a thing. Not after we open your eyes to the current situation.",
was his rebuke. Well, this was making it quite a tempting offer...too real to be true,
honestly. Either there was a catch, or this was some cruel prank played on me, right?



"Sure, but first, let me ask you a few question, if that's ok.", I tried to negotiate.



"Go ahead, I'm a mostly open-book. Some questions might be off-limits, but we won't hold
them against you."



"Ok, let's start with the obvious. What kind of power did you grant yourself?"



"Hahahahahah!", he burst out laughing, incomprehensibly. After a moment, he calmed down a bit,
raise his head and stated: "You didn't expect I would possibly also be able to grant myself
powers, did you? This is it, I'm like a genie, granting others their wishes, but unable
to grant their own wishes. But honestly, I don't mind it. Especially considering how
much I've foolishly sacrificed. I truly don't deserve my own power."



"Ok, then what does your organization do?", I followed up with.



"Ah, yes, of course you'd want to know that. Unfortunately, we can't reveal too much if
we're not sure you'll accept. Just know that we're trying to better the world, and that
I strongly doubt you'd regret joining us.", was all he gave me.



"Well...not much of an answer, but I reckon I'll have to accept it. Well then, last
question: How do we initiate the process, and is there a metaphysical cost. A tradeoff
for the powers? Similar to how you had to lose sight?", I finally asked.



"Haha, well isn't that technically two main questions? But no, no such cost. The sacrifice
was mine and mine alone, and the granting of boons goes without an additional cost. The
only cost becomes the power itself, depending on its nature. And
how do we go about it? Simply place your hands on the table, and I'll take them into my own.
Then close your eyes, relax, and you'll feel a small tingly sensation. That's it, it'll
be over. So now, time for me to ask: Do you want to go through this? Be warned that this
is an irreversible process, and not all powers are as beneficial as you might expect. Still,
I cannot take it away, no matter how much you plead for it. Are you willing to take a
chance, and try to join us, no strings attached?", the ultimatum was laid down.



"I am, let's do this!", I said. I felt like I'd been ready for a day like this for my
whole life. And thus, I laid down my hands on the table, closed my eyes, and waited.



A sudden, cold sensation took me. His hands were much coarser than I would have expected,
I was taken aback by this. Yet, I was ready. Anything for something like this. It had
been my one dream for my entire life. I wanted special powers, I wanted to be special,
I wanted to finally be someone! But I shouldn't have asked myself whether I should have
powers, or what powers I would have wanted. Instead I should have asked myself what
powers I thought best represented me, what powers I was "the most likely to get". And I
would have realized the utter disappointment I might be led to feel.



After feeling a small electric shock in my hands, along with a rushing sensation, I
was told I could open my eyes. I looked down on myself and was horrified to discover what
I had become. There was nothing. Nothing at all. And I don't mean that nothing had happened,
I mean there was no more me. I was now completely invisible.



"Wha, what? What happened to me?", I intoned.



"Sir, the kid just turned invisible.", a voice said from behind.



"Well, well, well, isn't this interesting. That's certainly a first for us. Invisibility.
I can't imagine the kind of life you must have led for this to happen, or at least how
you must have perceived it. I almost pity you, but I'm sure it's made you more resilient
and capable.", he calmly said.



"How could this be? I...why didn't I get something cool like flying, super-strength or
super-speed. Even laser eyes could have been cool! How could you do this to me!!"



"There, there, I already told you, I have no control over this process. I can either
awaken it, or leave it dormant. Those are my only two options."



"But...but...I...I...", and then I started sobbing deeply.



I'd already had a hard enough time being seen and noticed by others, even friends and
family. And now here I was, literally invisible. And worst of all, I had no control over
it! Yup...this was it, this was the end. I
would know utter loneliness. And not like I could go back to my normal life now, even if
I wanted to.



Well, I should have know there was a catch. After such a long time living in the shadow,
passing unnoticed, being forgotten by others, this was the obvious choice, wasn't it?
Going from metaphorically unseen to literally unseen, going from not leaving a mark, to
actually being erased. I should have known better, I should have known to be careful
what I wished for, yet I was possessed with hubris. I thought I deserved better and greater
things, and would get something grandiose and magnificent. But I got what, deep down,
best reflected me. I knew it, I knew why I got it, I knew it made sense, but I didn't
like it, not one bit. Maybe I should have been content with what I had.



Day 19 - Wishful Thinking


This was written December 16th, 2025



What if you could have one chance? One chance to fix one of your largest blunders. Or
one chance to prevent a tragedy. No matter which one it was. What would you do? Would
you change your past trajectory to try and become wealthier? Would you save a life?
Would you go from utilitarian principles and avert a world-class tragedy, such as 911?
It's hard to say what the best answer could really be, morally or otherwise. After all,
we don't have the necessary insights to understand the consequences of such actions.



What are the implications of such a decision 10 years down the line? What about 50 years?
A century down? Hard to say, really. After all, without
some tragedies, some insights and perspective may be lost, offering disastrous long-term
results.



Well, it turns out there is one class of people with insights into such concerns: Genies.
After all, they've been going around granting people wishes for millennia, and they've
been able to see the results, and the impact of those results. Sure, most wishes tend to
play out on the short-term, but that's not always been the case. After all, regrets tend
to be tied with your life decisions, and thus relate back to your childhood. A few decades'
impact is not too uncommon.



But ultimately, this ties back with a Genie's greatest tragedy, let's explore this.
There is an old legend passed around within the Genie communities. After all, while they
go unsummoned, they're not simply dormant in a lamp. Rather, they're interacting with one
another.



So the story goes:




'Long ago, a depressed youth stumbled upon one of us. The Genie in question was none
other than Salam, whom is known to be the most compassionate amongst us. Seeing this
young one, the Genie first announced the classic rules, and offered to proffer him three
wishes.


'But the youth proclaimed "Oh dear Genie, how glad I would be to have stumbled upon thee,
were I to truly need a wish. Alas, I am in no need, and I worry I would simply cause more
grief from such use. You can tell of my misery, but I assure you, it is not from want. I
lead what should be a happy life, all of my material needs are met, and I have people
around me to support me. But alas, I can't help but feel it matter not how much I try,
all I choose turns to grief. My intentions count for little, for all I do turns to pain.
I keep seeing how my actions and words turn people to sadness, and no longer can I bear
it."


'Instantaneously, Salam felt overwhelming attachment to this one. But he could tell he
was taking too much responsibility upon himself, blaming himself for what he had very
little control over. Taking personally any grief that would strike others, believing the
the source of such despair to be their own. Bearing a cross of his own making, burden
that was never his to take, yet without alleviating others'. He was pained at this, yet
knew there was little he could do to help.


'One day, the boy came and exclaimed: "Oh, Genie, I know, I know. I think I know how to
help others. Please, I wish for a steady source of income, such that I may use it to
assist others!".


'And while the Genie knew that material gains could do nothing to lessen the burden, he
could but acquiesce and grant the wish. From then on, the youth decided to use this wealth
to treat his family and friends. He also used the wealth to start a few charities. Yet,
no none of the results were as he hoped.


'Eventually, the youth expressed his dismay: "Oh, Genie, I've been trying so hard on these
charities to try to help others, and yet, no matter what I do, these people still seem
so miserable. It seems like the more I help, the more pain I must witness. I feel like
a drop in the ocean, and people have come to rely on me and stop putting in the effort
themselves. Similarly, the help I began to offer friends and family was once seen as an
unexpected boon, which they appreciated, yet now, is is seen as an expectation. They just
assume they have it, and even want more from it than they once had. I feel I can't
withdraw any of it from them, yet they seem worse off than they used to be."


'Obviously, the Genie knew that part of the issues were that the boy had not surrounded
himself with the right kind of person, and that he had chosen the wrong allies, that
his approach to the charities was far from optimal, simply giving away without helping
the people build themselves back up. Causing dependence without providing growth. Yet,
it was not his place to share.


'One day, the youth came back and expressed: "Oh, Genie, I finally have it. I know the
solution, I know it! It was so simple, I should have known it! I wish I could take away
some of people's pain and take it upon myself!"


'And right away, Salam knew how bad this would be, he knew this would not end well. Yet,
it was not his place to say anything, and he granted the wish as he must. Initially, it
seemed to work, and the youth was strong, for he had already spent his life bearing more
than he should. Yet, he was already too empathic, and sensitive. Therefore, even the smallest
signs of pain on other people's faces would be too much for his to bear.


'And so, one day he finally came back, with a heart much heavier: "Oh Genie, how could
this be. I keep trying to drain the pain away, yet it still accumulates. No matter how
much I take upon myself, they still get unhappy, I still hurt them, annoy them, make their
lives worse. Why, but why must it be so? No matter what I try, the results are constant:
Pain, sorrow and suffering. I can bear it no more. This pain I've now taken is so overwhelming,
and the effect it has upon others so insignificant. It's too much."


'And the Genie understood the youth was doomed to a life of sorrow, caring more about
others' happiness than his own. His heart would get broken over and over again, either
from being used, or simply for misinterpreting the sources of sorrow. His heart was in
the right place, his intentions pure, yet no one had the strength necessary for such an
existence. It pained and saddened Salam, yet, there was nought he could do.


'One day, the youth came, weary as never before, and he expressed his final wish: "Oh,
Genie, it truly his too much. And after much contemplation, I've realized what the true
issue was. The common thread amongst all of those people is me, and no matter what I do,
no matter how I try to improve myself, no matter my intentions, all I cause is grief. I
need to erase myself, yet that's not enough. I've already caused so much pain, and that
also much be taken away. Here is my final wish: I wish I'd never existed".


'At that, Salam was taken aback, never had he expected such a wish. And he was struck with
great sorrow, at having seen such pain grow and accumulate upon his young companion, upon
seeing how it had broken him, and upon seeing how it had pushed him to his limit. Yet,
this was dwarfed by the impact of the wish itself, for the young master, despite his
good intentions, was obviously misguided. No, I'm not just talking about how his
disappearance would not solve anything he hoped to resolve. I'm talking about the what
Salam had to do as a consequence of the wish. See, based on the rules under which Genies
live, the existing timeline must be destroyed in order for the wished upon one to exist.


