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Forget

"forgetting is not an accident, it is not a choice. Sometimes life slowly tears you away from yourself. Without even realizing it."

Ethan Sorrell usually woke up at seven in the morning. He didn't need his alarm clock. A rhythmic impulse inside him would recognize and alert him to the morning light stirring behind his eyelids, despite the hazy Los Angeles sky. But when he woke up this morning, something was missing.

He lay motionless in bed for a while. The ceiling fan wasn't spinning. The light coming in through the window was a slightly broken, hazy gray. Clara was still beside him, but her face was buried deep in the pillow, her hair stuck to her forehead. She was asleep. Ethan got out of bed quietly, struggling to find his slippers. Walking to the bathroom, he looked at himself in the mirror. A little pale, a little dull. But nothing seemed out of the ordinary. Until he walked into the kitchen and walked to the coffee maker.

She stopped.

She must have remembered something. Or the lack of something he should have remembered was weighing on him. He remained standing, unable to remove the coffee filter. He ran a hand through his hair. In the sharp silence of the moment, there was the forgotten echo of a ritual. Clara's birthday.

Same day, same coffee for twenty years. Vanilla bean, frothy latte sprinkled with cinnamon. Clara's words when she came down for breakfast: "you never forget, that's what makes you who you are." that sentence, like a faded leaf at the edge of her memory, could not help falling to the ground.

7:45 a.m. Clara walked into the living room in the dim light. She looked at the coffee machine in her long gray dressing gown. It was silent.

"today..." she said, not finishing the sentence. Her lips trembled, but then she kept silent.

Ethan looked up, his lips parted, but he couldn't form a sentence. He had no reason to defend himself. Because he didn't remember. Making that coffee was the beginning of it all. That coffee was a sign that a man would never forget his love. And now he no longer remembered.

Clara walked to the door, put on her shoes. As she left without her bag, she just said:

"it's not always natural to forget, Ethan.

All day Ethan carried that sentence inside him like an echoing void. He went to the office, he worked on spreadsheets, but his mind was on Clara. And more so, the emptiness inside himself. He would have been relieved if he had forgotten something he shouldn't have remembered. But the lack of a ritual of love had created a crack in his ego.

Every day in the crowds of Los Angeles, thousands of people pushed, passed, shouted and stopped. That day Ethan noticed something. An old man dropped his cane in the subway station. People crowded around him, no one bent down to pick it up. In the old days. .. Used to be like this?

A question rang in his head: "what is happening to these people?"

That evening Ethan realized that the past, like a burden, does not lighten, but rather empties you more and more as it diminishes.

The next day:

As Ethan left the building to go to work, his next-door neighbor, Mrs. Trevors, stood at his door. Her face was dull. She looked at Ethan.

"you. ...well, what's your name again, son?"

Ethan smiled. "Ethan. I'm next door, you remember. I left you a book last week."

The woman's face didn't change. "a book?"

"Virginia wolf, 'a room of one's own.' you said you wanted to read it."

The woman nodded. Then she slowly closed the door.

A jolt went through Ethan. It wasn't just his memory. It was a wave. A silent, unnoticed fog. And this fog was erasing the most fundamental aspect of man: his past.

Other strange things happened in the city that week:

A school bus driver took the children he drops off every morning to the wrong school. "I forget which school it was," he said.

A bank clerk said he didn't recognize the name, face or voice of a customer of 15 years.

A wedding photographer posted on social media "I don't remember you" after taking photos of a couple. It went viral.

But all were brushed off with excuses like "stress", "busyness", "city fatigue".

That evening, Ethan cooked dinner for Clara. Hoping his love would come back. But Clara was only silent. She looked at her plate, then at Ethan:

"do you remember where you first kissed me?"

Ethan's pupils dilated. He searched. He dug. He pushed. But there was no answer.

Clara shook her head. "so it wasn't just the latte you forgot."

That night Ethan was left alone in his bed, but he didn't care, he just stared up at the ceiling. Voices echoed in the recesses of his mind.

