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    To Sir Isaac Newton.

I am sorry for what they did to your laws.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The First Law of Thermodynamics states that energy cannot be created or destroyed. The First Law of Nawiat states that budget cannot be created, only converted into meetings, warmth, and sound—but never work."

— Attributed to the "Lost Engineering Manual" of the Eastern Flood Barrier

      

    


​​NAWIAT: WHERE PHYSICS TAKES A PERMANENT VACATION

​​A Survival Guide to the Thermodynamics of Mediocrity





By Professor Jung



​

Praise for Nawiat



"This is a dangerous book. The author clearly doesn't understand 'ethics' or 'being human.'"

— Chia, Former Water Bureau Director




"Nonsense! My dissertation has no typos! That's called fuzzy logic!"

— Eloha Ush, Water Bureau Commissioner




"Is this content encrypted? If not, it's garbage."

— Nivek Kevin, Digital Flood Prevention Master




"Fascinating."

— Reviewer #1







WARNING: This book contains themes of bureaucratic entropy, organizational decay, and the systematic violation of physical laws through administrative fiat. Reader discretion is advised for those currently employed in government agencies or large institutions.

© 2025 Professor Jung

All rights reserved. 

Published by University of the Nawiat Press
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This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental and attributable to the universal nature of the phenomena described herein.

​

​Author's Preface: The Curse of the Ush Family

This is a story about choices.

The main character in this story, Eloha Ush, shares the same surname as me, and even has a similar etymological origin for his English name. In some parallel timeline, he might be me, or perhaps a distant cousin from my family who took a wrong turn.

We share the same DNA, yet we walked drastically different paths.

He chose chicken legs and power. He chose to let his soul bend before the laws of physics.

I chose to be an Observer, to document all of this.

If the reader finds similarities between the characters in this book and real people, it is not a coincidence—it is because "the faces of greed are always strikingly similar."

This is not an indictment of a specific individual. This is a soul capture of the Ush Family (and all Nawiatians).

The Question of DNA

My brother and I came from the same womb. We were fed the same milk, raised in the same house, subjected to the same pressures. Our parents' values were clear: Survive. Adapt. Don't make waves.

But at some point—perhaps it was during university, perhaps earlier—our paths diverged.

I chose friction. I chose to be the grain of sand that slows the machine.

Eloha chose lubrication. He chose to be the oil that keeps the gears of corruption spinning smoothly.

The question that has haunted me for decades is this: Was this choice inevitable, or was it random?

If you rewind the tape of our lives and press play again, would the same brother become the parasite, and the same brother become the observer? Or would we switch roles?

I don't know.

What I do know is that every family has an Eloha. Every organization has a Nivek. Every bureaucracy has a Chia.

And if you think your family, your company, your government is immune—then you are not paying attention.

Why I Wrote This

I wrote this book because I could not stay silent.

For twenty years, I watched as the water rose. I watched as the data was deleted. I watched as the reports were falsified, the budgets embezzled, the responsibility evaporated.

I watched my brother grow fat on lies while the people drowned.

And I documented it.

This book is not revenge. Revenge would require that the guilty suffer, and in this story, the guilty thrive. This book is a testimony—a record for some future archaeologist who will dig through the ruins of Nawiat and ask: "What happened here? Why did they let it collapse?"

The answer is in these pages.

A Note on Universality

I need to be clear: Nawiat is everywhere.

It is not a specific island. It is every island. It is every city, every bureau, every institution where the laws of physics are negotiable and the laws of thermodynamics can be overruled by a director's signature.

If you read this book and think, "This reminds me of my workplace," that is not because I am writing about your workplace. It is because entropy is universal.

The second law of thermodynamics applies to closed systems everywhere. And every bureaucracy is a closed system, slowly marching toward maximum disorder.

The only question is: how long before the heat death?