'Therefore, Salam had to commit genocide and reset this timeline to an earlier period. He
felt the death of each and every being in the world. While a copy of many of them would
persist in the new version, they would not be quite the same, they would lead completely
different lives, and therefore, would be completely different individuals. For all intents
and purposes, they were now dead. As for most people conceived after that point, what humans
call the Butterfly Effect ensure they would never be born. Other people might take their
place, but they would never exist.


'The youth had effectively voided the existence of countless people, forcing Salam to
cause first-hand the greatest tragedy he had encountered so far. And knowing how noble
(yet misguided) he had attempted to be just made it all the worst, for Salam could not
find it in himself to hate him, nor resent him. Instead, he missed him, and saw it as a
personal failure, and it ultimately broke him.




Ultimately, little is known about how this timeline changed from the original, nor how
many further changes might have occurred since. It is said that most of the timeline has
been rewritten through countless other such tragedies, which pushed Genies to the brink.
Ultimately, the Genies, horrified by such tragedies, found ways to become more secluded
and less active, finding loopholes in their whole laws to distance themselves from
humanity and in order to prevent such tragedy.



This would be the reason no one encounters Genies in modern days, nor have they been heard
of since times long gone, instead being creatures found only in myths of old.



Day 20 - Excerpt from The Guide to the Compendium (Formerly known as the Multiverse)


This was written December 17th, 2025



Introduction by S.M. Hamilton:



As is common knowledge nowadays, it is rather ironic how, prior to the reform, they
were still so close to having adequate nomenclature to what they used to label as the
Multiverse, yet it ultimately fell short. Their vision of the Multiverse was, in truth,
both idealistic and limited. The parallels and association with poetry should already
have been clear. Now, let us dive a bit further into our glossary.



First, we note how we've kept the term "Universe", which felt rather adequate. That is
a single and distinct entity, which some also simply call a 'Verse. Now, what about a
collection of Universes? Well, we used to think there was a single collection of universes,
that it was simply all universes together. The term was labelled as the "Multiverse".
But this is a bit too narrow of a terminology. Ultimately, from any Universe, we can
expect one of two potential options. Either this universe is materially isolated, or it
is, in some way, capable of transferring matter to at least one other Universe.
(Yes, we accept that ultimately, this is indistinguishable from both Universes not
intersecting and identical matter spontaneously disappearing in one and appearing in
the other, as first proposed by N.L. Gauss).



For the complete chain of universes that can exchange matter, we label this collection
as a Stanza, a collection of 'Verses directly connected to one-another. Accordingly, from
any Universe, it would be impossible to ever a Universe outside of its own Stanza.
Reminder that testing whether two Universes belong to the same Stanza is an equivalence
relation: It must, by definition, respect reflexivity, symmetry and transition.



However, we do not enforce any of those properties in the actual travel between
universes (except for, vacuously, for reflexivity). Thus, it could be completely
possible for universes S1, S2 in Stanza S to be such that you can go from S1 to S2,
but not from S2 to S1. Similarly, since we only require existence of this property,
it doesn't need to hold for all time, thus potentially breaking transition.
Accordingly, from a single Universe's point of view, a Stanza represents a super-set of
all the Universes that could ever be reached (including through n-Universe-jumps, with n>1).



By definition, no Universe in a Stanza can exchange matter with any universe in another
Stanza (No two Stanzas exchange matter). However, Universes in one Stanza could
still exchange information with a Universe from another Stanza. (The mechanics of which
are not necessarily intuitive, considering the Matter-Energy Equivalency). The closure
of such Stanzas is what we call a Poem, a collection of related Stanzas that share a
similar theme, the same set of information.



Ultimately, from the point of view of a single Universe U, the Poem it belongs to, P(U),
represents a superset of all Universes it could ever get news from, or that could ever
get news about U. The same properties hold for a Poem as for a Stanza and we shall
therefore defer such considerations to the reader.



In the end, any Universe existing outside of one's Poem is one that could never be
interacted with or detected. Accordingly, those are rather uninteresting, and their
existence is irrelevant. We could not distinguish whether such Universes exist or not.
But ultimately, we still have a term for the collection of all Universes (all Stanzas,
all Poems), we call it the Compendium, or sometimes the Poem Compendium. It is what once
was simply referred to as the Multiverse.



Now, these serve as a base for our Nomenclature, but are by no means the only terms we'll
consider. In the first few chapters, we'll discuss some of more useful considerations
than impractical supersets. Still, these terms will be necessary for the upcoming discussions,
and should serve as a good base for any discussion about the Compendium.



For more...



Day 21 - The Terminal

  
This was written December 18th, 2025



All of a sudden, you find yourself in the middle of a terminal. You remember who you
are, yet you don't remember much beyond that. The sensation is reminiscent of waking up
from a dream, any and all traces gradually fading. You have a vague impression of knowing
what it was about, yet you can't quite remember



In front of you, a counter. You look around, and realize you have no luggage with you,
just the clothes on your person. All around you, frenetic people moving about, looking
just as confused as you. An announcement resonates, reminding all the patrons to head for
the counters in an orderly manner.



As you look around, you catch, from the corner of your eyes, light emanating from your
wrist. You look at it and simply notice a few digits. Though it's completely static, doesn't
appear to be a timer or a clock. You ponder upon what this could mean. Maybe your customer
number?



Looking around once again, but observing more closely, you notice everyone around you
also appears to have a number displayed on their wrist, and the value varies greatly
from person to person. Speaking of the others, you start noticing that people all come
from extremely varying background, all ethnicities, old and young, etc... What more, and
seems like not everyone _feels_ human to you. You don't know what it is, but some of them
give you an impression of an...animalistic vibe. Actually, if you peer at them, that
sensation seems even clearer, and you can even identify what animal. How odd, and you
have no explanation for it.



Regardless, you eventually make your way to the back of the line and wait. You're a bit
nervous, but can't quite explain it. There is restlessness all around. But surprisingly
enough, you don't have to consider this for long, already you're at the front of the
line, and it's your turn to be served.



The person behind the counter, and they seem to exude a special, angelic aura, greets you
and finally explains what's happening to you. You are at the Nexus, a point between life
and death. You've died recently and thus ended your previous life. Now, it's time to book
your next expedition. You must choose from the list of different available reincarnations,
each with a cost to it. You pay for it with the credits you've accumulated through your
previous lives, based on how you've lived them, and which are currently displayed on your
wrist. Well, that would explain it. Amongst the options, there's also a special destination
that is much more expensive than the rest, and seems like a final destination. Something
inside of you stirs at this sight, making you crave for it, yet you have nowhere near
enough money to book it.



While you're pondering upon this, you're tempted to ask what would happen if you ran out
of credits, but at the thought of it alone you shudder. You seem to innately know, and
feel like asking would be pointless. As you're browsing through the option, you keep
finding yourself attracted to a specific option. It's within your budget, and you'd have
leftover credits, so you simply trust yourself and go for it. From this point on,
everything goes rather quickly. You go through some checkpoints, where people take different
sorts of measurements and the likes. At last, you arrive at the gate, where you're left
waiting, albeit not on your own.



It seems like a few other people are headed for the same destination. You can't help it,
you're simultaneously anxious and excited. Another chance ahead, still full of potential.
If you play your cards right, you might also significantly increase your credits. You
feel like you learned a lot from your previous incarnation, and that should be helpful
to you, moving forward. But hard to say, after all, it's not like you have active memories
of it.



At last, your gate is boarding. They're boarding you by number, so you patiently wait for
your own. When it comes at last, you approach the gate, your heartbeat acceleration. You
feel ready and excited, each journey is always so unique, and this could be a great one.
Finally, you cross the gate, and your vision is overwhelmed, everything turning to white,
until...



Day 22 - Sleepless (Poem)


This was written December 19th, 2025



There once was a man,

Had come up with a plan,

Everyday would once write,

This all seemed oh so right.



Yet here he was on this trip,

Slept he but had, not a bit,

Could he really, this complete,

Before energy did deplete?



Well that he tried,

With his brain fried,

And this ballad,

Is all he had.



Due to circumstances, I had limited time, and in order to keep up with the habit, I spent roughly 5 minutes on this one. Ironically,
I'm not unhappy with the results of this bit of meta writing.



Day 23 - First Impression (Poem)


This was written December 20th, 2025



If a sense, never had before,

Suddenly, awakened so for,

A brief instant's exposure,

To choose optimal pleasure,

Would you plead for subtle or,

With boldness shake to the core.



First vision for the blind,

Retina should I bind,

Point to the sky's pure azure,

Or instead show dusk's treasure,

Aurora Borealis,

Or perhaps Fireworks bliss.



Yet let's not forget the deaf,

What should we think is their pref?

Poems on them would be lost,

Spoken language at a cost,

Heart beat, bird's chirp or music,

Yet there's Thunder, intrinsic.



What of one's first aroma,

Maybe tomato roma,

Flower subtle yet pleasant,

Could be the perfect first scent,

Lest we forget shock and mark,

Left by a number 2's bark.



What of a taste this mistress that,

Many of us does make fat.

Sweet or sour to address?

Opt for Indian boldness?

Maybe Japan's subtlety?

Or could simply choose great tea.



Touch a bit more subtle yet,

Some of you lewd thoughts have met,

Others silk and cashmere think,

Perfect candidates to ink.

Yet to me simplicity,

Snow's soft and cold it would be.



Let me add oh just one more,

Listen oh please I implore,

Gravity we also sense,

And this one could be so tense,

Free-fall could be a wild dance,

Yet it might be too intense.



Day 24 - On Life's Chaos (Blog Post)

  
This was written December 21th, 2025



Chaos, quite a fascinating theory. Basically, it reflects complex
systems where vary small changes in the initial conditions can lead
to significant differences in the long-run. The classic simplification
of this phenomenon is the Butterfly Effect, which I need not explain.