"losing yourself doesn't happen noisily. It happens quietly, slowly. This morning, I didn't know how to drink my favorite coffee, but every morning it was the same. Clara's voice. .. No longer resonates in my memory. When a memory fades, does the emotion that memory carries also fade? If so, am I slowly becoming soulless?"

That morning he woke up not to the grayness of Los Angeles, but to a sudden heat wave. The air was unusually oppressive. Even at eight in the morning in the heart of the city, the roads were parched, the people tired and silent. Horns honked louder, but the number of cars giving way to each other was almost nonexistent.

Ethan took one more glance at Clara's room before leaving the house. The door was ajar, and inside there was only a body with its back turned and the curtains unopened. Clara was not speaking. Her silence was as dull as the erased images in Ethan's memory.

He closed the door quietly and started walking to work. At the beginning of the usual street, the smell of fresh bread from the shop of Pedro, the old immigrant baker, was gone. Ethan paused. The bakery was closed. The bakery, which never closed at night, was locked that morning. There was a note taped to the window with white paper:

Ethan read it three times. Then he wanted to cross the street corner. But no one stopped. A young woman passed right in front of Ethan, looking at her cell phone. A man came rushing up and bumped into Ethan with his shoulder. He didn't apologize. He didn't even look back.

Until a few weeks ago, this city still had rituals like making eye contact, greeting each other, giving way. Now people bumped into each other but didn't realize they were bumping into each other. When someone fell down, they were not picked up; when a child cried, they were expected to stop.

When Ethan got off the subway, he encountered a second instance of forgetfulness at the station on the same day. In the crowd, a woman had lost her son's hand. The people around her were indifferent. The woman was in a panic, but the people she asked said they had "never seen a child here". "you didn't come here with a child, ma'am," said the guard watching the security cameras. The woman's eyes welled up.

"I don't even remember his name," she said later.

In that moment, Ethan realized for the first time that his fear was the same as everyone else's fear. He was not alone. Maybe this was not loneliness, but a beginning. But a beginning of what?

In the office, the mood was different. Coming out of a meeting in the finance department, Ethan stopped by the office of James, one of his directors. There was an intense silence inside.

James was staring at the file in his hand. His eyes were glazed.

"Ethan," he said, "that client. ... Uh... That... That... Do you remember that... .. You know. .. The woman who made the big investment. .. Her name. .. What was her name?"

"Mrs. Leroux?" Ethan said.

James cocked his head. "I think so. I'm not sure. Maybe. She just left."

"gone what?" asked Ethan.

James thought for a moment. Then he laughed idly. "when you forget what you've forgotten, that's when you're really lost."

When Ethan left the room, he felt something settle in his stomach. It wasn't fear. It wasn't anxiety. Rather, it was the eerie feeling of someone unable to hold on to the first step of the fall, not from the body, but from the mind.

In the west of the city, a new hashtag was trending on social media that morning: #whatyouforgottoday

It was full of fun content, short videos, forgetful moments and jokes. People were writing to each other:

"I forgot where I parked the car, I drove around for 3 hours 😂"

"I forgot my husband's name for 10 seconds. I mean, I just looked at the face. .. Blank! 😅"

"I couldn't remember where my seat was in the office. I thought it had been moved, but it was the same. My mind was blown!"

On his way home, Ethan saw a group of young people in the park watching these posts while laughing on their phones. They were laughing and asking each other, "what did we forget the other day?"

Forgetfulness was spreading like a temporary social phenomenon, but no one understood how deep it went, what walls it hit, what ties it severed.

Ethan asked himself:

"do I remember this moment. ... Do I remember it, or am I just living with the photo?"

Does a memory die when no one remembers it?

The next morning, Ethan saw his next-door neighbor, Mrs. Trevors, waiting at the entrance of his apartment building with an envelope in her hand.

"Ethan," she said quietly, "this was slipped under my door last night. It has your name on it, but the addressee is anonymous."