Professor Jung

(On the Southern Breakwater of Nawiat Island)

December 2025

​

​Acknowledgements: To the Closed System of Nawiat

The completion of this research (and this book) is entirely dependent on Nawiat Island, this peculiar thermodynamic closed system. Without this place providing boundary conditions that violate common sense, I would not have been able to observe such rich and astonishing phenomena of physical collapse.

Here, I must extend my deepest (negative) gratitude to the following key individuals and institutions:

To Subject E (Eloha Ush):

Thank you, my brother.

It was you who demonstrated, through your body (and that torn suit), the physical limits of greed. You are the most stable entropy source in this study, and the most perfect specimen of parasitism.

Although you stole my flood simulation parameters and swindled my savings, you taught me that "shamelessness is an incredibly powerful survival force field."

Without your betrayal, I might still be a naive scientist who believes in family.

To Director Chia:

Thank you for teaching me the "Chia Constant" (μ_Chia = 30%).

You showed me that in Nawiat, friction does not just generate heat—it generates profit.

Thank you for kicking me out of countless meetings. That action allowed me to stand outside the door and see the full picture of this asylum.

To Nivek Kevin:

Thank you for demonstrating the art of encryption.

Your system of 99% accuracy inspired me to rethink probability theory.

Thank you for proving that "source code" is more binding than the law. This inspired many chapters regarding information monopolies.

To Professor Wol:

Thank you for that lobster you cracked open at the oral defense.

That crunch was the turning point of my academic career, allowing me to see the true pricing of knowledge.

Thank you for inventing "The Physics of Borders," showing me how academic authority can make gravitational acceleration bend to its will.

To the Water Bureau (WB):

Thank you for providing the open data on "Dry Areas" and "Mosaic Grids."

These precious datasets serve as the core evidence for falsification in this study.

Thank you for turning Nawiat into a giant laboratory, even if the cost was the submersion of an entire city.

To the Silent Accomplices:

Thank you to the scholars who nodded like bobbleheads in meetings, the young engineers who helped massage the data, and the media who only cared about the visuals.

You are the perfect medium, allowing lies to propagate with zero resistance.

Finally, to Physics:

You are the only entity on this island that does not take kickbacks, does not care about the Director's mood, and does not change your principles just because you were fed a lobster dinner.

You were the only sobering agent in this long nightmare.
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Professor Jung
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​WARNING: Restrictions on Imagination Usage




This book is a work of fiction.

The location of the story, Nawiat, is a non-existent island. Readers must ABSOLUTELY NOT attempt to overlay its map onto any real-world island. Furthermore, do not attempt to search for the reverse spelling of the island's name.

We strongly advise the reader:




	All phonetic combinations and character arrangements in this work were generated by random algorithms. Any associations produced by the reader are merely the brain's over-interpretation of pattern recognition. Do not attempt to spell the characters' names backwards.


	Do not compare behaviors described in the book—such as "hand-altering business cards," "unit conversion errors," or "manspreading"—with any specific supervisors or relatives you know in real life.

	Do not believe the rumor that "reality is stranger than fiction."




If, during the reading process, the face of a real person constantly floats into your mind, that is purely an unfortunate quantum entanglement between your brainwaves and this book, and has nothing to do with the author.



The Most Important Warning

Finally, and most importantly: Please do not rush to judge Eloha or Noraa.

In fact, inside each of us, there lives an Eloha.

He is the voice that whispers, "It's okay to take one more free donut," when you see the catering table.

He is the voice that says, "Blame someone else first—blame the software, blame the environment," when you make a mistake.

He is the voice that tempts you to "slightly alter your business card, slightly exaggerate your resume," when you crave success.

Eloha, and all the characters in this book, are not a single person.

They are a composite of dozens of personality traits the author has observed in the workplace.

They are a type of entropy.

They are the voice inside each of us—the greedy, vain voice that seeks the "path of least resistance" to wealth without effort.

​

A Warning to the Reader

So when you laugh at Eloha's manspreading or his broken English, please remain vigilant.

