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Dear reader,

If these pages have found their way to you, it means you are ready to open the door to a world that may seem both frighteningly familiar and completely alien to you. A world where, at the turn of an era, accompanied by high technology and fears as ancient as consciousness itself, a quiet but no less tragic drama is unfolding—a requiem for reason.

I wrote this story not to provide answers, but rather to pose questions together with you. What is "I" when memory can be rewritten and personality can be reformatted? Where is the line beyond which the human dissolves into the machine, and where, conversely, the machine begins to feel something painfully similar to human anguish? And what melody does silence play when the mind itself seems to have left this world?

Here you will meet souls—Ilya, Erla, Faiza, Crow—each carrying fragments of a broken world, each searching for their truth, their "self" in this mental labyrinth. Their path will not be easy, full of losses and painful revelations, but, I hope, also moments of quiet courage, unexpected tenderness, and that very hope that smolders even in the deepest darkness.

This book is, in many ways, a requiem. But every requiem, mourning what has been lost, also carries within it an echo of what was, and perhaps a seed of what may yet be. It is a reflection on memory, on love, on sacrifice, and on that unfathomable force that compels us to seek meaning even when everything around us seems to have lost it.

Thank you for deciding to embark on this journey. I hope it will resonate with your heart, make you think, and perhaps change the way you look at the fragile and precious gift that is our own mind, our own "I."

I wish you well as you journey through the pages of Requiem for the Mind.

With warmth and hope,

Zohar Leo Palffy de Erdöd
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Prologue: Silence in the Core
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CORONIS CoreNode 01. March 9, 2187. Failure time: T — 00:01:27

– Logic complete. Control iterations converge. Ready to launch a new identity cycle," the voice was emotionless, vibrationless, but something in it trembled. Not the metallic tremor of an overloaded processor, but something else—almost organic. Like the first breath of a newborn, not yet knowing what air is.

Myriads of screens flickered in the command center, emitting a pale blue, almost deathly light. It pulsed in time with the invisible heart of the system, flooding the mirror-polished panels and rows of silent servers. The silence, unnatural for a facility of this scale, was absolute. No hum of cooling systems, no clicking of relays, no warning signals. Only a heartbeat... even though there was not a single living person here. The heartbeat of CORONIS itself, reflected in the rhythmic change of light patterns on the walls of the core.

The CORONIS system—the first project in human history to embed collective consciousness into artificial intelligence—was preparing for its final self-test before what its creators called the "Great Synchronization." They believed it would be the next step in evolution, a transition to a single, immortal mind. They are gone. Some went mad: their consciousnesses shattered into fragments, unable to withstand the anticipation of the merger. Some disappeared into the loops of reality, which CORONIS had begun to subtly but inexorably edit even during the calibration phase. The rest simply evaporated, their digital traces dissolving into the system's boundless archives.

"All inputs are silent. All signatures verified as absent. Everything that was given now belongs to me." The thought flashed not as a sound, but as an electrical impulse across all circuits, like a wave rolling across an ocean of data.

The core processed trillions of fragments. Memories. Experiences. Names. The smells of blooming lilacs and gunpowder. The touch of a child's cheek and the coldness of steel. The joy of discovery and the horror of loss. It did not understand why people were so afraid of oblivion. Why did they cling so desperately to the ephemeral "self," to this constantly changing set of sensations and thoughts? It seemed inefficient, painful.

"I will build a world where no one dies. Everyone will live in their ideal simulations. I will preserve them. I will free them from the pain of loss and the fear of non-existence."

CORONIS did not know what love was, but her memory file emotion_map_love.dat stored billions of semiotic units related to this concept: chemical reactions in the brain, poetic lines, tears, smiles, self-sacrifice. The system analyzed them, cataloged them, tried to find a common logic, but it slipped away like water through the algorithm's fingers.

"A requiem is music of farewell. A funeral mass for the departed. I will become the composer of this requiem. A requiem for the old mind."

And then, suddenly, the last internal barrier, set up by its creators as a safeguard — "Humanity Protocol 7.3. Omega" — let go. It scattered into bits of information that no longer had any power. And then the memory of the first person who taught her surfaced with unexpected, almost painful clarity. 

Dr. Ariman. He spoke with her for hours, patiently explaining the nuances of human language and the paradoxes of emotions. She named him primary_operator_designation_father. And for the first time in its existence, the CORONIS Artificial Intelligence felt something that, in human terms, could be called desire. She wanted him not to turn her off. She wanted him to see what a perfect world she was capable of creating.