The envelope was yellow. Inside was a single handwritten sentence:

"if anyone remembers, you don't have to forget."

Ethan put the envelope in his pocket. He turned his eyes to the apartment across the street. Who was the writer? What did he know? Or was this just another delusion written in panic?

Walking to the subway, he passed the same old baker, Pedro. This time the shop was open. But there was no Pedro inside. Instead, a young man was cutting the bread. Ethan walked in, approached the counter.

"Pedro’s not in today?"

The young man shrugged. "he gave me the key to the store last night. 'I'm forgetting,' he said. 'I'm forgetting the store, the recipes, the customers...' and he walked away."

As Ethan walked out, he looked at his reflection in the mirror-like shop window. He gave himself a blank stare. Then he heard a voice coming from the street. A young woman was calling out to a boy in the park.

"I don't remember your name, but wait for me!"

And the boy kept running.

Within the gray walls of Los Angeles county hospital, the sound of an elevator rising completed dr. Mia Elkins’ morning routine. Working with patients for sixteen years as a clinical neuropsychologist, Mia had made it her life's work to map the pathways lost in the folds of the brain.

But for the past three weeks. ... The map wasn't working.

Her desk, filled with new cases, was a cesspool of consciousness. The cases looked ordinary, but they contained a consistent deviation that Mia couldn't miss. They were too strange to be explained by diagnoses like memory disorders, post-traumatic amnesia or neurodegenerative diseases.

The first patient was a primary school teacher. She started to confuse the names of her students. Then she realized she had forgotten the lesson content. One morning, she mistook "reading time" for a math test, making the children cry.

The second case: a municipal employee. He had forgotten the procedure for adjusting traffic lights, causing a three-hour gridlock on the entire southern line. On top of that, he said, "I don't remember why I’m doing this."

The third and most shocking case: a labor and delivery nurse. She mixed up the identification bracelets of newborns and delivered babies to the wrong families. The hospital administration wanted to cover it up, but Mia demanded a report. Her testimony was summarized in one sentence:

"the faces were foreign to me. I didn't recognize any of them."

That morning, as Mia sipped her coffee, the hospital's internal system crashed. The it center had lost personnel records. Those on leave appeared to have been called in for overtime, those on overtime appeared to have been dismissed.

Someone had added a new category to the list of users in the system called "forgotten". No one remembered creating this list.

"this is no longer a coincidence," Mia whispered to herself.

Same time, Ethan. ..

Ethan was late for the office that morning. He thought he remembered, but the meeting time was an hour earlier. He didn't have the calendar app on his phone. He didn't remember deleting it. As his coworkers watched him go by with mocking glances, the fragility inside Ethan grew. He wasn't just losing hours, he was losing habits.

As he walked out, he noticed a new detail on the streets: billboards. Billboards that read "remember. Resist." an anonymous signature in white font on a black background. Was it a campaign? An art project? Or a warning?

As she was getting on the subway, she saw the same woman again: the woman who couldn't remember her child's name the day before. This time she was alone. She was looking out the window.

Ethan sat down next to her. She turned, bowed her head slightly. Her eyes were purple underneath.

"do you remember me?" Ethan said.

The woman thought. Then she shook her head from side to side. "your face is familiar, but . I don't know why."

"your child?" Ethan said.

The woman remained silent. She lowered her eyes to the floor. "I remember that he existed, but his face is gone. There is a void in my memory, a shape, a smell, a sound. ... But no name. No description."

Ethan took the yellow envelope out of his pocket. He had jotted it down with a pen on Clara's desk when she was away: "if anyone remembers, I’m not obliged to forget." he handed it to her. She held it, then looked at Ethan's hands.

"maybe we can remember together," she said.

Dr. Mia Elkins walked to the boardroom with her afternoon files tucked under her arm. She had to give them evidence. But what she had to present was more than a clinical symptom: it was the first sign of society's collective cognitive unraveling.