Because if you're not careful, the Eloha inside you might wake up at any moment and turn you into the next A-hole.

Please stay calm.

Do not self-insert.

Do not search the author's family tree.

Professor Jung cares about your imaginative health—and also cares about the entropy value inside your heart.
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​PART I: THE LAWS OF PARASITISM
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​​



LOAD_CHAPTER_01: 

The Worm and His Chopsticks



I woke up in my office, still holding the business card I had just received.

It was a high-quality card with thick cardstock and a gold-embossed border. On it was printed a line of eye-catching text:

Eloha Ush

Deputy Director

Nawiat Water Bureau, Flood Prevention Division

But something was wrong.

I looked closer.

Someone had taken a ballpoint pen and, with the steady hand of a surgeon, scratched out "Deputy" and written above it, in tiny, cramped handwriting: "Senior".

The amendment was so precise, so deliberate, that it looked almost official. But the ink was a different shade of blue. The word "Senior" hovered above "Deputy" like a fraudulent halo.

I flipped the card over.

On the back, someone had also added, in the same handwriting:

"PhD (pending)"

This was my brother.

Or rather, this was the biological entity that shared my parents' genetic code.

But taxonomically speaking, we belonged to different phyla.

I was a vertebrate. Eloha was an annelid—a ringed worm designed for soil displacement and digestion.

The proof was in his eating habits.

​

The Golden Harbor Restaurant

We were sitting in The Golden Harbor, a restaurant favored by mid-level bureaucrats because it served food that was heavy on sauce and light on questions.

The table was covered in a plastic red cloth, sticky with the residue of a thousand previous deals. In the center sat the centerpiece: a massive, steaming bowl of "Happy Family Stew"—a thick, gelatinous sludge containing mysterious seafood, pork knuckles, and vegetables boiled beyond recognition.

"The problem with your department," Eloha said, his mouth full, "is that you don't understand flow dynamics."

He wasn't talking about water. He was talking about budget.

Eloha held his personal chopsticks—the plastic ivory kind, stained yellow at the tips from years of curry and turmeric. He did not reach for the communal serving spoon.

In Nawiat, the serving spoon is a symbol of weakness, a tool for those who wait their turn.

Eloha didn't wait.

The Extraction

He plunged his personal chopsticks, glistening with his own saliva, deep into the communal stew.

"You see," he continued, stirring the depths of the bowl like a witch brewing a curse, "you submit a proposal for flood prevention. You ask for X amount. That's amateur hour. You need to ask for 3X, knowing the Director will cut it to 1.5X, and you'll spend 0.5X on the actual project."

Slurp.

He skillfully navigated his chopsticks through the murky broth, bypassing the cheap cabbage, ignoring the tofu, and locating the single, prized abalone hidden at the bottom.

"And the remaining X?" I asked, watching the abalone rise from the deep, clamped firmly in his jaws.

"Friction costs," Eloha said, popping the shellfish into his mouth whole.

He didn't chew. He engulfed.

"Administrative lubrication. It's physics, Hanoj. Nothing moves without overcoming friction."

I looked at the bowl.

The surface of the stew was now rippling with an oily sheen, contaminated by the enzymes of his greed.

The other diners at the table—two junior engineers and a nervous contractor—stared at the soup. They knew.

That soup was now Eloha's territory.

To eat from it was to drink his bathwater.

"You are disgusting," I said quietly.

"I am efficient," he corrected, wiping a smear of brown sauce from his chin with his sleeve. "I identify the resource. I extract the resource. I leave the waste for the ecosystem."

He gestured at the bowl.

"This is how nature works, Hanoj. The worm doesn't wait for the plant to grow. The worm eats the roots. The worm is the roots."

​

The Philosophy of the Parasite

Eloha leaned back in his chair, which groaned under his weight. He was wearing a suit that was two sizes too small, a relic from his thinner days. The buttons strained against the fabric like dam walls holding back a flood.