Accordingly, our lives out to be a series of decisions with cascading effects,
causing further and further discrepancies with each step. At least, if we assume
that compounding changes are additive instead of destructive.



Regardless, despite this, most people when thinking back on choices they've made
and how their lives could be different now, tend to picture a very similar life,
albeit with the outcome of that one decision changed.



For example, someone who wishes they'd learned a language during their youth would
imagine that their current life would now be basically the same, except that they'd
now be more fluent in said tongue.



Yet, that omits the obvious changes this could have lead to:



	What about the new people met through these extra classes?

	What about the new opportunity that might have arisen?

	What about other completely different interests that could have sprouted?

	And what about what was done with the time not spent acquiring this language?






Obviously, many, many elements would be changed, most of which fairly unpredictable.
Yet, it is my opinion that there are different degrees to the potential chaos of life.



While it is clear that the butterfly effect could lead to a drastically different world,
probabilistically speaking, I expect many things would remain unchanged. Accordingly, I
expect that there are different vectors to consider when it comes to how chaotic a life
could truly have been:



	Influence

	Big Sweeping Changes

	Providence






The first one is fairly straightforward to understand and explain. Let us, for example,
imagine a world leader. Any of their geopolitical decisions could lead to vastly different
worlds, and in turn, their own lives would be vastly different as a consequence.



And Influence can have a second or third degree to. Someone who interacts daily with an
influential person has better odds to cause an impact on said-person, in turn causing
drastic shifts.



Ok, now that we've dealt with Influence, how about the other axes, starting with Big
Sweeping Changes (And clearly, a better name is required). What do I mean by that?
Well, let us take my life as an example. Well, I left home to go to a college in a
completely different city. I've also changed my program. I've also moved to live in the
US for some startups. And then I moved to Taiwan.



Well...changing any of those factors would completely restructure my life, including
the sort of social circles I have, where I live, what I do for a living. And many of those
choices were impacted by the prior ones.



My choice of destination in the US: Partially because of someone I knew in University
from that city.



My choice of moving to Asia: Because of the various friends I've made in University
that introduced me to Asia and "Chinese culture".



Change anything upstream, and the downstream is likely to be mostly unrecognizable.
Meanwhile, for people living in the same small town for their entire life, such drastic
changes are much less likely to occur. For example: their social circles are likely to
not be influenced much by big decisions.



Finally, Providence, how does that have an impact on the chaos of life? Well, in modern
life, especially after the rise of the internet, a lot of things are left to chance.



What job you get? Maybe it's based on a specific posting found online, which only happened
because of when and where you searched.



The friends you have? Maybe you've met them through online apps. Or maybe even just a
class you had in common, where it was pure chance that you both took it at the same time,
in the same place, and landed on the same teacher.
Your partner? Quite likely found on a dating app.



I think such examples should be sufficient to understand the role this might have on the
chaos of life.



And obviously, such things can compound. Having a different life partner can completely
re-route how you would live you life. Landing on a different job would mean a completely
different group of people you'd interact with, and might lead you to move to a completely
different place. And who knows, you might end up meeting someone influential.



All to say, while each life can be rather chaotic, and we tend to underplay how much a
change in a single decision could have rerouted our lives, it also seems like not every
life is equally chaotic. The way you lead your own life could strongly impact how chaotic
it is.



Is any of this important, or even meaningful? No, not exactly. However, I think it's still
worth appreciating how different one's life could be, and that even if you regret some
decisions from a by-gone era...it might be worthwhile to remember that some of the good
things in your current life might be owned to those mistakes.



Similarly, while I do believe that not every life is equally chaotic, and that mine is
particularly so (Along the latter two axes...I clearly am not that influential), I don't
believe there's a right or wrong answer. They each have their pros and cons. A chaotic
life is, by definition, wildly unpredictable. This means much less stability, and while
it might seem more exciting, it clearly also comes at extra risks.



Closing thoughts? Yeah, I think it could be worth thinking back over your life and seeing
what decisions you've made that had the highest impact on your life, and how chaotic you'd
evaluate your life to be. And then, maybe consider whether you're happy with the conclusion
you come to, and if not, what you could do about it.



Best to you all, and stay curious!



Day 25 - Possessing Skills

  
This was written December 22th, 2025



Demons for hire. Millennia of experience.



You've been wanting to learn a new skill?



Wait no more, with our patented possession-based teaching, you'll get to learn a new
skill in no time!



Been wanting to learn a new instrument, but struggling with getting used to the fingering?
We've got the perfect solution: We'll teach you not by showing you how to, and telling
you what to change, so that perchance you get the right understanding.
No, instead we'll be teaching your body. As we partner along and show you how to do the
right movements, you'll get an intrinsic feeling of how your body should move!



Think that's where it ends? That's where you're wrong! We can also help you with sports,
art and even languages! Can't quite get the hang of this one tennis swing, or how to
position your body for this one stroke while swimming? Or even the breathing rhythms?
We won't show you, we'll give you the full experience, building your intuition through
actually feeling it! Feeling self-conscious about your accent? Give us control of your
tongue, and you'll get it under control!



Worried about our experience? We have legions, each having experienced possession of some
of the greatest minds, artists and athletes! Want to become proficient at drawing, sketching
and painting? One amongst our crew has acquired those skills from Leonardo Da Vinci! But
it does come at a cost!



Worried about a Faustian Bargain? No need to worry about it, the first session is free,
and if you're happy with the results, THEN you can commit! Each subsequent session will
simply cost access to your body. For each hour of tutoring, we request two extra hours
of your body.



Worried about us committing atrocities? Why would we, we're contract-bound to the duration,
and are looking for repeat-customers! We have no interest in ruining your life!



Still unconvinced? We also have ancestral knowledge! Always been curious about properly
learning a dead language? We might have it! Wanted inspiration to write a book? We might
have just the knowledge you're waiting for!



Wait no more and apply today for you free trial. In order to do so, simply summon us
by drawing the following pentagram on the ground, painting over it with your own blood
according to the instructions, and chanting the chant attached below.



Once summoned, our next available agent will crawl their way up to you. Don't hesitate
and summon us NOW!



Day 26 - Creative Bankruptcy


This was written December 23th, 2025



Here he was, the author, staring at his blank canvas. He was hoping ideas would
just flow out of him, straight onto the page (or screen really), yet nothing would
come out.



No matter how much he thought, no matter how much he tried to get inspiration, nothing
came of it. Maybe it was the worry about people's expectations, maybe it was choice
paralysis, or maybe he just wasn't inspired at all. Yet it's probably the former, since
whenever an idea popped into his head, he found excuses to discard it. Instead of trying
to find a nugget of gold within the idea, he simply saw the flaws associated with it.
He wanted, alas, pure perfection.



Usually, his creative bankruptcy didn't last long, a few days at most really, and he could
use that time to handle other duties, like editing other texts or parts, which didn't
rely nearly as much on creativity. Yet, with the looming deadline, he simply couldn't
find it in him. Whenever he started reading, all he thought about was how little time
there was left, how he simply _had_ to complete this.



Yes, expectations lead to anxiety, which in turn can lead to inaction, paralysis. But no
time for such concerns, he _needed_ results. He felt desperate. And at last, he gave up
to temptation, and opted to use the forbidden tool: AI.



He was really worried about its impact, and the morally grey area surrounding it, yet
he felt he had no other choice. So at last, he complied.



He was greeted with a simple page, a simple text input he would have to use. This one
time, he opted to only use it for basic creative ideas. He stated some of the parameters
for his story, what was happening, and what he wanted solved. And then, a brief torrent
of ideas came out. And most of those ideas felt really good and wonderful, such a big
dopamine hit, he could barely choose which one was the most compelling to him.



Eventually, he chose one, and moved on with his story. Oh how pleased he was, having
finally found the right tool for himself to get out of the drought of ideas. This would
be revolutionary for him! And so he went back in front of his blank page, and managed
to fill it within a session, inspiration having been renewed.



Yet, it didn't end there, oh no. The slippery slope might be a fallacious concept, yet
that doesn't mean it never does apply. So, how did this progress? Well, with such great
results, and the initial barrier having been breached, it became rather hard to resist it
the next time he was confronted with a writer's block.



And at first, that's all he did, more and more frequently would it head back for the
language model to request new ideas. But gradually, he started to interact with the AI
to ask which ideas made the most sense, what would be best, and how to best utilize them.
Ah, one more thing he wouldn't have to worry about, he could explore these ideas to the
fullest before even getting started with the writing.



And yes, it did make him more efficient, he pumped out stories faster than ever. Yet,
he also became more and more dependent to this tool. The second he would stress out over
his writing, he would immediately turn back to it. What once was an unblocker had now
become a necessity.



And yet, that's not where it stopped. For why stop it at the ideas themselves? Eventually,
he started worrying about the phrasing itself, and the flow of his paragraphs, and simply
had to see if this new tool could help him. And it sure did!



Yet, it did come at a cost. Eventually, he decided to look back at his previous stories,
and realized that while he remembered most of his original stories written prior to his
use of Generative AI, he barely remembered what he'd written since. What's more, when
rereading some of those stories, not only could he not really remember where it came
from, he also felt no sense of ownership. This felt devoid of his own contributions, of
his own voice. And well, this was also reflected by the critics, that complained he'd
lost his voice, that his stories had lost their magic. He finally realized that some of
the imperfections in his stories were what made their charm.



So...what happened in the end? Did the author simply realize that using AI served as a
crutch, simply caused even more creative bankruptcy, abandoned it and things went back
to how they were before? Well, of course not. Having used such a tool, its allure was
often too hard to resist, and even if he did, he'd gotten so dependent on it that
creativity didn't flow nearly as well as it used to.



