
Chapter 14

Tanya was walking along a road with a small sidewalk.

There were no cars rushing by, and no sounds to be

heard. Tanya was exhausted. She had been stumbling

along this road for 15 hours and 32 minutes. She needed

to get away from where she came, as quickly as possible.

There was no-one following, but she could not stay. It

would be dangerous.

She fell.

A hole had been dug on the sidewalk going 132.4 meters

into the ground to run cables for a telegraph line.

The sunlight went dark.

It was midnight. She was standing in the fenced field.

11% of the grass was already cut. 12%. Thirteen. She

could see no-one.

A car appeared. It was driving towards her slowly. The car

was pink and yellow, towing a lawnmower. No-one was

driving the car.

She ran towards it and opened a door. Suddenly, a ghastly

figure materialized in the car and jumped towards her.

She was on the ground.

The car had stopped.

The ghost had disappeared.



She got up and into the car. She started it. It started

driving at 150km/h instantly, but upon hitting the fence,

went back to the middle of the field. It accelerated

towards the fence again.

With each hit of the fence, the buildings in Sanlo

changed.

A wall broke into 8492 pieces, leaving only its steel

support structure. The building quickly collapsed, but left

behind small areas of concrete and supports. The

buildings looked like they had aged a hundred years

without maintenance every time she hit the fence.

The streets of Sanlo were falling apart, cracks forming,

splitting the entire asphalt in half on 47 occasions.

Trees disappeared around the field, yet a forest was

forming around it. In one instant, it contained 272 trees.

Next hit, it contained 516.

The fence fell down. Tanya drove further and further,

accelerating quickly to 762km/h. Time stopped, and

Tanya's awareness with it.

Tanya found herself lying on the ground again, paralyzed,

but was quickly greeted by the ghost. She charged at it. It

screamed, but Tanya screamed louder.

The ghost apologized but Tanya didn't listen. She couldn't

listen because a loud beeping sound at 16.846kHz was

getting louder and louder, overwhelming her senses,



stopping her ability to reason. She needed it to stop. The

sound had to stop.

And then she woke up. It was evening, and her head was

hurting. Tanya decided to take a moment to process what

had just happened, and, after touching her head, decided

she'd had a fever dream. She wasn't sure whether this

was anything to pay attention to - she'd heard of people

finding great meaning in dreams, but this one just seemed

completely chaotic and senseless.

After only a very short while, she started to remember

some details. This was her brain processing what had just

happened, but she knew it also meant the memory of the

dream would be gone within less than a minute, when

everything had been processed. Because of this, she

decided not to worry about it, because she would cease to

remember any of it soon anyways. And indeed, seconds

later, she started to remember less and less details,

eventually forgetting even the more central aspects.

She didn't mind. The dream was finally over, and she

made a cup of herbal tea to help her fever. She decided it

must've come from the day she went to work in the rain

and even had to stand in front of an air vent to warm back

up. She hoped it wouldn't last long.