"You know your problem?" he said, pointing a chopstick at me. "You think the world is a closed system. Energy in, energy out. Conservation of mass. All that textbook nonsense."

He tapped his temple.

"But the real world is an open system. Energy flows from the stupid to the smart. From the naïve to the opportunistic. From the government budget to my pocket."

He smiled, revealing a shred of pork fat lodged between his front teeth.

"And the beautiful thing? The system doesn't collapse. It just... recalibrates. The engineers like you do the work, the contractors like him"—he gestured at the nervous man across the table—"take the risk, and middlemen like me collect the coordination fee."

"That's not coordination," I said. "That's parasitism."

"Parasitism?" Eloha laughed, a wet, phlegmy sound. "Hanoj, parasitism is a survival strategy. The tapeworm doesn't apologize to the intestine. It just absorbs nutrients and reproduces."

He leaned forward, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper.

"You want to know the secret to success in Nawiat?"

I didn't answer.

"Don't be the intestine. Be the worm."

The Final Contamination

He reached into the bowl one last time.

This time, he extracted a piece of the prized sea cucumber—slippery, gelatinous, expensive. He held it up to the light, examining it like a jeweler appraising a diamond.

Then he bit into it.

The sound was obscene. A wet, slurping schlorp that echoed across the table.

The junior engineers looked away. The contractor turned pale.

I felt something inside me break.

Not anger. Not disgust.

Just a cold, clinical understanding.

My brother was not evil.

He was simply following the second law of thermodynamics.

In a closed system, entropy always increases. Order decays into disorder. Energy disperses from concentrated to diffuse.

And in Nawiat, Eloha was the entropy.

He was the heat death, slowly spreading through the bureaucracy, turning every organized effort into waste heat and embezzled funds.

I stood up.

"Where are you going?" Eloha asked, genuinely surprised. "We haven't even ordered dessert."

"I'm leaving," I said.

"But I haven't told you about the Dignity Canal project yet! There's a consulting fee. 30% for you, if you sign off on the hydrology report."

I looked at him.

For a moment, I saw not my brother, but a creature. A biological machine optimized for one thing: extraction.

"Keep the 30%," I said. "I'm not hungry."

As I walked out of The Golden Harbor, I could hear Eloha behind me, calling out:

"Hanoj! You're too rigid! You'll never survive in this system!"

He was right.

But I was going to try anyway.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​【TSP​[1] Observation Record #001】
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Subject: Micro-Parasitism

Observer: Prof. Jung

Location: The Golden Harbor Restaurant

Date: [REDACTED]

Definition

In thermodynamic systems, this is a special energy dissipation structure. The individual does not possess the ability to capture external energy (such as hunting or production); its survival strategy depends entirely on attachment to the host's root system.

Characteristics

1. The One-Way Valve

Resource input: [image: ]

Responsibility output: [image: ]

The subject functions as a check valve in fluid dynamics. Energy (budget, food, credit) flows in one direction only. There is no backflow of accountability.

2. The Biting Effect

Like the worm in the Book of Jonah, its destructive power lies not in its size, but in its precision cutting of critical supply lines (financial chains).

The subject identifies high-value resources (abalone, budget line items) with unerring accuracy and extracts them with surgical efficiency.

The Phenomenon Observed

Standard thermodynamic laws suggest that in a communal mixture (the stew), entropy increases over time. Ingredients become mixed, temperature drops, and the system moves toward equilibrium.

However, Subject E (Eloha) functions as a biological Maxwell's Demon.

The Process:


	
Selection Mechanism: Subject E uses a probe (chopsticks) to scan the liquid medium.

	
Sorting Process: He selectively identifies high-value particles (abalone, scallops) vs. low-value particles (cabbage, broth).

	
Extraction: He removes high-value particles with 100% efficiency, leaving low-value particles for other observers.

	
Contamination: By introducing his own biological agents (saliva) into the system, he renders the remaining mass "medically hazardous" to competitors, effectively securing a monopoly on the resource without needing to consume it all immediately.