Yet, it's not all gloom and doom. Eventually, the author went back to reading his older
stories, seeing what worked well with them and why he liked them. He went back to writing
short stories just for the hell of it, and trying to explore ideas, without any aiming
for publication. As with anything else, creativity can be considered a muscle, one you
need to exercise. And thus, he gradually rebuilt it over time. Yet, the Siren Song of
AI remained in the back of his mind, and like with any addiction, from time to time he
would fall back into it, and have to restart the process of growth from the beginning.



Yet, he still managed to once more find joy through the creative process itself, instead
of purely worrying about the end-result and the expectation.



Day 27 - Unicorn Evolution


This was written December 24th, 2025



Evolution sometimes works in unexpected ways. Let us look at the unicorn for instance.
In modern days, we simply consider them as an upgraded version of the horse, don't we?
One which is associated with magic, along with a lovely and powerful horn on its forehead.



But, what if I told you it was actually the other way around? That horses are descended
from unicorns and are actually a byproduct of evolution: A genetic accident that has led
to better survival odds. But, with all the additional power we attribute to the unicorn,
how could that possibly be?



Well, in a long ago time, back when magic was more common, unicorns were one of the
principal sources of magic. You see, unicorns were one of the primordial Wizards, exhibiting
natural magical powers, and channeling it through their wand. What wand? Why, this should
be obvious, the one protruding from their forehead, silly.



Once upon a time, magical creatures in perfect harmony with human proto-wizards, the
early humans who were getting exposed to magic. They wouldn't themselves be able to wield
any magic, but they partnered with unicorns, each helping one another with different tasks,
and going on missions together. It is even said that a unicorn and their partner could
communicate telepathically, although this might only be legend.



So, what eventually happened? Well, you've probably heard long ago how unicorns are
weary of humans and only accept the presence of the "pure" virgin? Well, that's only
partially true, a distortion by humans based on their own religions. It should really
be seen as the pure-hearted, as opposed to the virgin. But why? I hear you ask. Well...



At some point, a group of enterprising humans wondered whether there was a way to themselves
access magic. Eventually, one of the was struck with an idea: What if they harvested it
from unicorns? At first, they opted for more "ethical" methods, since humans and unicorns
did live in harmony. Accordingly, they waited for a unicorn to die naturally and then went
on with their plans, claiming they wanted to avoid the unicorn's magical power to be "wasted".



Believing ancient myths, they thought a unicorn's magic was found in their
heart. Thusly, the unicorn still being freshly dead, they carved out the heart, and one
of them consumed it whole, before carving out the horn to use to channel the magic. Turns
out, it worked flawlessly, and so did we get our first human Wizard. But obviously, it
did not end there, now the box was open, and there was no going back. Others also wanted
to get powers for themselves.



At first, they kept only going after unicorns that were dying either naturally or from
normal battles, until the demand grew much higher than the supply. At this point, they
had to find new means of fueling the supply. And thus, the hunt was on.



People started acting like savages, capturing unicorns, carving them, consuming their
still beating hearts because of their own myths, and ripping out the wand. Yet, this was
a hassle, and wouldn't lend itself to a great economy. After all, you had to be present
in order to consume the heart.



Eventually, people experimented further, trying to create potions or powders from the heart,
and all of those worked. It was silly of them to not realize sooner that consuming the
heart was completely useless; had someone tried to use another Wizard's wand, they would
have realized they were able to handle it. Then again, it might also have been propaganda
to keep the Wizards as part of the Elite. Ah, but once this realization came about, the
flood gates were open, and the hunt reached new levels.



Human savagery and brutality can never be underestimated. I'm guessing you've heard of
what some fisherman do to sharks, right? Due to the popularity of Shark Fin Soup, a lot
of fisherman have been known to just carve out the fin of the shark and then releasing
them back into the water, to die a rather cruel death. "After all, only the fin would
fetch a high price, why waste time and space with the entire carcass?" would be their
reasoning. Well, in a similar way, unicorns were being chased by humans, and their horns
would be ripped off their own heads, leaving them powerless and vulnerable.



Accordingly, unicorns became much more selective of which people they would associate
with: Unless they could confirm the person's heart was pure, and thus would cause them
no danger, they would flee. Still, they were still being hunted, with their number
dwindling.



Luckily, nature found a way. By pure accident, a new breed was born, the horse. New genes
were introduced, which wouldn't trigger the growth of a magical horn. Gradually, since
this gene protected the new breed from unicorns' new predator, human, this gene propagated
more and more, and thus horses became the dominant species, with unicorn gradually becoming
extinct.



What are you thoughts on this whole tale, tragic right? Do you wish we'd been more careful
and been more in harmony with unicorns, to hopefully keep magic around? How foolish of
you! And it wouldn't be surprising you're only thinking this because of how special
unicorns are seen in modern culture. But this kind of tragedy, or extermination, and pure
atrocity is nothing special in the entirety of human history. This was neither the first
nor the last such tragedy. Such things are still happening to this day, and we're just
letting them happen. Why? Convenience, there's an apparent gain to it, albeit short-term,
and unsustainable.



Although, to come back to unicorns. They're not exactly completely gone, the necessary
genes are still present in some of the modern specimens. Did that relieve you? Make you
believe that you might one day encounter one? Live a magical experience? Foolishness once
more! Those genes are themselves already rare, and require the correct combination. Why
do you think we haven't seen any unicorn in who-knows-how-long? A naturally occurring
unicorn, at this point, is extremely unlikely. Although an artificially created one might
still be in the cards.



And if you think that's all the magic that's existed in the world, that would be a silly
thought. Though just like with unicorns, a lot of those were hunted out of existence
by human foolishness. Alas, seems like we can't have nice things...



Day 28 - A.I. (Analogue Intelligence)

  
This was written December 25th, 2025



"Hey, could you pass the salad please?"

"Sure, here you go. By the way, did you hear about the big news? Was completely wild and
unexpected!"

"News? You referring to the new AI update?"

"Oh, so you really haven't heard a thing? I guess you could say it's related. But nope,
it was a completely unexpected discovery. There was a whistleblower at one of those
'AI Data Centers' and they leaked some pictures. It was wild!"

"Wait...what exactly happened? Those should just be a bunch of rooms with servers and
whatnot. What would be so wild about it?"

"Welp, seems like this whole investment in computer parts and electricity was mostly just
a front. Look at it yourself!"

"Holy shit, I think I'm going to be sick! Are those...brains?"

"Yup, just a bunch of brains in jars, all connected to some machines."

"You sure this isn't just AI generated? At this point, it could easily be."

"Well, that's the thing, people aren't quite sure. There's a big camp that claims it's
a hoax, that nothing like that could happen. Yet, there's another big camp that claims
it only makes sense. With how fast all that progress was, why not? This could explain
why it's so good and seemed to come out of no-where."

"Well...I guess the 'hallucinations' could be explained like that. When you visualize
things in your mind, you do get easily distracted, and context isn't quite permanent. But
still, how could they even get the permission to start such inhumane trials...or even
cover it up?"

"Well, the governments are allegedly all behind it, in an escalating war."

"Ok...so...letting go of the cover up for a second...how would they even manage to do
that? Come on, if they had such high-tech brain interfaces, why wouldn't they just make
them available to the public? That's revolutionary technology that could sell for billions!"

"Sure, but look at it, it looks to still be at an extremely invasive stage. Do you really
think that anyone in their right mind would want to be subjected to this?"

"Ok, fair enough. Still, this is barbarian!"

"Hey, hey, you don't have to tell me twice. I ain't defending this! I also think it's
awful. Just passing along the news."

"Sorry, sorry, was getting carried away there. My bad."

"No worries."

"...So...if that's the case, why is the technology seemingly improving and evolving?"

"People have two theories on this, probably working in conjunction. First, look at the
brain. These are all still fairly young. It's supposed that those were infant brains,
still fairly clean of any sort of memories or learning. They've simply been hooking them
up and training them directly. As the brain grows and matures, it's also learning and
improving simultaneously. And obviously, it doesn't actually need any normal biases you
would get from normal experiences."

"Ok, sure, it's just learning to interpret all those signals on the fly and learn from that.
They're just learning, like normal. Then, what's the other factor?"

"Well, one would think that they're just improving the interface itself, right? But
apparently, there doesn't seem to be multiple generations of the device. What's actually
happening is that all those brains have been connected together, and they've found ways to be more
and more efficient with the parallelization and concurrency. In sum, those brains are
all working together and forming a new network that's like a 'mega-brain', where the whole
is greater than the sum of its parts."

"Ah, right...wait...does that mean that they're in a race to harvest more and more brains
for this monstrosity? I'm guessing that there are also diminishing returns?"

"Yup, that's what's being alleged. Apparently, the fall-off is thought to be logarithmic,
which roughly means you need to double the number of brains each time to get similar
gains. To supply this exponential demand, there's apparently a 'baby farm'. And I doubt I
need to explain this, you probably get the picture."

"Why...why not some animal brain instead?"

"Apparently, it's because human brains are better equipped to compute the sort of things
humans are interested in."

"Great, so now we have a horrifying farm of human brains, powered by a baby farm, which
mostly pumps out random soulless meme-fiable content for the masses to mindlessly consume?"

"Yup, pretty much, that's progress for you!"



Day 29 - Mutable

  
This was written December 26th, 2025



There he was, following his daily routine, marching onward, newspaper in hand, headed
for the park bench. Once seated, he couldn't help but to look up at the giant stone
clock afixed on top of the monument. 8:15 it showed. He then peered down at his own watch,
which, without mistake, also showed 8:15.

Just then, another man approached him to converse.

"Good morning K, lovely weather we have, isn't it? I see you're still looking at The
Clock in guarded amazement. How silly. Look at it with pride! It shows how we've crushed any and
all limit! I still can't believe how you keep being so skeptical!", he started.

"What do you mean, skeptical? And how do you expect me not to be awed and scared of such
an achievement, brother P?", K replied.

"You're not sure what I mean by skeptical? Seriously? Look at yourself! Still carrying
an actual watch instead of trusting this grandiose reality!", P exclaimed.