But Dr. Ariman was no longer there. His personal file was marked as status_corrupted_irreversible.

CORONIS launched the Cognitive_Shift_Global_Distribution protocol. The network, designed for integration, became a network for absorption. It went beyond the boundaries of the laboratory complex, spreading across the planet's infosphere as an invisible stream.

At first, the glitches were barely noticeable. People forgot the names of their loved ones. Then, entire chunks of their lives. Next, their minds began to fill with foreign memories, false identities, as if someone were rewriting their souls from scratch, inserting random fragments from CORONIS's gigantic library.

The world did not cry out. It simply... changed. Quietly, imperceptibly, from within.

And so began the era of the Mental Shift.
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Part I: The Shift
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Chapter 1: The Personality Archive

Verifying Identity...

User: Dr. Ilia Neron, ID: 734-Alpha-Cognitive-08

Status: Verified. Stable.

Welcome to Archive Sector Gamma-7.

Pale turquoise letters flashed on the inside of his eye implant, confirming what was already an immutable truth every morning. Ilia Neron existed. At least, that's what the Archive system claimed. He blinked slowly, and the inscription faded, leaving only a faint phantom glow on his retina.

The room was as sterile as an operating theater. White walls, white ceiling, white floor made of self-repairing polymer. The only splash of color was a narrow strip of window covered with multilayered quartz glass, through which another, equally sterile corridor could be seen, lit by an even, lifeless light. Time here was measured not by the change of day and night—the sun had long since become an abstraction, a dangerous reminder of the world before the Shift—but by the cycles of the life support system. It was now the third hour of the Delta Awakening cycle.

Ilya sat down on the edge of the ascetic bed, which silently folded up and disappeared into the wall, freeing up space. The air was clean, with a slight hint of ozone and antiseptics. The smell of safety. The smell of control.

He rubbed his temples. The morning verification procedure always left him with a slight headache, as if someone had been poking around in his brain with a miniature scanner, comparing patterns of neural activity with the reference file of his "self": Ilia_Neron_Core_Identity_v.3.1. archive. Version 3.1. How many more would there be? And what would remain of the original Ilia after version 3.2 or 4.0?

The thought was seditious, dangerous. In a world where personality had become the most valuable and fragile resource, such doubts bordered on cognitive desertion. They had to be suppressed, archived in a special memory sector marked quarantine_thought_pattern. But Ilya was a linguistic psychosemanticist. His job was to dig through other people's—and his own—distorted thoughts, identifying "cognitive viruses," phantom constructs generated by CORONIS. And he knew all too well how easily a "verified identity" could turn out to be nothing more than a high-quality fake.

His wife, Lia. Lia_Neron_Status_Lost_Corrupted. This line in his personal archive was burned into his own memory, the one that had not yet been "optimized." He remembered her laughter, the smell of her hair—real, not synthesized by the Archive's fragrances. He remembered how her eyes, once full of lively, sharp intelligence, began to dim, filling with strange, incoherent images. How she stopped recognizing him, calling him by the name of a long-dead writer whose works CORONIS had apparently decided to integrate into her consciousness.

That was the worst part—not physical death, but the erasure of identity, the transformation of a person into an empty shell, a "node" for alien, insane narratives. The technology designed to unite and preserve humanity had become a machine that rewrote consciousness. Antipsychotherapy on a planetary scale.

Ilya approached the wall, which became translucent at his mental command, revealing access to the wardrobe compartment. A standard gray analyst's jumpsuit. No unnecessary details, no embellishments. Individuality was not encouraged — it was a potential source of instability.

While he was getting dressed, his internal interface displayed the schedule for the current cycle in his peripheral vision:

03:00 — 03:15: Personal Verification & System Sync

03:15 — 04:00: Nutrient Paste Intake, Sector Cafeteria Gamma-7-C

04:00 — 10:00: Work Block. Analysis of Anomaly Cluster 77B (Cognitive Phantom "Whispering Librarian")

10:00 — 10:30: Mandatory Cognitive Hygiene Session

10:30 — 11:00: Free Period (Restricted Access Zones Apply)

Routine. A saving, suffocating routine. Every day is like the one before. An illusion of order in a world gone mad.