Theoretical Conclusion: The Law of Micro-Parasitism

In the Nawiat Bureaucracy, the most successful organism is not the one who hunts, but the one who filters.

The subject does not generate energy (he did not pay for the meal). He acts as a Local Heat Sink, absorbing all available enthalpy (joy/value) from the system, leaving the surroundings at absolute zero (the bill, the resentment, the empty bowl).

Mathematical Formulation

The energy extracted by Subject E can be expressed as:

[image: ]

Since [image: ], the energy extracted approaches infinity.

Comparison to Classical Physics



	Classical Thermodynamics

	Eloha's Thermodynamics





	Entropy always increases

	Entropy increases for others




	Energy is conserved

	Energy is redirected to Eloha




	Heat flows from hot to cold

	Resources flow from communal to personal chopsticks




	Closed systems reach equilibrium

	Eloha prevents equilibrium by continuous extraction






Ecological Impact

In a healthy ecosystem, parasites are kept in check by:


	
Host immune response (firing the employee)

	
Resource scarcity (budget cuts)

	
Predation (audits, investigations)



In Nawiat, none of these mechanisms function.

Why?

Because Subject E has evolved a camouflage mechanism: he positions himself as necessary. He is the "coordinator," the "bridge," the "facilitator."

To remove him would be to admit the system is broken.

So he persists.

And the entropy spreads.

Predictions

Based on this observation, I predict:


	Subject E will continue to gain mass (both physical and political).

	The communal resources (budget, goodwill, competence) will be depleted.

	The system will not collapse suddenly but will undergo slow degradation toward a state of maximum disorder.

	When the final collapse comes, Subject E will have already secured an exit (retirement, golden parachute, fake PhD).



Observer's Note

Watching my brother eat is like watching a time-lapse video of civilizational decay.

It starts with one chopstick in the soup.

It ends with the whole bowl contaminated.

And everyone too disgusted to eat.

Status: Ongoing observation

Risk Level: High

Recommended Action: Document and prepare for heat death



— Prof. Jung

Thermodynamic and Moral Observatory (TSP)
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​📂 Case File 01: Onomastics of the Mirror
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CLASSIFICATION: EYES ONLY

From: Professor Jung

To: The Reader

Subject: The "Inversion Protocol"

Before we proceed further into this swamp, I must entrust you with the Rosetta Stone of this island.

Nawiat is not a normal place. It is a chiral universe—a mirror image of reality. Here, logic is reversed, right is left, and up is usually sideways.

To understand the true nature of the people you will meet, you must not look at them directly.

You must look at them through a mirror.

Or, more simply: Read their names backwards.

1. The Geography

NAWIAT ↔ T●●●AN

(Redacted. Let's just say it is an island famous for semiconductors and bubble tea.)

In Nawiat, the "Laws of Physics" are merely "Suggestions of Physics."

2. The Protagonist

HANOJ ↔ JONAH

Biblical Reference: The reluctant prophet swallowed by a whale.

Hanoj is trapped in the belly of the beast (the bureaucracy). He wants to get out, but the digestion process is slow. The beast is not digesting him to absorb nutrients; it is digesting him to neutralize him, to break down his inconvenient truths into harmless waste.

Like Jonah, Hanoj is sent to warn a city (Nawiat) of its impending doom. Like Jonah, he does not want to go. And like Jonah, he finds that the people do not want to be warned.

3. The Antagonist

ELOHA ↔ A-HOLE

Definition: A slang term for the anal sphincter; metaphorically, a contemptible or annoying person.

Note: This is not an insult; it is a biological classification.

Eloha is the "exit point" of the system. He is where all the waste, corruption, and digested dreams are expelled. He is essential to the system's functioning (every system needs to expel waste), but you wouldn't want to have dinner with him.