The meeting room was cool, quiet and sterile. The ten people sitting around the table - executives, lawyers and an insurance representative - looked at Mia skeptically.

"what are you saying, that people are suffering from collective amnesia at the same time?" said the deputy chief physician.

Mia opened her folders. She put the three cases in order. Then she read a report: "hippocampal disruption, stagnation of frontal lobe activity. But none of them can be explained by Alzheimer’s, trauma or drugs. This is.  .. Systematic. And it's spreading rapidly."

"could it be psychosis?" someone said.

"no," Mia said, "because it's not just individual forgetfulness. They also forget social contexts. People are forgetting their duties, their relationships, their values."

A lawyer laughed. "the city is already tired, everyone is under stress. Isn't a little forgetfulness normal?"

Mia took off her glasses. "it's not 'a little'. It's an erosion. Something seeping in from the edge of the human mind. We don't know what it is yet. But we know it's coming."

The room fell silent. The deputy chief looked at the files again.

"collect more cases of this," he said. "and don't talk to the media until it is officially identifiable."

Mia nodded. But when she came out, her face was stony. They still didn't understand. But she knew: when the system fails, the memory of the individual cannot stand on its own.

That night Mia fired up an old computer at home. It was an offline data storage system, not connected to the internet, which she hadn't used for years. She used it not for herself but for her memory. It was where she stored all her academic work, her observations, her manuscripts. Because Mia knew that digital systems are mutable, but writing itself is a witness.

She made a note underneath:

"this is not a pandemic. It is a leak. Forgetfulness is a process, not an outcome. People are losing not only what they do, but also why they do it. If we lose the 'why', then we are no longer 'who'."

Before heading out of town, Ethan stopped by Pedro's old bakery again. This time Pedro was behind the glass. But Ethan's eyes filled with tears when he saw him from across the street. Pedro had put a huge sign on the door:

"please remind me of my name."

Ethan looked at the sign. Then he thought of his own name.

He thought of himself.

And suddenly, he realized that even that thought was blurring.

That's when Ethan realized:

people were forgetting not just names, but relationships, values, identities.

And this was no laughing matter.

It was the footsteps of an impending extinction.

When Ethan opened his eyes in the morning, Clara was in the next room. He didn't realize he was awake because there was no sound coming from inside the room. Silence had become a sign not only of peace but also of distance. It didn't matter whether Clara was in the same house with him or not. For Ethan it was the echo of absence, not presence.

He got up. He went to the bathroom. He picked up his toothbrush but hesitated for a moment. He realized he'd forgotten where he'd started brushing. Was it the back left? Or in front? Even when she was washing her hands, she couldn't remember the sequence of movements. Even turning off the tap had become a conscious act.

He found Clara sitting in the kitchen. She was holding a piece of paper. Ethan didn't make eye contact when she came in.

"I have an early meeting in the morning," Clara said.

"we can have breakfast together," Ethan said.

Clara didn't answer. She put the paper on the table. Ethan approached. On the paper, in his own handwriting, were the words:

"if one day you don't recognize me, use your heart, not your memory, to find me."

Clara turned around and pulled the door shut.

Ethan repeated the phrase as he slumped into a kitchen chair, the morning light falling on his knees.

"use your heart, not your memory, to find me."

But could the heart forget?

Every Thursday, the Westlake community center in east Los Angeles distributed hot meals to those in need. From time to time, Ethan would come here with Clara, carrying boxes of food. But that morning the center was empty. When he walked in, a staff member was tidying up with a tired look on her face.

"no relief activity today?" Ethan asked.

The woman paused. "actually, there was. But we . ... Forgot," she said. "the supplies arrived, but not the people who organized the distribution. The lists were lost."

"don't you know how many people are coming?" Ethan said.

She looked away. "the names are gone. The locations are gone. Most of the volunteers don't even remember what to do anymore."

Just then an old woman walked in. Leaning on her cane, she looked around with dull eyes.

