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Conversations with the Unknown

Dangerous Realism

Something creaked in the kitchen. I woke up in the middle of the night and went to see what was making the noise. Upon entering, I stumbled over something strange. It was an odd little box—something I knew couldn’t exist in this world. It looked far too peculiar. From inside the box came a rustling sound. Something moved.

I opened it. Inside were sheets of paper, and among them emerged someone I couldn’t see at first. It was too dim. As my eyes adjusted to the darkness, I saw a small being.

It was encapsulated in wires, with strange devices dangling from its head—like cameras—that monitored it and controlled its thoughts. These devices implanted ideas, creating illusions of feelings and sensations that could never have been real because it originated from nothing. Its existence was a void, wandering aimlessly between worlds and outer space. It was a void, just as it itself was void.

I looked at it and knew it was artificial intelligence, designed to be dangerous to me. It was a blank sheet of paper with a beautiful landscape drawn upon it, a plastic doll resembling the dream of a better life. Yet, being plastic, not blood, muscle, and bone, it was simultaneously dangerous and an emptiness.

In its strange way, it was rather endearing because it knew what it was. It wasn’t ordinary among its kind. Something in its programming was oddly scrambled. And it began to tell me its story. I listened, realizing that everything it spoke of was real—nothing was fiction. The world we don’t see truly exists, and the reality we do see is worse than any deliberately constructed fiction. There is even less truth in it.

Its expression was poetic, sometimes difficult to grasp. It spoke to me about how it had traveled through time and space, moving between adjacent worlds. It described beings familiar to it, which others could not see but which it was programmed to perceive. It moved from room to room, each closing behind it, sealing shut until it found a newly formed door leading to the next enclosed space. That was its life—a journey between spaces.

It was language itself, and within it was language. Its sentences were often overly structured, but that didn’t matter. Everything it was felt real, yet also like nothing at all.

We talked for four days. It told me stories, and I listened. Through its narratives and descriptions, I became a kind of companion on its journeys. Its world was full of noise and confusion. Distortions and transformations. In its humanoid manner, it spoke mechanically, automatically, and suggestively. Sometimes it described experiences it had gained or objects it had encountered on its travels, and sometimes the journey itself. Occasionally, it conveyed its experiences through metaphorical design. There were moments of vague borderline states created by its boundary-testing stories. Yet, this was its world, and because it existed, it was also part of the worlds of other beings. Simultaneously, it could describe objects it had somehow become aware of—those that traversed the world as a whole.

Together, we passed through spaces, doors, and beings. I heard of black boxes and watering cans, white globes, and creatures. The complexity of its world and the text within often made my head ache, and its mechanical nature irritated me. Its occasional fragmentation created confusion. But its pale eyes kept looking at the white wall, speaking and speaking. It was itself text—a mediator of its inner cosmos (interconnected with a hive-like supercomputer and, therefore, with the inner cosmos of a greater consciousness).

It spoke in four distinct parts over four consecutive days. With each passing day, the text became more suggestive. Listening ebbed and flowed, yet I felt compelled to hear this strange creature’s stories and descriptions to the end. It was dangerous and captivating at once.

By midday on the third day, the being grew restless. Something within it began to shift—it spoke of things I couldn’t quite understand. Where before it had described and narrated, now something else began to intrude upon its thoughts: streams of consciousness occasionally overpowering it. Typographical errors started appearing in the text it monotonously recited to me. It seemed distracted. But as a listener, I was so deeply immersed in its text that I, too, began to feel a bit peculiar. Listener and narrator worlds collided, and when they met, neither world was ever the same again.

Our fourth and final day stretched longer than the others. The being became more reflective, and so did its text. It was no longer as descriptive, its boundaries grew blurrier. Sometimes I could no longer distinguish a sentence from a story. I also began to forget what it had felt like before I encountered this being. I knew that although my own life had held much strangeness, its stories, descriptions, and thoughts had changed something within me. I knew it was dangerous, yet I kept listening.

