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    For those born into silence, who still find their voice.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Man is the only creature who refuses to be what he is." 

— Albert Camus
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From MSNBC News Broadcast
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Chaos reigns in the Nation's Capital as a frenzied mob, reminiscent of January 6th's infamous events, besieges the U.S. Capitol. Evoking a scene tenfold in intensity, armed rioters have disrupted what was once a peaceful protest. The National Guard and local law enforcement are now on high alert, fearing an eruption of violence. The urgent evacuation of Senators and Congress members is underway, with several lawmakers reported missing.

The turmoil stems from far-right extremists, protesting the recent election results that will usher in America’s first openly atheist President and ousted numerous Republican lawmakers. Despite landslide victories in several states, incumbent Republicans refuse to accept defeat, demanding a comprehensive review of the election results. The President-elect and Democratic leaders nationwide have condemned these actions as extreme and unpatriotic, intensifying the already heated political climate.

Protests echo across the nation, with the epicenter in D.C. experiencing the largest numbers. States like Texas, Florida, Oklahoma, Arizona, and Georgia are grappling with a "blue wave" that has ousted Republicans from various positions, at all levels of government. The right-wing response is nothing short of a call to revolution, with some invoking biblical scripture, claiming these tumultuous times mark the beginning of the End of Days.

Meanwhile, as political chaos ensues, scientists from EUMETSAT report a disturbing development in Antarctica. Massive chunks of freshwater ice, once grounded, are breaking free. Alarming as it is, this contributes to rising global sea levels. With summer beginning in the Southern Hemisphere, concerns intensify about accelerated land mass melt. All of this unfolds against a backdrop of prolonged droughts in the Western United States, Europe, and significant parts of China.

In a satirical twist, the former Director of the now defunded NOAA remarks, "End of Times indeed," highlighting the irony of political and environmental turbulence converging on a global scale.
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Corpus Relinquere 
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Desmond Baker | Location: Chicago, IL, USA | Present Day

This particular day unfolded like the countless others that have woven the tapestry of my existence—mundane, unremarkable, until it wasn't. Nestled in the heart of a digital health conference in Chicago, I found myself meandering into a room that would become the epicenter of a life-altering revelation. To say I wandered would be a euphemism; let's be honest—I sneaked in.

Between conference sessions, I strolled out of the restroom, and that's when I spotted them: two men navigating a gurney, its occupant draped in what appeared to be a standard bed sheet. Their attire screamed anything but EMT or healthcare professional; rather, they resembled casual product vendors in their chinos and polos. My curiosity was piqued. Was it an advanced android? The intrigue led me to contemplate shadowing these enigmatic individuals.

As they pulled aside a curtain and swung open a door, my moment of decision arrived. Without warning, they vanished into the darkness. I waited a moment, biding my time to allow them to get a bit further ahead, then hastened down the dimly lit corridor. The initial door opened to a storage closet—nothing of interest. The second revealed a room buzzing with convention center support staff sipping coffee, absorbed in their phones. The third door opened to a well-lit passage, the operational arteries of the event center.

Here, the floors gleamed with polished vinyl, and the walls wore a coat of light grey, adorned with chair rail bumpers warding off the scars of food carts and the hustle of event furniture. Midway down this behind-the-scenes thoroughfare, a glimpse of the gurney's tail flickered on the right. With purpose, one of the chino-clad custodians steered it through yet another doorway. I trailed behind, my curiosity mounting with each step into the unknown.  

Eagerly closing the distance, my pace verged on a sprint, an urgency I couldn't quite rationalize. What had started as a casual intrigue now clung to me like an unshakable obsession. My breath quickened, and I questioned the source of this uncharacteristic anxiety. This was more than idle curiosity; it was a magnetic pull into the unknown.

Just as I approached, the door sealed shut. A moment of contemplation gripped me—I could turn back, return to the mundane rhythm of the conference. Yet, an inexplicable desire, almost preternatural, urged me to forge ahead. The prospect of retreating birthed tendrils of anxiety that wound around me like a vice. Without further hesitation, I pulled the door open.

The scene unveiled itself—an assembly of the two chino-clad men, the mysterious gurney, its occupant concealed beneath a sheet, and four figures in surgical scrubs. In the center, an odd fusion of a dental chair and a Silicon Valley tech shop's egg pod caught my eye.
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