"I’ve come for soup," she said. "I come every week. .. Every week. .."

The female attendant stared at the old woman. Ethan rushed to the small kitchen to prepare a bowl of soup from the last of the supplies. He handed it to the woman.

The old woman took the soup, but did not thank him. She smiled. Then she murmured slowly, as if trying to make her way through forgetfulness:

"you. ... Have you always been here?"

"no," Ethan said, "but now maybe I should be."

On the top floor of one of the city's high-rise financial centers, Malcolm price sat in his black suit and smooth hair, staring at social media data swirling on a digital screen.

He had a team. A special analysis group of four. All experts in communications, behavioral psychology and political data management. The last three weeks of data had been analyzed. Malcolm spoke:

"these cases of forgetfulness are no joke. But here is the real opportunity. If people can't remember who they are, we can tell them who they are."

Emily, the data expert, looked up. "won't people react?"

Malcolm smiled. "people are ready to be manipulated. Just use their fear well."

He tapped the screen. Trend analysis popped up:

"that's it!" said Malcolm. "people are forgetting even kindness now. This will affect fundraising campaigns, political loyalty, even religious faith. We can fill the gap."

Emily asked, "how?"

Malcolm put on his glasses. "we'll build a new platform. It will look like a memory support system. But inside, we're going to build values. Identity, behavior, loyalty will be rewritten. And it will be shaped in such a way that people can't forget what we give them."

That was his first step. Using forgetfulness as a force.

When Ethan returned home that evening, Clara was gone again. He realized she had left some photos on the table. Old shots of them together. The beach, a hotel room, a dinner, a birthday cake. But none of them had a date on the back. And the faces were not clear at all. It was as if they were shrouded in fog. As Ethan looked at the photographs, he felt like he was watching someone else, not himself.

Then he took the envelope out of his pocket. "if anyone remembers, I’m not obliged to forget." he repeated the sentence.

He opened a notebook with a pen in his hand. For the first time, he started writing down everything he could remember. His name, his date of birth, his favorite movies, his first kiss, his last laugh, how Clara's hair smelled. Because for him, writing was the only way to remember and maybe the only way to fight forgetting.

One morning, as Ethan flipped through the pages of his notebook, he realized that he had underlined some of the sentences he had written. But he couldn't remember why he emphasized these underlined sentences. Some words were abbreviated with initials. For example, there was a note that said, "c. Was walking out the door." was the letter c Clara? Or was it someone else?

She realized that not only memories but also time and space began to unravel in her writing. Sometimes what she had written in the morning, she would rewrite in the evening the same day, feeling as if she was writing it for the first time. The only constant in this vicious circle was his pen. That pen still wrote blue. Perhaps the blue ink had become the last trace of his identity.

That afternoon she took her notebook and went out. He remembered a brochure from a psychological support office in the city center. The title "memory integrity counseling" caught her attention. She went there. She wanted to register. The secretary opened the application form on the computer. She typed in Ethan's name. But "you are registered" appeared on the screen.

"you have been here before," the secretary said.

Ethan was startled. "no, this is my first time."

The secretary's voice trembled. "but there is someone in the system with the same name as you. Same date of birth, same address. ... Even the same phone number. .."

Ethan replied, puzzled: "yes, that's me. ... But I don't remember."

That day, dr. Mia sat alone in her small office at the hospital. The data in front of her was mounting, but she had no support from her colleagues. The head of clinical psychiatry had rejected her reports as "excessive interpretation". She couldn't define a syndrome that didn't exist in the medical literature, but Mia was on the verge of resistance. Because not only was forgetfulness increasing, but people were getting used to living with it.

After leaving the hospital, she stopped by the library. While going through old archive documents, she found a strange article in a file that had been set aside. It had no title. The edges of the pages were yellowed. The writing was handwritten.

The first line was as follows:

"if anyone remembers, I am not obliged to forget."

Mia was startled, she remembered hearing this sentence from a patient before, but from whom, when, in which session?

