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Author’s Note
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“Seek help” and “Just take your medications.” Those are the words I hear when I try to speak my mind, especially when I share my thoughts on human nature. But in this world of paradoxes and logical inconsistencies, one can’t help but wonder at the artistic symphony performed by the collective material creature we call human society.

Family, friendship, love, heartbreak—these are considered the condiments of life. Yet I can’t ignore the larger picture, one that could be summed up in a single word: illusion.

Despite the absurdity and inherent meaninglessness of everyday social interaction, one cannot deny the hideous, yet beautiful stories written by each individual act. From a dramatic point of view, perhaps humans are—if nothing else—endlessly interesting.
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Chapter 1 
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“Should I taste death, or live through this cigarette?”

Every morning starts with a cigarette and a question: death or life? Today, life—or at least my phone—waits first.
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What do I feel now?

Mainly confusion—and that familiar bitterness that follows rejection.

As I sat there trying to capture the sensation, just to remind myself that I am still human, I couldn’t resist the pull of contemplation.

My eyes wandered across my college dorm—the sterile walls, the precise symmetry; the furniture arranged for sanity and productivity. Everything so deliberately designed by some intelligent engineer for the sake of “student wellbeing.”

And yet, paradoxically—like everything else—once you grasp the underlying logic behind it all, it becomes dim, colorless, and ultimately meaningless.

A knock on the door.

It was Franz, I guess—my friend, or at least that’s how he considers himself.

“Hey, are you busy?” he asked, stepping inside without waiting for an answer.

For a moment, I just watched him.

It’s strange how humans cling to words—to names, titles, and definitions—as if language could preserve meaning.

We give names to everything: love, sorrow, friendship, even the silence between words.

We label people to make them easier to carry in our minds, like boxes stacked neatly in an attic.

Maybe it’s because we think we’re special. You can notice the pattern: we only name what we believe matters—important events, countries, pets—and label the people who define our lives: president, professor, parent, friend, lover.

He sat on the edge of my bed, his shoulders heavy, his eyes refusing to meet mine.

I didn’t ask what was wrong—I couldn’t care less. If he had a problem, it belonged to the past; and if something was coming, why worry now?

When he finally did speak, his words came out slow and fragile, like something breaking:

“My father died yesterday.”

He said it almost with hesitation, like a child confessing something shameful.

I didn’t answer. I didn’t intend to—and social convention dictates silence in moments of what they call “grief.”

He looked at me, expecting, as always, some reaction.

“I mean... I didn’t even like him,” he went on, his voice trembling slightly. “He was cold, judgmental, always had something to say about how I lived. I used to wish he’d just disappear.”

He laughed once—a dry, nervous sound. “And now he did.”

I could see the conflict in him—the way grief and hatred danced together somewhere between heart and mind. Humans call that love. They can’t distinguish between attachment and habit. They hate the things that shape them, and when those things vanish, they feel hollow.

He rubbed his hands together, staring at the floor. “You ever feel like everyone around you is moving ahead, and you’re just... stuck?” He said suddenly. “Like you’re living inside your own shadow.”

There it was again—the subtle envy, disguised as self-pity. Franz hated the sight of happiness in others; sometimes he even admitted it. Not because he lacked it, but because he saw in them a reflection of what he could never become.

“I don’t know,” he smiled halfway through the sentence, but the smile dissolved before it reached his eyes. “You’re lucky, though. You don’t feel things the way I do.”

He kept talking, circling around his own pain. His father’s death was supposed to be the subject, yet every sentence—every tear, every sound—bent back toward himself: his loneliness, his stagnation, his shadow.

Grief always disguises itself as love. We mourn not for the dead, but for the hollow they leave in our lives. The loss is never theirs; it’s always ours.

We cry not because they cease to exist, but because they take a fragment of our own story with them. The ego weeps for its missing reflection.

Perhaps that’s what makes death so unbearable—not its mystery, but its indifference. The world continues to move; people still laugh, breathe, eat—and we hate that, because for a brief moment, we believed our sorrow mattered. We believed that we mattered.

He sat there, waiting for something—a word, a gesture, a sign of shared humanity, or perhaps just attention.

“I’m sorry for your loss,” I said at last.

He didn’t cry. Instead, he smiled faintly, almost grateful—like someone relieved to be seen, even through indifference.

“Thanks,” he murmured.

The silence that followed wasn’t heavy; it was almost comfortable, like two people staring at the same nothingness from different sides of a mirror.

“Let’s get out,” he said suddenly. “I need some air.”

We walked without direction. The city felt loud, as usual. The corridors, the street outside, even the night sky—they all looked identical yet beautiful, as if the world were stuck repeating itself, seeking aestheticism and meaning in symmetry. Franz kept talking, mostly about trivial things—the weather, a book he hadn’t finished, and how he planned to become successful now that his father was gone.

He shoved his hands into his pockets. “So,” he said, forcing a grin, “what happened to that girl you told me about? The one who changed her mind about the coffee?” I looked at him, knowing exactly why he remembered—but I chose to believe that tragedy sharpens attention to other people’s wounds.

“Nothing. I forgot about her.”

It was the only sentence that could be called normal, yet it still reflected exactly how I thought. I knew Franz understood me—understood the way I expressed myself—and that’s why I tolerated his existence.

A smirk hid behind his worried face. “Are you sure? Rejection is hard.”

“I do feel something,” I said. “That’s how our brains are wired—evolutionary heritage. My brain floods with hormones, and I feel physical pain. But at the end of the day... I forget.”

“But she was special, right?” Franz said, leaning closer, his eyes sparkling with unspoken amusement.

“You were crazy over her this past week. You smiled when she texted back, waiting for her response the whole day, dying for a glimpse of her eyes. Don’t act tough—I’m here for you.”

He smirked, again, a faint, knowing grin, like he was watching a play unfold. His voice carried both teasing and a strange kind of admiration, as if he were savoring every subtle movement of my emotional machinery.

I got angry, then angrier regarding my emotions then said calmly “She was the best lie I believed. The spark in her eyes was the most gorgeous illusion filling my void. But in the end, she was just another combination of molecules — nothing special, nothing irreplaceable.”

Franz didn’t reply. He just looked at me — empty but trying to show compassion — perhaps realizing that every sentence I spoke, every drop of sweat, every act; every glance was a small rebellion against what the collective calls feeling. I turned away and lit another cigarette.

Outside, the city breathed in its usual rhythm: the drone of engines, the distant chatter, the human noise called laughter. Couples walked hand in hand as if they could outsmart transience. I watched them for a while, curious about their courage — or their outrageous blindness. Maybe that’s what love truly is: a voluntary illusion we repeat because we fear the silence that follows its inevitable end.

Maybe no one really feels anything; they just perform, echoing patterns they’ve inherited — following the illusion to avoid facing the absurd nature of a mechanical universe.

The security guard at the campus gate said something I didn’t catch. I nodded anyway. My mind was already elsewhere, chasing the thought that happiness, like smoke, cannot be caught. And perhaps it is foolish to try, because it always fades the moment you try to hold it.
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