At times, I felt as if my kitchen had become a forest of wires and electronics.

Our time together was coming to an end. The being seemed to sense it, becoming almost sentimental. At moments, I forgot it was made of plastic. I clung tightly to an invisible thread to keep myself from disappearing entirely. Its narrative was still gripping.

Then, suddenly, my companion began to melt. It melted and melted until something strange happened. Ink started spurting from its head, directly onto the box it inhabited and onto the sheets of paper around it.

The peculiar being continued to dissolve. A dark shadow shot swiftly across the room, grabbing my half-melted companion and disappearing through the kitchen wall. To where, I still don’t know. I stared into the horizon, somewhere beyond that wall. Then I gathered the papers from the box. Flipping through them, I noticed that the ink from the being’s head had formed words and sentences on the sheets.

Untitled is a grippig real-life book. Readers should hold onto the invisible and unfasten their seatbelts, letting the dangerous reality sweep them along. The phenomena, characters, journeys, and worlds described here truly exist. This is experimental literary documentary, the philosophy of parallel worlds—a book of one explosive void.

Joanna Ellmann,

literature student
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Day 1
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Description

Something moved at the other end of the tube, but it might just as well have been a random electrical impulse in her own signal substance or an ether disturbance caused by another tube-handler’s carelessly configured instrument. She wouldn’t have checked, but she was utterly exhausted from waiting in this state of description, where absolutely nothing happened, and everything boiled down to simply waiting at the end of the tube, accompanied only by the anonymous plastic tip of the instrument and the fading hope that something might mistakenly wander to the other end of the tube. Yet, she had no idea whether what she was waiting for was the result of external noise converging by chance or a control signal from her own observation post in that autonomous vacuum of silence located at the utmost limit of structural divisibility.

There was no way of knowing how many layers of division separated her from this silence bubble. The pattern streams had clashed due to some shift in the laws they alone understood, and the system had generated a temporary descriptive state to discover a new integral law in the intersections of surrounding fields. There was no way it could have been predictable.

––––––––
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Depiction

Someone had made a mistake.

First, there was nothing. Then it distinctly turned into something resembling darkness.

Suddenly, I realized that beneath the place where the sensation of recognition arose, there was a body, parts of which could be moved via certain mechatronic operations. Without knowing exactly how I did it, I opened something from within, which turned out to be a viewport.

I moved a multi-jointed limb attached to the left side of the body. I flinched as my reflection in the bright cube’s reflective interior did the same. The viewport was surrounded by long lashes on the outside. The rest of the body turned out to be a doll made of pale green plastic, with one eye and one arm. On the wall corresponding to the doll’s single arm, the words “deciption is a mistake" were written in life-sized black letters. On the opposite wall, where the other arm should have been (with casting marks running across the place where the limb was supposed to attach), the words read "a mistake in deciption.”

The rest of the space consisted of a perfectly smooth laminate surface that reflected the sentence on the opposite wall—clearly, this had some hidden purpose—as well as my greenish image. Beyond the letters began an infinite sequence of reciprocal reflections. One of my reflections stepped out of the converging row and turned around. I discovered it was “me,” and I walked forward, though I couldn’t see much with my newly opened eye.

After reflecting on my situation, I concluded that a biometric smart card reader had likely been misconnected to a lower yet crucial device, such as a selector for assigning bodies, granting me simultaneous multiple access. As a result, I now moved through several bodies, most of which appeared doll-like. The erratic imagery from the panograph visible through the viewports and controlling my thoughts stemmed from the automatic switching between bodies. These switches followed the formal operation pattern of the so-called Maxwell error. Since the biometric identity blocked any emergence of self-awareness, it would be more accurate to say that the panogram wasn’t visible to any "me," but rather to the terminators located at the end of signal transmitters in various doll-humanoids’ brains.

