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Whether you believe it or not, everything described in this book is witnessed 
firsthand by the author. 

Just as the saying goes: no one can step into the same river twice. Now I understand, 
it's not just about the changes in the dimension of time, but rather the so-called 

uncertainty (the timeline being part of it as well). 

When I returned from beyond the wall and recorded it, that moment, I was no longer 
'me'. If you find any discrepancies between what I describe and depict, whether it's 
objective historical events, time, characters, or even physical and mathematical laws, 
and your own perception, it might suggest that you,might be dreaming. Please try to 

wake up immediately.

About me (you): Elf Dorothea Photographer, renowned mysterious BBS blogger, natural and mystical enthusiast, freelance writer. (You were born in 1973 in a village near the Cascade Mountains in southern Oregon on the west coast of the United States. Your grandparents were farmers, your father was a teacher, and your mother was a federal agent. You disliked spinach from an early age. You enjoyed a 1971 game called Computer Space, which was based on Spacewar! You had a friend named ??? who became a physicist in 1983. Though you felt he was inferior, you were curious about the world and constantly tried to uncover its secrets. Your parents tried to enlist you in the military, but you ran away because you realized: ??? In 1991, you joined the legendary aquatic volunteer research organization AveScan, which was rumored to be manipulated by mysterious forces, to investigate an urban legend called STORM, a wandering albatross-like ghost on the southern Pacific coast. You gained nothing. In 1993, you attempted to leave.
However, someone told you ??? So you ??? You must remember e^(ix) = (cos 
x + i sin x).

In 1997, you found STORM.
In 1997, I found STORM.

In 1997, you woke up on Baltrum Island.

In 1997, you left the "Cave."
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Tu vois le corps noir

,,,,,,,,,,                     □



Kan du huske, hvor mange øjne den person, du drømte om 
for 1547698 timer siden, havde og farven på deres iris?
                                  
                            ▣ 
                            
                                                                                     





















□  Mi kredas, ke nombroj vivas.
□  Mi kredas, ke aksiomoj vivas.
□  Mi kredas, ke leoj vivas.











"I am terrified, I wish 
to depart. Where is this 
place? It feels as though 
I am trapped in an 
endless dream. 
Even upon awakening, 

it is but a new dream. 
I crave eternal silence 
and death."

The words spoken by that 
colossal elephant sent 
shivers down my spine. 
Yet, simultaneously, 
I find myself entirely 
accustomed to these 
monsters, or rather, 
peculiar forms of life, 
as if it were an ordinary 
pigeon, 

a piece of toast 
on the table, an antique 
camera on the shelf, 
an abandoned car by the 
roadside, a ceramic water 
cup on my desk, 

a friend's nauseatingly 
sentimental metaphor. 
Are they the projection 
of reality, or are we 
projecting reality onto 
them?

I surmise that the 
ultimate truth behind 
this nefarious conspiracy 
is merely that of human 
traffickers drugging us 
unfortunate souls with 
hallucinogens.



The boundary is unrelated to death 
because objectively, there is only eternity, 

while death is the comfort and illusion brought 
by consciousness and time. 

Forgetting is to clear the cache, 
and consciousness is for calculation, 

while death is to maintain the stability of eternity.









And what do i believe...    □

You also desire eternity.                           □
You know there's no time or causality here.         □

You always ponder where 
consciousness will go 
after life ceases. Matter 
disintegrates, 
flesh decays, the neural 
networks composing you 
cease to release electrical 
impulses—where do your 
sensations depart to? 
You no longer possess 
feelings; 
where does your self reside?

I am a mirror placed 
opposite, 
reflecting each other 
until eternity.
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