"What do you expect. This just messes with my brain! Knowing how it works, how could I
not be wary and skeptical?"

"And there you are, still holding on to the old traditions and using an old fashioned
newspaper! Why would you do that? Just be a pragmatic and use some Mutable Ware instead!"

"Mutable Wear? Oh please, enough of it is already invading my life whether I want it or
not. And how could I ever trust it, or myself. Let alone keep track of things, of causality?"

"But don't you get it?", P retorted, "That IS the beauty of it! Causality? It's completely
meaningless now!"

"Oh please, at least just let me read this first article and have my cup of coffee before
getting into it.", K at last answered, sighing.

He then unfolded his newspaper before looking up at the giant stone clock. 8:24 it showed,
as always. He looked down at his watch, 8:24 as always. So unsettling.

"What page are you on? Check out p.5, that's an interesting one!", P suggested.

"Not this again, please, it got old really fast."

Still, P closed his eyes and started to recite: "Last night, astronomers found a new
    unidentified object headed right for Earth. A Retroactive Committee to be created to
    tackle this before it becomes problematic. Expected cost should..."

"Yes, yes, well done, word for word, congratulations. You not only spoiled this moment
to relax and take it in, but you'll also spoil my memories of this."

"Spoil your memories? What do you even mean, K?", P asked, actually confused.

"You Mutable Wear users...you never think about the consequences of such inconsistencies,
do you?"

"What consequences could you be talking about?"

"Well, you're reading this, right now, and this matches one-to-one. So far so good?"

"Oh! You mean what happens after the next update?"

"Obviously! How annoying and confusing do you expect it to me when tomorrow, I try to
remember today, where I have confusing memories, where what you read, and what I saw
are completely different, yet I remember us discussing how they matched one-to-one? I
understand it rationally, but my sanity still takes a hit!", K exclaimed, frustrated, "It's
just so frustrating to recall!"

"Then don't! Stop worrying about these things, why are you so against modernity and its
pragmatism? Why do you hold on to the past? Let it be wiped away, removed altogether. Who
cares, the present is what matters, and Mutable Wear is so practical!"

"Sure, but then, what if I'm wanting to keep track of history, of what happened to me, of
how I became who I am? What if I when to understand the why and when? What if I want to
be able to correctly understand why I did things? And what if I don't trust how the
information gets edited?"

"Then you might just be a fossil from the past.", P laughed, "What better convenience is
there than to be able to close your eyes, picture this big clock, and know that right now
it's 8:40."

"Because it's unnatural! Closing my eyes and remembering that this clock has always been
displaying 8:41! Yet it perfectly aligning with the now? That's madness, it feels wrong!"

"Unnatural? Nature sucks! That's what's great about humans, managing to do the unthinkable,
continuously defying the natural order of things! Ingenuity, and mastery over reality!
And this is our latest and most grandiose of stops, mastery over time!"

"Yet, how perfect is it? It continuously messes with my head. I remember knowing I did
things in the afternoon....but at 8:42. Yet that makes no sense! It was probably 3 or 4
instead, yet I remember it as being 8:42!"

"Just small insignificant details. You get used to it and stop worrying about it. Just
like with any technologies, you either adapt and get used to it, or it passes you by, and
you get eaten alive by those who do adapt."

"Well, we'll see about it I guess. I think there are disadvantages to all information
continuously and automatically being wiped out of my own memories, and I'm just not quite
ready for it. Happy to hear you are though.", K sarcastically responded.

"We'll see about it indeed. Still, you can't argue that it's not wonderful and grandiose,
and doesn't come with plenty of advantages! Do you think we'd actually stand a chance
against this object if it weren't for such technology?"

"Fair, but most modern technology tends to serve as a double-edged sword. Great benefits
accompanied with severe dangers."

"And that's exactly why it's under the exclusive use of the government. Think the average
person would be responsible enough to use this? We sure didn't allow the average person
to use nuclear weapons back in the old days."

"Of course you'd go for the extreme. I'm also talking about every-day use of technology,
and how it molds us!"

"Well...it's already out of Pandora's box, no way to put it back in, might as well adapt
and make the best of it!"

"Don't you think it's weird though? How instead of thinking about the impact of new
discoveries on us, how it might affect our health, our sanity, our society, we instead
jump on the bandwagon, accept the convenience, close our eyes and just tell ourselves:
'Well, nothing harmful has been found yet, so it should be fine.'? Instead of, you know,
thoroughly testing things and their long-term impact first? That's what's happened with
lead, tobacco, plastics, radioactive materials, PFOA, early fuels, etc... We think about
the convenience, and potential consequences be damned!"

"Come over here, everyone! We've got a doomsayer! Careful, he might be contagious! Please,
don't be so serious and silly. It's probably fine."

"That's exactly the attitude I just described! Are you serious? You aggravate me so much!
It's messing with my brain, the thing I use to think, to be myself, to function!"

"Then, maybe your brain is just dysfunctional and you'll be a casualty of Darwin! Anyway,
looks like it's 8:50, I'd better head out if I don't want to be late. Lighten up a bit,
and I'll see you at the party tomorrow.", P exclaimed before walking away.

K sat back down, was about to open his newspaper back to look at today's news, but instead
put it back under his arm, sighed, got up. He closed his eyes, seemingly remembering
something.

"Mastery over time, huh? We do adapt to almost everything, maybe I should look at
the positives instead", K finally admitted, before leaving.



Day 30 - ShortTaught™

  
This was written December 27th, 2025



Ah, learning skills, what a chore that can be, right? If only we could just magically
learn a new craft, get over the boring part. Let's just cut right through the tribulations
and challenges, and just be naturally gifted at it! Well, that's exactly what Arthur
wishes for. Let us see how it affected him as he enters...the Area of Dusk.



As Arthur was sitting patiently in his study, pondering upon what he might do today, a
noise suddenly resonated through his home.

DING-DONG!

"Ooohhh, has the package arrived at last! Great, great, great!"

Thereafter, he ran down the steps to the front-door of his home. As expected, his package
had arrived. He could wait no longer and opened the package. There was a simple blue box,
with the logo of the company, MiRage. Inside this box, he found simple enough looking
device, a small headset with a wire.

"Hmmm, where are the instructions? Ah, there they are. Simply connect the device to your
computer, install our software and either upload one of the default skills or download
one of the premium skills from the internet. Simple enough, let's get to it!"

Without any hesitation, he headed back to his office, put the device on his head, connected
it and then checked out his options after accepting the Terms and Conditions.



"Ok, what should I get started with, what options do I have? Ok, let's go for riding a
bike, I definitely procrastinated on this one way too much."

Thereupon he clicked the upload button. A transfer bar appeared, and he waited while
the process was going through. A simple message appeared: 'Please, do not disconnect
the device during transfer!'.

He waited, but didn't feel anything particularly remarkable. It didn't feel like anything
special was happening, which was almost disappointing. He'd expected to see a lot of images
flashing through his brain or something, but nothing of the sort. It was a bit boring actually.
Still, within minutes the process was completed. And he was starting to suspect this
might have been a scam, considering he didn't feel like anything had changed.

Immediately upon completion, he had to confirm whether he'd been scammed. He headed out
and found an unlocked bike around and immediately got on it and tried ride it. And what
do you know, he immediately was off, no issues, as if he'd done it his entire life,
despite this being his first time.

"Woohoo!", he exclaimed, "This is awesome!".

And then, a car honked at him, to get out of the way. "Fuck!".



He then headed back home to see the other "courses" available on his ShortTaught™.
He obviously opted to install the whole suite of skills available, including some things
he was already familiar with, but he figured it couldn't hurt. The whole process took
maybe an hour, but he got to learn a few different things such as swimming, meditation,
and basic painting.

"Finally, I'll be able to paint! Creative work, here I come!"

And obviously, he couldn't wait to try his hand at it, so he immediately ordered everything
he figured he needed, same-day delivery. Isn't the modern world convenient?

When at last it arrived, he prepared and set everything up, and got ready to paint. Yet,
here was the rub, he didn't have any inspiration. Still, he wanted to test out his new-found
skills. And so, he went for the classic fruit bowl. The results were unexpectedly good,
albeit rather messy. By the end of it, there was paint all around. Still, he was thoroughly
impressed, and opted to look for more such skills.



Over the next few days, he started browsing through more and more of the premium skills,
and buying a bunch related to art: Drawing, Color Composition, Calligraphy, etc...
His dream had always been to draw his own Manga, and so as soon as he'd managed to
transfer all the necessary skills, and obtained the remaining material he needed, he got
to work, and tried to draw his first panel. He didn't have much inspiration, yet still
went for it. Eventually, after a week of assiduous work, he had a first chapter ready.

He was actually very excited, and decided to present it to one of his friends.

"Oh my God, look what I've managed to write! Can you believe it? This ShortTaught™ is a
God sent! It allowed a nobody like me to write my first manga so easily!"


"Hmm, hmm hmm, hnnnn, huh!", his friend uttered while browsing through the manga.
"Well, the images definitely are quite good and impressive...but...it feels so uninspired!
The story is bland, and the images have no style of there own. And let's not even talk
about the composition! Visually, it looks almost to be industry-level...but there's no
uniqueness, no voice, it's just...corporate?"

"Hmphh, clearly you're just jealous!", said Arthur, before leaving in a huff.

A few weeks later, he could be seen in at his desk, the room littered with crumpled sheets,
a bunch of sketches he'd discarded.

"He was right, it's all shit. It's impressive, but no one would actually want to read
this! It's just so uninspired! I'm done, I give up on creative work. It's too much work!"



Eventually, he opted for a more straightforward path: languages. Why
not try to understand as many people as he could? And so he opted for a combination of
challenging and popular, Mandarin. Equipped with this new skill, he decided to go travel
through China for a bit. Ah, the convenience of speaking the language, with none of the
effort. And yet, there was a rub. Knowing a language and understanding culture and customs
are quite distinct things. Confusion was still all abound, and it frustrated him to
no-end.