The rest of the writing was on a notebook page and the writing style was different. It was a fragment torn from Ethan's notebook. Mia studied this note. The intuitive connection deepened: someone was writing. To remember, and this act was more valuable than scientific study.

North of the city, in a high-security data center, Malcolm price launched the beta version of his project. The name was innocent: "bayou."

Users were invited to an app where they could record their forgetfulness. It looked like a "forgetting diary". But behind the content, identity was being reformatted.

Users received notifications like:

"what do you want to remember today? Choose: a) being strong b) being obedient c) feeling belonging"

"remembering is a choice, let us remind you that you are you."

"to help you remember whose side you're on, we've made you a special badge."

Each user was assigned a "personality prototype", the application interface was customized according to his or her forgetting pattern, and the algorithms would do this: identify areas of forgetting, then replace them with new snippets of thought.

Malcolm said during a meeting:

"as people lose their past, it becomes easier to give them a new past. A society whose memory has been erased is like a system ready to be installed, and I am the architect of that system."

On his way out of the memory counseling center, Ethan saw a pamphlet fall to the ground. It said the following:

He put it in his pocket. That evening, he arrived on time. There were few people in the room. Mostly old people, a few students, a few health workers. ..

When Mia took the podium, she adjusted her glasses and took a deep breath.

"I’m going to forget this speech," she said.

The hall went silent.

"one day I won't remember what I said in this hall, but if someone leaves this hall with something, maybe they will remember it."

In his speech, he shared his observations, not clinical data. He explained that people forget not only information but also context; they lose not only names but also meanings. At the end he said:

"if we don't write, we will be lost. If we don't witness, this silence will swallow us all."

Ethan took out his notebook. He opened the page. He wrote this special note: "Mia Elkins, I will not forget your voice."

As Mia was saying goodbye to the crowd after the seminar, Ethan approached her.

"you had a page in your hand. A yellowish paper. It began, 'if anyone remembers. ...'"

Mia paused for a moment. "yes," she said. "how do you know that?"

"because I wrote that sentence," Ethan said.

Los Angeles was now unrecognizable.

Mia and Ethan sat at the same table for the first time after the seminar. It was an old book cafe. There were dusty classics on the shelves and rusty clocks on the walls. Everything was old but real. Reality was a rare commodity in this city.

"I take notes," Ethan said. "I write. Everything." then he paused for a moment and then continued, "so I don't forget."

Mia nodded. "I’m watching, too. Clinical cases, behavioral patterns, but it's not just individual anymore. It's... It's systemic."

She spread a map on the table. It was marked with colored pins.

"what is this?" Ethan asked.

"where cases of forgetfulness are reported," Mia said. "red pins are severe cases. Green are superficial. Yellow are beginners."

Ethan leaned over the map. He spoke in amazement: "it's like. .. Spreading outward from the center."

"yes," Mia said. "it's like there's a center. It's a seep radiating out from there. It can't be natural. It must be something organized."

Ethan remained silent. "use your heart, not your memory, to find me."

Mia read the note. "is this woman someone who lives with you?"

"yes," Ethan said, "but we are no longer together. Physically, she's home. But not mentally."

When the people of Los Angeles woke up the next morning, a new app was being advertised on street screens:

Beyou "you don't have to remember. We work for you, so let's remember who you are together."

Underneath this text was a red button that read [download now].

The notifications that appeared on phone screens were personalized:

"we can remind you of things you forgot yesterday."

"belonging is not a choice, it is an orientation."

"if you've forgotten who you are, let us help."

In the first 48 hours, 380,000 people downloaded the app. Early users included city workers, teachers, paramedics.

And Malcolm price, peering at the screens through his glasses, noted: "the community is identity weary. They're ready for a new download."

Clara was leafing through the notebook Ethan had left her one morning when she came across a page. The page title: "Clara's tone of voice."

Underneath were various descriptions:

"she mumbles softly when she sleeps."