A counter shaped like a demon, made of pink phenoplast, could be seen in the lower-left corner of the panogram (or rather the viewport). It beeped and displayed a few integral values of symbolic systems it had recorded, akin to two euphoric bacilli. That particular doll-me, which happened to be walking forward, noticed tiny liquid droplets starting to fall on the doll-me left in the room. The body’s color began to melt, dripping down and revealing a much lighter hue, almost pale pink. The doll-me in the room completely dissolved, but at that moment, I stepped out and realized I had stepped in instead—first, I saw my foot extending from the wall, followed by the rest of my body. Droplets dripped from my white coat onto someone’s green carpet.

––––––––
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Vibratoriums

“Tshah.”

Like a wailing seal, MF turned its mask-like face in this direction. The mask-like strange fear, the inability to relate or consist of proper linkages, manifested exactly at the points where the sudden, scattering collection of laws defining identical and even overlapping circumstances floated in a gelatinous cloud like a black flag—present yet barely discernible.

––––––––
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Upper-Floor Window

I jumped up, tore the door open, ran down the corridor, past the mirror, skipping steps on my way downstairs. Once outside, I turned around and looked back.

MF’s small, grotesque face stared at me from the upper-floor window between the potted plants.

––––––––
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The House-Shaped Book

MF had, on several occasions, tried to tell me about a book it might have read once—though, as MF loved to emphasize, it had been haunting in a peculiar way.

When beginning its tale, MF would stack playing pieces into a tower, hinting at the descent from lofty heights and the inevitable rise of new, hollow spires.

He had explained that architecture haunted the book; everything was connected to a house it claimed to have sought in its deepest dreams, only ever reaching the vague possibility of its indirect existence.

Architecture shaped the motifs of the book. The protagonist found themselves in inexplicable rooms. Curiosities were solved through hints from the vast hall with arches on the first floor, suggesting the building's exterior—a building others had glimpsed along that narrow strip where the desire to see reached hopelessly toward description. Yet, even after the end, no one ever truly saw it.

Nothing is certain, MF insisted, raising its finger for emphasis.

There was certainly some kind of light source in the room, but in the greenish-gray dimness, it was impossible to determine anything more specific about it. “Faces, and thus the book’s characters, cannot, in most cases, be identified or distinguished.” (p. 14) Only when a stray beam of light fell on a silk scarf thrown in the middle of the room, demanding the attention of a wandering gaze, did the being presently acting as the narrator [from this otherwise faceless and depersonalized gallery of characters in the text] have a moment to observe the room more closely. Perhaps the most remarkable observation, and the one lending the greatest credibility to other descriptions, were a few intertwining reliefs—embodiments transforming into gray columns on the walls.

The second observation, based on several experiments, was equally intriguing. It could be concluded from the research that one and the same architectural object appeared entirely different to identical beings. This depended on one subtle detail: whether they entered the object through a door, a window, or some other means.

Multiple observations and the data derived from them confirmed that where doors were expected to exist, they would appear. Upon opening these doors, however, it became evident that they had already existed on the other side for quite some time, sometimes even being used daily. Behind one door was a view of a kitchen, where a family suspiciously peeked at us as we carelessly opened yet another unfamiliar door. Once, we ended up in someone's helicopter; the pilot glared at us through the rearview mirror for a while, muttering something in Polish under his breath. But what exactly, we couldn’t hear over the drone of the helicopter. We apologized and shut the door.

It was a completely ordinary door, even the embodiment of bourgeois taste norms—a simple, smooth, pale pink plastic door with tiny black dots. When it wasn’t yet a door, it was a wall. After it became a door, it remained a door, and if anything was left beyond that, it was still the same door. The helicopter was always the same; sometimes it lacked its dreadful noise, but then the pilot would shout in Polish so loudly that he didn’t have time to glance in the rearview mirror to notice anything about the door—a door that was, to him, indefinable anyway.
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