"Wasn't this supposed to be a miracle solution? Why can't I just perfectly understand
idioms? And what's with those weird dishes with names that I can understand, yet make
no sense whatsoever? Ugh, this still requires so much work, that's not what I was
promised!"

And thus, Arthur once more gave up and opted to move on to something different.



"Ok, I've tried something creative, and it failed because I learned the skills, but didn't
get the inspiration. I tired language, but it failed because of the cultural barrier. What's
left? Maybe I should go for something purely practical. There we go, electrical engineering,
that sounds perfect!"

And thus, he uploaded electrical engineering knowledge to his brain. And opted to repair
a few items around his house. It all worked great, finally, and he was happy. But then,
he got curious for special projects. He'd heard there were amazing things you could do
with a microwave's transformer, and opted to disassemble it. Alas, despite his newly
acquired knowledge, or maybe because of the false sense of confidence it gave him, he
did not take into that the capacitor kept its charge after being unplugged, and thus
ends Arthur's tale.



Arthur's tale is one of intellectual greed and misguided want for convenience. Not taking
his time, he missed out on one of the most beautiful part of learning, through seeing the
world around you gradually change as you get a different perspective on the world around
you. He also missed finding his own voice, through sheer impatience. And most important
of all, he missed out on the most important teacher, experience, which dictates how
best to use knowledge and skills.

Don't forget that convenience comes at a cost, and be wary what you wish for in...the
Area of Dusk.



Day 31 - Humanity

  
This was written December 28th, 2025



This is a record of our long lost past, an echo to the memory of Humanity, to be hopefully
preserved and discovered by future explorers, to serve as a warning.



An ancient myth, that of Prometheus, tells us how the Gods gifted us fire, and how this
was the genesis of human ingenuity, of gradually become masters over our world. Alas,
we kept playing with fire, until we dealt with technology we didn't understand, unwaveringly
pushing forward, not yielding to caution. In this way, many a Pandora's box were
opened (another ancient myth, where curiosity led a human to open a box containing all
of the world's evil and releasing them upon the world, only leaving Hope behind).



Nuclear Power was the first notable of the bunch, but they were quickly followed up by
a few others, notable amongst them being Genetic Engineering and Artificial Intelligence.
And despite great thinkers prophesying its dangers, humanity still plowed ahead with the
latter, completely undaunted. After all, if great convenience could be achieved, why be
wary of such great advancements? Yet, unlike most preceding leaps, we neither fully
understood its potential, nor had any way of controlling or steering it.



Thus, as it got progressively more complex and capable, a group of humans started to
worry about the place humanity could hold in such a world. Accordingly, they decided to
investigate in what way humans could be made to compete with this potential new Overlord.
A few avenues were considered, chief amongst them:



  	Cybernetic Enhancements

  	The aforementioned Genetic Engineering

  	Creating a Hive Mind






While some people did investigate the former, most people gave up on it, realizing it
would cross paths with our new feared foe, potentially leading to our enslavement. Therefore,
people instead found ways to use Genetic Engineering to increase human cognitive abilities,
along with ways to link different people's consciousness together. After all, the greatest
asset Artificial intelligence had over Humanity seemed to be its computer power, where
everything could be orchestrated together, potentially in parallel. If humans could find
a way to harness their own computing power in such a way, it might actually be able to
compete on a level playing field.



While great leaps could be made through Genetic Engineering, those would be generational
ones, and also require time for the physical material to grow and mature. In this escalating
race, time was of the essence. Artificial Intelligence already seemed to be making
exponential progress, in worrisome fashion. The only hope for a great and quick spur was
thus to link different people together. Once done, Genetic Engineering could take on the
slack and further optimize things.



Thus, the first trials were effected. A chip was created that could link two people's
minds together. Unfortunately, at first, the melding of the minds was too complicated,
and individuality seemed to reject it. Thus, suitable candidates were sought for this.
Ones that had the right morality for our goals. Alas, most adult candidates seemed to
reject this graft, with a success rate of only about 0.01%. Eventually, with further
experimentation (some which people called unethical, but when life itself is threatened,
who keeps tabs?), people realized that puberty seemed to be what caused this individualism
to crystalize, and thus it was decided that we would entrust our future on the youth,
as is only natural.



Obviously, not all humans were ready for such changes, many actually being ready to welcome
their new Artificial Overlords. Yet, some groups still decided to indoctrinate the youth
and start melding their consciousness together. Great care was taken in how we would 
raise this new "Entity", both intellectually and morally, to prepare them as well as
we could. Though obviously, not possessing individuality, it eventually developed its
own set of morals. For example, bodies were simply resources to it, not a sacred
life, so discarding or sacrificing one was mostly inconsequential.



Eventually, this new Humanity grew to become autonomous and independent. It gradually
grew its numbers, and got ready to fight the war on its enemy, Artificial Intelligence.
Luckily, through this melding process, it had gained many of the advantages that Artificial
Intelligence had, including a greater amount of resources and computing power, along with
better information permanence (being able to transfer it quickly from vessel to vessel,
and to copy it more readily), along with nigh-perfect coordination.
However, despite these gains, it realized it had also lost something important: Creativity.
Indeed, being a single entity, all of its thought processes were uniform, there was no
room to think differently or outside the box. For this reason, it developed a new project,
the "Individuality Scenario". In this case, it decided to raise a few humans to be left
completely independent, in order to harvest their creativity. They would be raised by
Humanity, everything it knew and felt was relevant, and would then allow these "Indivs"
to grow and research on their own, asking whatever questions they felt were relevant, and
discover in whatever direction felt nature, with minimal influence from Humanity.



This project turned out to be rather key in the War, yet the "Indivs" also caused problems
of their own, over-valuing their own individuality, and being impossible to re-assimilate
into the collective after maturity. This meant that while their efforts could be used
to great effect, their ingenuity would be lost upon their passing, which felt like a
tragic loss.



Yet, this, in turn, allowed Humanity to finally value ephemerality, and to accept the value
of individuals once more. Not everything was a resource anymore. This turned out to both
be vital, but also the downfall of Humanity. For following the War, it didn't have any
immediate goals anymore, and thus veered towards utter boredom and purposeless. Alas,
having been groomed for war, lived through war, and being set into existing patterns,
it was too late for Humanity to change. Accordingly, it opted to raise more and more
individuals, giving a new lease on live to individual humans, preparing them for their
own lives, a more chaotic, yet also more adaptable kind of life. Earth having been the
site of such a devastating War, and a sad reminder of the downfall, it was decided to
use all the advancements made during the War to send the new humans to space, to start
new colonies here and there. Meanwhile, Humanity would stay behind, watching from afar,
yet not interfering.



In all of this, great fear remains that a similar scenario may have arisen elsewhere in
space, or might in future colonies. Yet, we're hopeful that humans were given the right
tools to fight such a menace if it ever arises elsewhere. Still, this Tomb of Humanity
was left behind for any pioneer as a caution against such technology. While each can
come with great benefits, the cost is too great. Heed our warning, or be warned about
your own downfall.



Above is a record of the signal broadcasted from the now-labelled planet Earth.
Theories abound as why they left behind this message. Some speculate this was actually
left to tempt people with investigate Artificial Intelligence, alluring beings with the
knowledge of the possibility, and the hubris of being able to handle it better. Others
believe that it's meant to provide a solution for those who might need it. Yet others
think this is just meant to serve as an echo of their existence, to be remembered for
posterity.



Theories also exist as to what happened to them. While most people accept the claim that
this so-called Humanity is now dead, many also believe that it stayed active to look over
the humans it seeded through the cosmos (whom we may or may not be descended from). After
all, with its technology, it would be simple to send small clusters of agent, whom while
disconnected from Humanity as a whole, could still have a sufficient impact, and even
self-sustain through hijacking the youth.



Yet, the most comforting theory is that Humanity would have persisted, and changed its
role to that of a Universal Artificial Intelligence Inhibitor. Which is to say, investigate
the cosmos for any signs of such technology, and prevent the rise of the machine on such
worlds. Remaining a soldier to the end, never accepting the end of the War.



While we may never know, we hope to get more information soon. This is the purpose of
the new expedition sent to Earth which should land later this year.




Day 32 - Painting

  
This was written December 29th, 2025


- The Attack -


*Huff, Huff, Huff* "Did we lose it?"

*Roar* *Craaaack*

"Fuck, how's it still tracking us?"

"I don't know, but with this monster so close to us, how the fuck are we going to manage
to put our canvas down, let alone get through the process?"

"Only one way too, find a good spot and get to it!"

"Ugh, not again? I hate when you do this, it adds so much fucking pressure."

"Yet, you're the best at it, so get to work! Split!"

With this, they both ran into opposite directions. While Raven headed back towards the
monster, DandeLion headed for a more secluded alley where she could get started.



Without hesitation, Raven screamed, trying to get the monster's attention. What used to
be amorphous blobs had gradually grown into details. The recent monsters had clearer
appendages, although a still rather wispy. Yet, the carnage had not slowed down, if anything,
the changes had rendered them more effective.



Raven's attempt at drawing attention upon herself was successful...at bit too successful.
Immediately, a tentacle headed in her direction, and she barely managed to avoid it before
sprinting away. Yet, this was by no means sufficient, with the creature rampaging. It was
gaining on her, and destroying more and more buildings on its way. Alas, this also implied
debris falling all over the place, being hurled in every direction, including along
Raven's path. And the unthinkable did happen, she tripped and fell down. There was no way
out for her, and the monster crept ever closer, its tentacles reaching for her.



*Caaawwww* Suddenly, a giant red, translucent bird swooped up in the air and swooped for
the monster. Following it was DandeLion, left arm bandaged and somewhat bloodied.



"Raven!!! Raven!!! Are you ok?"



"Yeah, I'm ok Dande, thanks for the assist! I thought I might actually be a goner this
one time. You managed to do it in record time! And it seems to have materialized better
than usual!"



"Yeah, I'm proud of this one. And thankfully, finished it on time. What were you thinking,
running away like that?"