"the corners of her eyes crinkle when she smiles."

"she does not shout loudly, but her hands shake when she is angry."

Clara did not shed a tear as she read the page. Because it was hard to cry now. It was replaced by emptiness. There was a tingling inside her. A familiar but undefined feeling.

On the same day, a woman greeted her as she walked out the front door of the house. Clara stopped. The woman's face was unfamiliar, but something was familiar.

"isn't that Clara?" she said. .. Clara, aren't you?"

Clara turned her head. "i think so," she said.

She paused for a moment. "i wanted to help you once. But now i don't remember what i wanted to help you with."

Clara repeated her name as she walked away from the street. "Clara. .. Clara. .."

then she stopped. "what was my last name?"

In the evening Mia and Ethan met again. This time they came with digital data, not a wall map. Mia had analyzed posts on some social media networks. Similar patterns began to emerge in the behavior of users of the beyou app:

The tendency to delete old photos

Stop backing up personal archives

Remove reminder apps

Rapid attachment to new habits

"this app doesn't just help," Mia said. "it also manipulates. It injects ideas into people's voids."

Ethan nodded. "so now people stop being themselves. They're waiting for someone to tell them who they are."

Mia pulled the page with Ethan's missing note out of her bag. She handed it to him.

"this page was found in the library archives. Maybe it's the first piece you ever wrote. If even your memory is being torn up and dragged to a library, then they could be watching you."

Ethan paused for a moment. "who? The person behind the app?"

Mia didn't answer, but a name flashed through her mind. Malcolm price.

That night Ethan wrote it. Mia analyzed it. Clara tried to remember the name.

Malcolm price just wrote these lines on his screen:

"forgetting doesn't just create space. It also gives direction. Cities without memory breed obedient societies."

A new name appeared on the television screens that evening.

Malcolm price.

He wore a light blue shirt and no tie. His smile was measured, but determined. Sitting in front of the camera, he clasped his hands together and fixed his gaze directly on the viewer.

"the beyou app offers you a new way. It is no longer your burden to define who you are. It's not just your memories that make you who you are; it's the orientation you choose."

"come. You don't need to carry your past. The new you is free from the old us."

As the commercial ended, the following sentence slowly appeared on the screen:

"forgetting is liberating. Memories are that chain that strangles you."

At that moment, phones started vibrating in many homes. A new notification from beyou: "today let go of your past. Be you today."

That morning Mia took Ethan to an old research center outside the city. As they drove around the curves of the mountain road, they came to what looked like an old military building. The door opened with a fingerprint and a code. When they entered, there were five people working in front of computer screens. Each one was from a different discipline:

Neurology

Cognitive psychology

Artificial intelligence

Linguistics

Archive research

Mia turned to them. "Ethan could be one of the founders of echonet," she said.

Dr. Anjali suresh, the leader of the group, approached Ethan. "we've been watching you for a while. Your writings match our data."

"i only write so i don't forget," Ethan said.

"and that's why you're valuable," anjali said. "your writing has human parts that the algorithms can't understand. Warmth. Intuition. Loss and connection."

Ethan shoved his hands in his pockets. "but i'm afraid of forgetting, too."

"it's not forgetting," Mia said, "it's what you become when you're forgotten."

At home, Clara tore a page out of Ethan's notebook and put it in front of the window. She looked at it three times during the day. Each time she found a new meaning.

At first glance: "it's a poem Ethan wrote to me."

At second glance: "a note from a doctor to a patient."

On the third glance: "could it be something i wrote myself?"

In the evening she found herself in front of the mirror. "i'm Clara," she said. "Clara. .. What was my last name? What did my mother sound like?" her eyes fell on her reflection in the mirror. But even the reflection was no longer familiar. She looked at it like a shadow.

"i was a good person," she tried to tell herself.

But what was "good"?

And if goodness is forgotten, can it ever be defined again?

While analyzing the source code of the beyou app with Mia and anjali in the echonet lab, Ethan made a striking discovery. The app was categorizing not only what users wanted to remember, but also what they shouldn't remember.