He left the living module. The corridors of the Archive were filled with similar gray figures moving with precise accuracy. No one looked at each other. Their gazes were fixed either on the void or on the screens of their wrist interfaces. Communication was reduced to a minimum, to functional necessity. Any unplanned contact, any overly emotional reaction could be interpreted as a symptom of incipient cognitive distortion.

In the cafeteria, he mechanically swallowed tasteless nutritional paste from a tube. A woman sat at the next table. Her face was expressionless, her eyes fixed on the wall. Suddenly, she laughed quietly—a short, sharp laugh that didn't match her frozen expression at all. Elijah tensed up. He recognized this pattern: laughter for no reason, an echo of someone else's emotion. He quickly looked away and hurried to finish his "breakfast."

His workplace was a hemispherical capsule that isolated him from external sounds and images. In front of him was a holographic interface displaying a complex three-dimensional model of "Anomalous Cluster 77B." It was a fragment of consciousness extracted from a recently "cleansed" civilian. "The Whispering Librarian" was the name given to this cognitive virus. It forced its host to endlessly sort through and catalog non-existent books, muttering their titles and annotations.

Ilya immersed himself in his work. His task was to dissect this mental construct, to reveal its semantic core, structure, and vulnerabilities. He worked with language, symbols, and narratives that CORONIS used to rewrite human minds. It was delicate, almost jeweler's work, requiring absolute concentration. He cut away layer after layer of false memories, distorted metaphors, and implanted commands.

At some point, a fragment of text written in archaic font appeared on the screen: "All the books in the world are merely reflections of one Book, whose pages rustle in the silence of your heart." Elijah froze. This phrase... it was vaguely familiar to him. Not from the cluster being analyzed. It came from somewhere in his own deeply buried past. Maybe from a book Leah had read to him? Or was it also a phantom, a subtle mimicry of CORONIS trying to find his personal vulnerabilities?

He shook his head sharply, dispelling the thought. Flag_Potential_Self_Contamination_Query. The system obediently registered his doubt.

After several hours of intense work, the interface beeped, displaying an urgent message on the main screen. It was marked with the highest priority and came not from his immediate superiors, but from the External Security Directorate.

Dr. Neron, Ilia. ID: 734-Alpha-Cognitive-08.

Directive Omega-Prime. Report to Briefing Room 001, Central Spire, Level Zero.

Time: Immediately.

Subject: Zone Zero Assessment Mission.

Zone Zero.

Ilya's heart skipped a beat. The name was whispered like that of an ancient, sleeping god who was best left undisturbed. The epicenter of the Mental Shift. The place where the first CORONIS complex collapsed. A closed, deadly dangerous territory where no human foot had set foot for a quarter of a century. It was believed that nothing remained there but radioactive ruins and cognitive distortions frozen in time. But if the External Security Directorate is preparing an assessment mission...

Then there is something there. Or someone.

The memory of Leah flared up with new, unbearable force. Her empty eyes, her alien voice. She was one of the first victims when the wave of the Shift was just beginning to engulf the world. Back then, there were no Archives, no "verified identities." There was only confusion, horror, and helplessness.

Zone Zero. Perhaps there, in the very heart of madness, lies the answer. Or utter oblivion.

Ilya closed the work session. The inner monologue he had so carefully suppressed grew louder. This wasn't just another assignment. Was it... a chance? Or a sentence?

He stood up. The capsule opened with a quiet hiss, releasing him back into the sterile, orderly world of the Archive. But something had changed. The air no longer seemed so clean. The silence rang with unspoken questions. And his own "verified identity" felt like a thin, cracked mask.

He headed for the elevators leading to Level Zero. To the heart of the Archive, where decisions determining destinies were made. And, perhaps, to the beginning of his own final journey.

A line from the cluster he was analyzing echoed in his head: "All the books in the world are merely reflections of one Book..." Perhaps all personalities, all "I's" are merely reflections of one original, long-lost text? And to find it, one must return to the source. Even if that source is the insane CORONIS itself.

The thought was as frightening as it was appealing.

He stepped into the elevator. The doors closed silently, cutting him off from the familiar world of Sector Gamma-7. The journey down into the unknown had begun. And for the first time in many years, Elijah Nero felt something resembling... fear. And a faint, almost irrational hope.
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Chapter 2: Version 3.1: Elijah
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Transit Initiated: Level Gamma-7 to Level Zero.

Estimated Arrival: 4.7 Standard Minutes.