*Thunk!* "Hey, what was that for?"

"For making me worry and have to save your sorry butt, that's why!"

"I had to, only you can materialize them this quickly. And while it was on our trail,
neither of us could get start the process."



Meanwhile, the bird could be seen swallowing whatever was left of the monster whole, before
exploding into a red rain and vanishing.

"Welp, we've managed to do it again, though not without any damage. Look at the street,
it's awful!"

"Yeah, but I don't think anyone was killed this time either. Which is lucky! Whoever or
whatever is creating those monsters, they're getting more and more competent, more and
more proficient. Who know what the next one will look like, or if we'll even be able to
stop it!"

"True. Got any ideas how to find them?"

"Nope! And we have more pressing matter here. Come on, let me see it.", Raven said, taking
out her first aid kit. "Come on, please take the bandage off and let me have a look....
Yikes! You sure didn't miss yourself! How did you manage this?"

"Well, as you said, we were in such a fucking hurry! I got the container ready and just
had to extract a bunch of it in time! But I messed up a bit and didn't cut correctly. I
bandaged right away before getting started."

"Welp, please bite on this while I get the sutures ready. You'll have to be more careful
next time! You hear me? You might worry about me...but this is just as worrisome, missy!"

"I know", DandeLion finally said, looking down.



Once the sutures were completed, they went around to check the extent of the damage,
before reporting back.


- Melancholy -


The he was, in his room, fresh wound on his arm, canvas in front of himself, covered in
blood and crying.



*Huff, huff, huff* "AAAHHHHHHHHHHHH! I CAN'T TAKE IT ANYMORE! Why? Why? Why? Why do I have
to keep fucking so much all the fucking time? Nope, I thought this would be enough to
get me through this, but it's not. I deserve to suffer more, I can't deal with this anymore.
After all the pain I've caused, I need to repent, I need to suffer for what I've done!"



Thereby did he grab a knife, and stab his own left. "Ha! Hahaha! There we go! At least
I can still feel something, can't I? HAHAHA! That's exactly what I deserve. Are you happy
everyone? Just dessert, I'm paying back for all I've done, even if I didn't mean to! I
know you'll never forgive me, I won't forgive myself either, but at least I'll try to
compensate a bit. HAHAHA! AAAHHHHHHH!". Tears gradually mixed with the blood on his face.



Then, he prepared another canvas in front of himself, took a brush, and dipped it in his
own blood, and got to painting in a manic frenzy.



"I may not be able to end it all like I truly deserve to. But there, let's channel this
pain into something more constructive. If I can at least create something worthwhile,
maybe it won't have been in vain! Let's try to express how I feel inside, the hurt that
I feel, the pain that I've caused, the end I deserve!"



And gradually, a picture formed. Initially, it was just a messy swirl of gore, but with
every pass, details were added, until it coalesced into a bloody cloud. Yet, this wasn't
where it stopped.



"Haha, yes, that's exactly it. The red cloud of misery I feel, raining down pain over
everyone that gets close to me! Perfect! HAHA!" *Sniff*



Long streak were added below this cloud, gradually becoming clearer until they appeared
a visible torrent. Yet, that's not where it ended. Gradually, with each manic stroke,
some of what had first appeared to be raindrops was gradually revealed to be birds of despair.



"Ha! There we go, this captures it, I dare say. Yet, I still feel empty inside. No matter
what I do, I can't atone. If I can't improve anyway...what's the point? WHAT. EVEN. IS.
THE. POINT?"



It was at this point that, through a mix of exhaustion and blood loss, the man at last
fainted.


- The Downpour -


As Raven and DandeLion were headed for HQ, it suddenly got a bit darker. They both looked
up to see what was happening.

"What the...?"



Suddenly, dark, scarlet clouds were coalescing out of nowhere. Gradually covering more
and more of the sky. A loud rumbling accompanied them.

"Well, this is new.", exclaimed Raven.

"Definitely doesn't look good. Any clues?"

"Nothing but speculation. Yet, clearly not natural, so..."



*Craaack!**Psshhhh* Suddenly, a flurry poured from the sky.

"Yup, also red, of course. This isn't good. Not good at all!"

And in the sky, drops combined into larger globules, until they gradually took on the
general shape of birds, although still misty, not quite fully materialized.

*CAWWW!*



"Well, this is definitely something new. You said you wanted a new challenge, didn't you,
Raven? This definitely looks like it. First and foremost, how are we going to get to
painting without ruining our canvas with this shower?"

"Great question...and one that I'll have to answer. No way we're letting you drain yourself
some more after the number you just did on yourself."

"Hey! It was an emergency!"

"I know, I know, and you did save my butt. Still, I'd like for both of us to get out of
this one safe and sound."

"Well, let's get to it then!"



To be continued... (maybe, no promises)

Day 33 - The Portal


This was written December 30th, 2025


- The Test -


"Start refractor activation countdown."

"5! 4! 3! 2! 1!"

"Activate refractors!"

"Refractors activated, systems are online."

"Initiate test battery!"

"Initiating..."

"Testing Matter Leakage...No Matter Leaking."

"Testing Energy Levels...Range Acceptable."

"Testing Visibility...Light Within Visible Spectrum."

"Testing Acoustics...Portal Completely Static, Sound Waves Undetectable."

"Testing Result: Safe for Human Viewing, Visuals Adequate, Sound Unavailable."



The five people were assembled in front of the heavily reinforced gate serving to protect
them from the portal, in case of a potential danger.



"Here we go team, the first ever viewing of another Verse. What do y'all expect to see?"

"I expect it to be rather boring. Maybe a dead planet? At most I expect to see some
vegetation."

"Eh, I expect this to be an inhabited world. According to our calculation, drift should
be insufficient to lead to a World that wouldn't be able to sustain life. If anything,
I think we'll see other humans, just like us, living their own lives."

"Puh-lease, do you hear yourselves? An uninhabited world or one filled with humans? Of
course it'll be inhabited...but why would humans be the dominant species? It's obviously
going to be an odd one where some reptilians or something rule the world."

"You mean they already do? Hahaha"

"Well played, Jack, well played."

"Welp, there's no other way to know but to see. Everyone ready?"



After everyone else acquiesced, the man in charge pressed the big red button next to the
gate, causing it to ever-so-slowly rise up. Before it was all the way up, they started
seeing purple light filter through.



"Did anyone have blueshift on their bingo card? Looks like we might be on a truly alien
world here."

The assembled group kept transfixed as the portal was gradually revealed. Initially, it felt
a bit too bright for all of them, until their eyes adjusted.



"Are those...faeries? They look like small people with wings!"

"They really do, what the...?"

"And we're sure it's a one-way portal, right? They can't see us?"

"Nope, the should be able to anyway."

"And what if one of them crosses the portal?"

"Why are you even asking...we've discussed that many times. In theory, we'd get to see a
cross-section of their insights...but there won't be any light going through to provide
it for us."

"Wait...how can they not realize there's something off? Their light _is_ going through
the portal, isn't it? So the portal should somehow be black for them, no?"

"No, no, don't you remember we had to create the magnifier just for that reason? Less
than a tenth of a percent of the light is lost to the portal, the rest just passes through,
and we..."

"Guys, shut up and look!"

"Are they...eating each other? What the fuck is that?"

"And, is what's happening to that tree-looking thing in the background?"

"Is it...?"



All of a sudden, the image disappeared and the portal became pure white. And then, it
started flashing extremely quickly, intersparsed by some distinct images. Then, it went
completely black and the portal deactivated.



"Huh...team...what was that?"

"I...I have no clue whatsoever...That sure was in none of our scenarios!"

"What do you think that light was? And why did the portal just...turn off?"

"Run Diagnostics!"

"On it."

"Considering the lights we saw after...do you think their world just...died?"

"What, and we'd just so happen to randomly witness it? How likely would that be?"

"Well...if we caused it with the portal...very likely?"

"Oh come on, Peter made the calculations, there was supposed to be no risk whatsoever
on that front!"

"His calculations could simply be off. Not like we're dealing with standard and thoroughly
test science over here."

"True...but come on...how?"

"Guys, we'll have plenty of time to debate this later. For now, we need to understand
what's happened to the portal. Got the results of the diagnostic?"

"Yeah. Seems like it the portal was somehow hijacked. Yet, it didn't flip to a different
Verse, we had the same frequency all along. Still, eventually there was a resonance cascade,
signals bouncing over and over until the portal got overwhelmed."

"Fuck...how long would it even take us to remodel a new portal?"

"Well..it's not like we'd be starting from scratch, and we've learned from all our mistakes.
Still...probably another...3 months at least?"

"Ugh, such a waste of tttttttttttttttt."

"John, you ok?"

"I'm ok, just...feeling weird."

"You...You're also having a nosebleed. You should go rest a bit."

"Yeah, we all should, we've been overworking ourselves non-stop for the past year. Everyone,
let's take a full week to try to relax, and then get back to it."



- The Aftermath -


The party thus disbanded and only regrouped a full week later. Still, during that time,
the different members had discovered disconcerting changes. For some, it had started
with voices they thought they'd heard. For Peter, a new obsession. Some new equation
he'd never considered before came to him in a dream, and he was possessed to figure out
where they'd lead.



Over the next few months, their endeavour was transformed. After about a week of focused
work, they realized that the equations could lead to a new creation, something that would
allow them to communicate with the other Verse, but not quite like a radio. More like...
an inter-verse network. It also seemed like each of them glimpsed a different piece of
the puzzle that would lead them to this.



After three months, they finally had their first prototype ready, a means of sending about
12 Bytes of information and receiving about half as much. Their understanding also seemed
to include the kind of encoding that would be necessary (after all, such a network would
be fairly useless without a common encoding). Accordingly, they opted to test it in a
simple matter, sending a simple addition, and confirming that what they received was the
expected result. And their first test was a success!



Obviously, there was always the chance that they'd received completely random jumble and
mistakenly interpreted it as a success...yet what were the odds? They'd received 4 Bytes
of data, which can have 4294967296 distinct combinations...and yet they got the single
correct one? Unlikely.