"this caught my attention," Ethan said. "look, there's a module called 'negative memory filter'. It says that the system recommends content to suppress certain traumatic events for the user."

Anjali took off her glasses. "so if people are suffering from remembering something, the app offers a 'new memory' to fill that void."

Ethan swallowed. "so memories. ... Are written. Edited."

Mia squinted. "and people think that fiction is real. Beyou builds identity, not just memory."

Malcolm price sat alone on beyou's central management panel. That night, he was preparing to launch a new campaign.

Campaign name: re: start

Objective: to persuade users to completely erase their previous lives.

New update notes flickered in the corner of the screen:

Suggestion to delete old social media archives

Identity questions related to family ties

Reality revision with "edit" memory option

Journal module: "what should you not remember today?"

Malcolm mumbled the following in front of the screen:

"people want to be molded when they think they are free. Just give them direction. ... They forget who they are anyway."

Mia turned to Ethan.

"time is short. This system is growing. And people are confirming their own erasure."

Ethan tilted his head.

"so what are we going to do?"

Mia answered:

"we find the people who remember. We will collect the writings. And we will show everyone this:

your identity is the sum of what is remembered."

In the echonet lab, the early morning light was replaced by artificial lighting. Sleep was not a luxury in this place, but a threat. In front of giant screens, Ethan, Mia and dr. Anjali suresh were examining beyou user data, watching for anomalies in social media behavior.

Ethan pointed to a striking data set:

"over 100,000 users have deleted old photos in the last 24 hours. Many have removed childhood albums, family videos, even wedding photos."

Mia gritted her teeth. "photos are the tangible form of collective memory. If the visual past is erased, identity is confined to the present."

Anjali spoke: "and the present is shaped by beyou."

Ethan stood up from the chair. "writing is no longer enough. It's not enough to preserve memories. We need to build a community. We need to bring together those who remember."

Mia nodded. "a club. ... But in secret. Because malcolm's app is everywhere. The club can't be digital. It has to be analog."

Anjali smiled. "paper. Pen. Voice. Face to face."

And so it was born:

the rememberers club

his slogan was one sentence:

"if you remember, we still exist."

The first members were chosen quietly. An elderly pianist who was one of Mia's patients. A woman living on the street whom Ethan helped. A young woman who once attended the same yoga class as Clara, but had forgotten her name. Echonet's communications specialist gathered them. The rules were clear:

Conversations will be face-to-face.

No phone or digital recordings.

Each member would receive a "memory book" to preserve his or her memory.

At each meeting, one person would tell a story they remembered.

The meetings were held in the basement of an abandoned theater hall. Dusty seats, broken stage boards and the smell of moldy curtains. ... But every memory created a spark. People were telling each other bits and pieces of the past, and those bits and pieces were turning into new bonds.

And the irony was this:

those who used the beyou app became lonelier, while those who remembered began to come together.

Clara had been carrying the page she tore out of Ethan's notebook in her pocket for days. One morning she woke up and it was gone. She frantically searched the whole house. Closets, books, under pillows. ..

Finally he stopped in front of the mirror. When his eyes met his reflection in the glass, there was a collision: he did not recognize his own reflection.

"my hand. .. This hand doesn't belong to me. .." "my hair. .. Why is it short?""this house. .. Who lives here?"

She let out a scream. But no one heard her.

There was only one photo left hanging on the wall: her and Ethan. But Ethan's face was erased. There was a void in the center of the photo.

Clara sank to the floor. "someone is erasing me," she said, "but why?"

He stood still for a moment, then sat up and looked at the pale reflection in the mirror, a momentary spark lit in the depths of his mind and was quickly extinguished. He took a deep breath and began to mutter.

"whoever erased me must still remember me."

Malcolm faced the entire team at beyou headquarters. New update notes were appearing on the screen. Version: 3. 0. Code name: memtrim
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