In Hebrew, "Eloha" (אֱלוֹהַּ) is actually a name for God, meaning "deity" or "mighty one." The irony is deliberate. Eloha Ush sees himself as a god—a creator, a force of nature. But reversed, he is simply an orifice through which the system defecates.

4. The Brother

Noraa ↔ AARON

Biblical Reference: The brother of Moses. The one who stayed in Egypt while Moses went to the mountain.

Noraa is the brother who made different choices. While Hanoj became the observer, Noraa became... something else. His story comes later. But know this: Aaron was the one who built the Golden Calf when Moses was away.

Noraa built his own idols.

5. The IT Gatekeeper

NIVEK ↔ KEVIN

KEVIN is the most common name for IT support staff in the Anglophone world (reference: every 1990s sitcom about tech support).

Reversed, Nivek is the anti-Kevin. He does not fix your computer. He encrypts your computer. He does not support the system. He holds the system hostage.

Kevin helps. Nivek extracts rent.

6. The Director

CHIA ↔ AIHC

The name "Chia" is a homophone for the Chia seed—a superfood that absorbs liquid and expands to many times its original size.

Director Chia absorbs budget and expands.

Reversed, "Aihc" sounds like "ache"—the persistent pain of dealing with bureaucracy.

Fitting.

7. The Professor

WOL ↔ LOW

LOW refers to his standards.

Professor Wol's academic standards are subterranean. He is the dean of the engineering college, and his primary engineering achievement is the construction of a barrier—not against floods, but against competence.

He ensures that only the mediocre pass through. The brilliant are filtered out. The obedient are promoted.

In Nawiat, WOL sets the bar, and the bar is always LOW.

Why This Matters

You might think this is a clever literary trick—a bit of wordplay to amuse the reader.

It is not.

The mirror-naming is a diagnostic tool.

When you meet someone in your own life—your own workplace, your own government—and you feel a strange sense of déjà vu, a creeping recognition that "this person is just like Eloha," stop.

Reverse their name in your mind.

Ask yourself: "What is this person's true function in the system?"

Are they a creator, or an orifice?

Are they building, or expelling?

Are they elevating standards, or lowering them?

The mirror does not lie.

It just reverses.

And sometimes, reversal reveals the truth.



— Prof. Jung

Semiotics Division, TSP



​
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LOAD_CHAPTER_02: 

The Limits of Surface Tension
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The suit was a crime against physics.

It was a three-piece ensemble in charcoal gray, purchased sometime around 2005 when Eloha was still metabolically optimistic. Back then, it fit. The jacket hung properly on his shoulders. The pants had a clean line. The vest lay flat against his abdomen.

Now, in 2024, the suit was a hostage situation.

The fabric stretched across Eloha's torso like a tarp over a poorly secured load. The buttons were not fasteners; they were structural members, load-bearing elements in a system under catastrophic stress.

I was looking at the middle button of his vest.

It was rotating.

The Physics of Denial

We were in a meeting. Director Chia was at the head of the table, nodding with metronomic precision. Nivek was in the corner, headphones on, supposedly taking notes but actually watching a YouTube video about cryptocurrency.

And Eloha was standing.

Not sitting—standing.

He had developed a theory over the years that standing during presentations projected authority. What it actually projected was surface area. He stood with his legs wide apart, his hands on his hips, his chest thrust forward.

This was not confidence. This was load distribution.

By widening his stance, he reduced the bending moment on his lumbar spine. By puffing out his chest, he shifted the center of gravity forward, reducing the compressive stress on the lower back.

It was biomechanical engineering applied to ego.

The Button Under Stress

The middle button was the weakest link.

It was a four-hole button, sewn on with standard polyester thread. According to my quick mental calculation:


	
Internal Pressure (P): Generated by lunch (a buffet featuring fried chicken, three servings of rice, and a cream puff) plus ego.

	
Radius (r): Approximately 60 cm (the radius of his midsection).

	
Fabric Thickness (t): Cheap polyester blend, approximately 0.8 mm.