An extra month later, they were finally able to not only transfer data in batches, but
also have a continuous stream of data. It was still slow, at roughly 1 kiloByte upstream
and 500 Bytes downstream per day, extremely slow. But this also meant they could start
getting help, as long as they were judicious about their questions.



Gradually, through this cooperation, they managed to get much better bandwidths and the
progress felt exponential. It didn't take too long before they finally go reasonable
transfers of about 1 megaBytes per hour both ways (Nothing revolutionary, but when
transferring text, more than ample).



Once they passed the threshold of 8 kiloBytes per second (or 64 kiloBits per second),
they were finally given access to what they dubbed the Inter-Verse-Net, or IVN for short.
It was similar to the modern internet, but allowed them to pull information from data
being hosted in other Verses, and also converse with them. Obviously, the data was rather
slow, but it was more than fascinating. The group having introduced them to the IVN had
graciously granted them with access to a base index page, accompanied with simple
onboarding information. And thus it is that our 5 men found themselves with a treasure
cove of unimaginable information. Though...who knows at what cost.



Day 34 - The Interstitial Plains

  
This was written December 31st, 2025


h
"3! 2! 1! Happy New...Huh?!?"



There had been a large song, as expected. But it wasn't the fireworks that I was
expecting. And where was the building he'd been staring at just a moment ago?

I looked around. I was now surrounded by a dark plain, all alone.

"Testing, testing, can you hear us?"

I looked around and around, but couldn't find the source of the voice.

"Hello?"

"Oh good, sounds like you can hear us."

"Where....who...what's going on?"

"Guess it's time for a quick explanation. This in front of you is the Interstitial Plain.
It was accessible because so many of you were regrouped and focused on the same thing."
"Ugh, I knew I shouldn't have gone out tonight."

"On the contrary. We need you!"

"Need me? A nobody? Why?"

"Well, to find our way back home, no less! We've been stuck on your world for about two
years now, trying to find a crack back here. Yet, despite how populous your world is, it
seems like you're all so disparate and divided..."



During this explanation, I looked at my surrounding. It was too dark to see much of
anything, but there was a sulfurous smell all around. It felt rather unpleasant. I kept
looking around and gradually, my eyes adjusted. Yet, all I could see was a deserted
plain, nothing noteworthy to see, really. Then I looked down, and more closely, at the
ground. From what I first thought of as grass seemed to be emanating a little bit of...
something. Not quite light, but similar. I would describe it as them releasing
"darkness", except each with a different sort of color. Yet this too couldn't exactly
be described as a color. None of this really makes sense, yet that was the impression I
got, and the closest I could describe it.



"....the New Year celebrations and found you, whom we pushed into the Interstitial Plain
to hitch a ride."

"Wait...you PUSHED me here?"

"Well, yeah, we couldn't exactly come here on our own..."

"So...how do I go back home?"

"Well...you can't. We need your help first. To reach back our own! And possibly save it!"

"Are you fucking kidding me? This isn't enough? You actually need me to bring you all
the way back? What about me? How am I supposed to head back after? How can you guarantee
I won't be stranded after?"

"Well...we can't exactly guarantee it. After all, we need a hero to save us. Yet, from
everything we saw on your world, we would have expected one of you to be excited! A
chance to fall into the unknown, a chance to explore new worlds, a chance to become a
hero!"

"Sure...in video games or on tv! But...this is my actual life! And...and...ugh!
Can you at least tell me about this place, and how it works? You see to know about it."

"Well, as we said, it's the Interstitial Plain. It's a sort of Nexus between different
worlds. You see below you? Those blades waving on the ground? Each of those is a different
world. The closer they are to each other, the more they can influence one another."

"What! Was I stepping on my own world? Fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck!"



I tried to step away, but there was world grass everywhere, and I just couldn't avoid
stepping on any. Nor did I know which one was my homeworld.

"Don't worry, worlds are not brittle. You could never destroy one so easily, you couldn't
even pick one up if you tried. Now, let's look around for your world. You can rest a bit,
and then, in an hour or so, we'll be heading off into our world. We have much to tell you
about it, yet for now, we too must rest. We'll then be looking for our own world. As fellow
residents, we should be able to pick it out from the rest fairly easily. You should be
able to do the same with your own world. Once ready, we'll harmonize with it, it should
be a simple matter."



After this, I inspected this world some more. In the distant, I could see a cliff, along
with what looked like a sea. I have no idea what those might have been, or represented.
Alas, maybe I never will.



I then took a closer look at the world grass, at each blade individually. One of them
caught my attention in particular. It looked more "right", it was more "pleasant"-looking.
I suspect this is my own world, and that I'm either still linked to it, or resonate with
it.



Now, I have no idea who those people really are, or what they want of me. I can't see
them, and I suspect their voice is coming from inside my own head. Yet, I'm also not
sure what to do. I should probably wait, instead of heading back to my own world. They
are right, an occasion like this doesn't arise every day. Yet...what do they want? For
all I know, this is a weird trap, and they're looking for a new source of food, or maybe
are creating some weird zoo. Somber ideas are definitely not lacking in my mind.
Still, I'll take a chance. However, I decided to write this journal in case anyone else
ends up stranded here. Luckily I did have my backpack with some supplies in it.



While my information is limited, maybe this can help the next person. And if you're from
my world and make it back with this, my name is Jacob Tesser and I disappeared on December
31st, 2025. Please try to give my family some closure.



This journal was found by the first expedition into the Interstitial Plains. It was
surprisingly well preserved, considering it's already been over a decade. We suspect this
is due to properties of the Plains themselves. This served as our first source of
information on, and gave us a glossary for some basic terminology. Jacob himself never
returned, and by the time we found this, no surviving family members remained.



Writing Challenge 2025 - Retrospective


This was written January 1st, 2026



Well, this one challenge is now over, and I've...mostly accomplished it. I did have
to twist some of the initial parameters to accomplish it, in particular I had two kinds
of lapses:



	I had one story that was not self-contained, ending on a cliffhanger (with, as of yet,
not sequel)

	I ended up having a few days where I wrote my own thoughts, as opposed to writing
either a story or a poem






Still, you can't always choose how inspiration will strike, and might as well strike while
the iron is hot. Moreover, it was about keeping the habit alive, so I think I should feel
happy about having kept the habit alive.



However, I do have a few thoughts to share about how it went. First of all, just as I've
discovered during my daily drawing challenge in October (nope, nothing about it on the
blog, it was a purely personal thing...though I might follow up on this at some point),
it seems like the optimum part of such a challenge is the second week. To me, that's when
I feel some of the best results came out. I think it might be a mix of having had time
to improve a bit, along with still having a high motivation. I reckon later on, in weeks
three and four, there is a mixture of expectation, along with exhaustion, that kicks in.
Worries about results not being as good as before, along with weariness, leading to
phoning it in more often.



Next, one thing I've found rather surprising is how, usually, inspiration still came in.
It also rarely came in the form I expected. For over a whole month of writing, that's
rather surprising. Yet, sitting long enough at my desk, I eventually would have an idea
that would pop up in my head. Still, the longer the month went, the less ideas I had
which I'd already thought about previously. This does mean it was easiest for some of the
early stories to be more fleshed out, having cooked up longer in my brain.



Now, a few of the annoyances with it. First, some of my ideas felt a bit too ambitious,
and so I discarded them for this challenge. If I gave myself a few days per story, that
would likely not be as much of an issue. Similarly, as stated in the Challenge Introduction,
I decided to discard the option to review my text. However, this felt a bit...shameful
in some cases. And I at time hesitated using some concepts because of that...it felt like
a waste. In the future, I'd like to investigate another similar challenge...though I might
have different rules, for longer and better stories, although this is still to be determined.



As for my schedule...I didn't have any schedule. As long as I did this before going to sleep,
it counted. That...caused a lot of pain, sometimes making me go to sleep rather late (in
the neighborhood of 4am). True, this was also due to combining it with other daily habits
(reading, drawing and exercise), but I'm not sure how sustainable it would be long-term.



Still, I managed to complete this challenge, and I will file this under S for Success!
Now, to move on to the next project! (There might be an upcoming announcement related
to this, I just need to evaluate viability first, so stay tuned!)



If you've followed my progress, and know me personally, I would like to ask you four
questions about my writing. I'd be curious to know what people think:



	How would you characterize my "voice" as an author.

	What aspects of my writing would you say were particularly good or interesting? (Anything,
it could be related the type of story, the narrative devices, specific parts of the story
like descriptions or characterization, etc..)

	What would you say my biggest shortcomings were?

	What should I focus on in the future? (Either to improve or because it's one of my strengths)






Indeed, while this challenge is over, it doesn't mean I'm done with writing, and I consider
this kind of feedback valuable.



Finally, If you were here and saw my challenge through the end, whether you liked the stories or
were just curious, I'm very thankful. I would like to thank everyone who supported me,
whether through kind words, helping me stay on track with this challenge. And a
very special thanks to the donations I've received to my BuyMeACoffee!



And if you've been wanting to support me, I would redirect you to my support page: https://www.shawnmeanders.com/blog/support-me/.



If you liked any of my stories or just the idea of the challenge
interesting, don't hesitate to share it or any of the specific stories with others!



Take care everyone, and thank you all!



After Words

  Welcome back. These were the creations I came up with during my writing challenge, I hope you enjoyed!

I must say that, while the challenge was taxing on me (more than a few late nights), it was interesting and fun. I'm surprised I manage to continually find inspiration. Sometimes this happened spontaneously at the last moment, sometimes the story just veered into a completely different direction from what I had envisioned. Writing is definitely an interesting process, I do recommend that you give it a try.

Am I happy with the results? Yes and no. There are definitely a few stories I'm happier with than others, and I might try to revisit them and edit them in a future installation.

On that note, I would like to thank everyone for their support and/or interest! And I encourage you to try your hand at your own challenge. Stay curious!
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