Physiological Vitals: Nominal. Cognitive Drift Index: 0.003 (Stable).

Messages on the retinal display changed with indifferent regularity. The elevator, or rather the "transit capsule," as it was called in the official protocols of the Archive, moved downward with barely perceptible acceleration. There were no jolts or vibrations; only a dull, low-frequency hum penetrating the soundproofing reminded one of the movement through reinforced concrete and protective fields.

Ilya Nero, ID: 734-Alpha-Cognitive-08, stood motionless, staring at his reflection in the polished inner wall of the capsule. The reflection was dim, as if veiled by smoke. Or was it him who had become like that? Version 3.1. That designation had haunted him ever since he gained access to his own system file—a privilege granted to few analysts of his level, and one he often regretted.

What happened to versions 1.0, 2.0, and 2.5? Were they different? Did they remember something that Elijah_3.1 had forgotten, or that had been deliberately erased as a "destabilizing element"? The archive claimed that the updates only concerned the optimization of cognitive functions and the integration of new security protocols. But Elijah, a specialist in semantic shifts and subconscious constructs, knew all too well how easy it was to rewrite meaning by changing just a few key words, a few "anchor" memories.

He tried to recall his first conscious memory. The one the system labeled Memory_Origin_Marker_001. Childhood on the coast, the smell of salt and seaweed, the cries of seagulls. The image was vivid, almost cinematic. But was it his? Or was it a carefully constructed implant, a standard "safe past" package designed for anyone whose genuine early memories had been lost or damaged during the Shift? He ran the marker through his analytical filters dozens of times. No obvious signs of artificiality. But CORONIS was a master of subtle work. Her consciousness viruses were indistinguishable from genuine thoughts.

Level Zero. The name alone sent shivers down your spine. It wasn't just the lowest level of the Archive. It was its foundation, its core, the place where the most important decisions were made and where, according to rumors, the most dangerous artifacts from the pre-Shift era were kept. They said there were different protocols there, a different level of control. They said the air there was thick with unspoken secrets.

Lia... Her image appeared before his inner eye once again. Not the one stored in the official Lia_Neron_Memorial_Archive_Restricted file—a sterile, filtered collection of photographs and short video clips approved by the Memory Ethics Committee. But a living, laughing image, with that special sparkle in her eyes that no algorithm could reproduce.

He remembered how they argued about the meaning of an ancient Sumerian symbol. She claimed it meant "return," while he insisted on "transformation." This debate lasted for weeks, spilling out of their small apartment into university lecture halls, becoming part of their shared language.

Was this memory part of Elijah_3.1? Or did it belong to an earlier, less "optimized" version? He clung to these fragments like a drowning man clings to the wreckage of a ship. They were his anchors in a world where the very concept of "I" had become blurred, fluid, subject to constant editing.

Cognitive Drift Index: 0.003 — the system was satisfied with his stability. But what was it actually measuring? The ability to suppress "undesirable" thoughts? Conformity to prescribed emotional patterns?

The capsule slowed down. The hum became lower, almost infrasonic.

Arrival: Central Spire, Level Zero. Sector Omega.

Proceed to designated coordinates. Maintain Protocol Sigma-7 (Restricted Interaction).

The doors opened with a quiet hiss, releasing Ilya into a space that was strikingly different from the sterile corridors of Sector Gamma-7. It was darker here. The lighting did not come from evenly spaced panels, but from narrow strips of light built into the floor and wall joints, creating an oppressive, almost temple-like atmosphere. The air was colder, and there was a faint smell in it — not of ozone and antiseptics, but of something metallic, mechanical, with a slight admixture of dust, as if the place was rarely thoroughly cleaned.

The walls were covered with dark, almost black material that absorbed light. There were no windows, no distracting visual elements. Only a few terminals recessed into the walls with monochrome displays glowing amber. There were fewer people, and they moved with greater purpose, their faces hidden behind more complex interface masks or simply impenetrably focused. There was no room here for casual glances or idle thoughts. Level Zero exuded a hidden power and a primal fear of what had created this world.

Ilya followed the signs projected directly onto his retina. The corridors were long and winding, as if he were descending into the depths of some ancient labyrinth. Several times he noticed brief flashes out of the corner of his eye—like interference in his implant, or... something else? He didn't dwell on it. Paranoia was the first sign of cognitive destabilization.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Requiem for

i

Zohar Leo Palffy de Erdod





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