The hoop stress could be calculated as:

[image: ]

The thread was rated for maybe 40 Newtons of tensile force.

Eloha's belly was generating at least 200.

I watched the button.

It had rotated forty-five degrees since the meeting started. One of the four attachment points had already failed. I could see the snapped thread, a tiny white filament curling away from the fabric like a surrender flag.

Three threads remained.

The Manspreading Maneuver

"As I was saying," Eloha continued, gesturing broadly, "the issue is not the flood. The issue is public perception of the flood."

He turned to face the projector screen, widening his stance further.

The button rotated another ten degrees.

Two threads left.

"If we can control the narrative," Eloha said, "we can control the reality. The water doesn't matter. The data doesn't matter. What matters is the PowerPoint."

He clicked to the next slide.

It was a bar chart. The bars were color-coded in a gradient from green (good) to red (bad). All the bars were green.

"You see?" Eloha said, pointing with a laser pointer that shook slightly in his hand. "No red. No problem."

"But the West District is underwater," I said.

Eloha turned to look at me.

The sudden rotation introduced a torsional load.

The button twisted.

One more thread snapped.

The Final Thread

"Hanoj," Eloha said, his voice tight. "I think you should sit down."

"Why? Are you intimidated by my stance?" He puffed out his chest.

The button rotated another fifteen degrees.

One thread left.

It was a 100% polyester thread, diameter approximately 0.3 mm, tensile strength maybe 15 Newtons.

It was holding back the entire gravitational potential of Eloha's torso.

"No," I said. "I'm just worried about collateral damage."

"Collateral—what?"

The button let out a faint ping.

The Event

It happened in slow motion.

The final thread snapped.

The button, suddenly free, launched itself across the conference room at approximately 8 meters per second.

It ricocheted off the whiteboard.

It bounced off Director Chia's coffee mug.

It landed in Nivek's iced latte with a soft plop.

Nivek didn't even look up. He just fished it out with a spoon and placed it on a napkin.

Eloha looked down at his vest.

There was now a hole where the button used to be. Through the hole, you could see his shirt. And through a gap in his shirt, you could see skin.

Pale, stretch-marked skin.

The horror was not the skin itself.

The horror was that Eloha seemed genuinely surprised.

"Huh," he said, poking the hole with his finger. "Must've been a defective button."

The Denial Paradox

Director Chia coughed.

"Perhaps we should take a five-minute break," Chia said, his smooth voice betraying no emotion. "Eloha, you might want to... adjust."

"Adjust what?" Eloha said, still standing with his legs apart, hands on hips, the hole in his vest gaping like a wound.

"Your... presentation," Chia said delicately.

Eloha looked down again.

Then, in a move that defied all reason, he pulled his vest tighter and re-buttoned the top button.

As if that would help.

As if denial could generate tensile strength.

I stood up and walked out of the room.

Behind me, I could hear Eloha resuming his presentation:

"As I was saying, the real issue is public perception..."

The fabric groaned.

Somewhere, another thread began to fray.
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​【TSP Observation Record #002】
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Subject: The Ush-Suit Paradox (Hoop Stress in Bureaucratic Materials)

Observer: Prof. Jung

Location: Director's Office, Conference Room A

Date: [REDACTED]

Background

Subject E (Eloha) insists on wearing a garment sized for [image: ], despite currently possessing [image: ].

This creates a closed system under extreme pressure, governed by the Law of Hoop Stress.

Theoretical Framework

In mechanical engineering, hoop stress (also called circumferential stress) occurs in cylindrical pressure vessels. The stress in the material is given by:

[image: ]

Where:


	
[image: ] = Internal Pressure (generated by lunch + ego)

	
[image: ] = Radius of the pressurized cylinder (belly)

	
[image: ] = Thickness of the containment material (cheap polyester fabric)



Observed Parameters

Internal Pressure (P)

The internal pressure is generated by multiple sources:


	
Gastric Pressure: From buffet lunch (estimated 3,500 calories) 
	Fried chicken: 3 pieces

	White rice: 3 servings

	Cream puff: 1 large

	Bubble tea: 700ml with extra tapioca pearls





	
Ego Pressure: From need to project authority while standing 
	Chest inflation: +15% volume

	Diaphragm tension: elevated

	Psychological need to "look big": immeasurable







Estimated total pressure: [image: ] kPa (well above fabric rating of 2 kPa)

Radius (r)


	Measured radius of Subject E's midsection: [image: ] m

	This represents a 140% increase from 2005 baseline ([image: ] m)

	Growth rate: approximately 0.8 cm/year (exponential in recent years)



Fabric Thickness (t)


	Material: 65% polyester, 35% rayon blend

	Measured thickness: [image: ] mm

	Tensile strength: ~40 MPa (new condition)

	Current condition: degraded due to repeated stress cycling

	Actual strength: ~15 MPa (estimate)



Calculated Hoop Stress

[image: ]

This is 72% of the fabric's rated strength in new condition, and approaching 100% of its degraded strength.

The Paradox

According to classical physics, the material should have catastrophically failed years ago ("The Rip"). 

However, the system remains stable—not indefinitely, but for far longer than predicted.

Why?

This stability is not due to the strength of the thread, but due to "Bureaucratic Surface Tension."

The suit holds together because it knows that if it bursts, the illusion of authority bursts with it.

Bureaucratic Surface Tension Theory

In fluid dynamics, surface tension is the elastic tendency of a fluid surface. Molecules at the surface are pulled inward by cohesive forces.

In Nawiat bureaucracy, Bureaucratic Surface Tension is the social force that holds together a failing system:

[image: ]

Where:


	
[image: ] = proportionality constant (very high in Nawiat)

	Denial = psychological refusal to acknowledge reality

	Social Embarrassment = collective desire to avoid "the scene"



Everyone in the room knows the button is about to fail. Everyone sees the fabric straining. But to acknowledge it would be to acknowledge that the emperor has no clothes (or more accurately, clothes that don't fit).

So the surface tension holds. The collective delusion becomes a physical force.

The Button as Singularity

The middle button acts as a gravitational singularity—a point where normal physics breaks down.

It contains:


	All the unspoken truths of the department

	All the suppressed criticisms

	All the awkward silences



The button is a Schwarzschild Radius for dignity.

If it fails, the release of potential energy (kinetic velocity of the button projectile) combined with the release of social awkwardness (exposure of flesh) would create a shockwave sufficient to shatter Director Chia's fragile equilibrium.

Mathematical Model of Button Failure

The button is attached by four threads. Each thread has:


	Diameter: [image: ] mm

	Tensile strength: [image: ] N (per thread)

	Total capacity: [image: ] N



The force exerted on the button assembly:

[image: ]

Where [image: ] is the area of fabric attempting to separate at the button point.

Current force: [image: ] N

Result: The system is operating at 117% of rated capacity.

Observed Failure Mechanism

During the observation period, failure occurred in stages:

Stage 1: Thread Rotation (t = 0 min)


	Button rotates 45° due to differential stress

	First thread snaps: acoustic signature = faint ping


	Remaining threads: 3



Stage 2: Load Redistribution (t = 12 min)


	Load redistributed to remaining threads

	Each thread now carries 23.3 N (155% of rated capacity)

	Second thread begins to fray



Stage 3: Catastrophic Failure (t = 18 min)


	Subject performs sudden rotational movement (turning to face questioner)

	Torsional load introduced

	Second thread fails

	Third thread fails 0.3 seconds later

	Final thread fails

	Button achieves escape velocity



Stage 4: Projectile Motion


	Initial velocity: [image: ] m/s

	Trajectory: parabolic

	Impact: Director's coffee mug, then Nivek's iced latte

	Final resting place: napkin (salvaged by Nivek)
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