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Ch.4 Liquid Memory
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Unable to see anything. Motionless. Breathing and
hearing continue, but vision has ceased. Suddenly, a light
appears far away in the darkness. It fades. A memory

replaces it—or appears to.



CHEBRBE A5
EWANRE CH 1T K
CTTCTleEarcTADD
KEX S DDD K &R
mz Qe ellRy S n
M BEgodn/t- °
FOoOxONn il 1H
A V-1 -
Loz § BE330
CLEPmORE C U
DH=TNNIEOM

In the water. The scenery on the far side of the water
suggests the East River, New York City. A pull into the
current occurs. Is the river truly this fast? Desperate
struggling follows; feet scratch at the void. A light appears
above. A kick toward it allows for a rise to the surface.
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But the situation may be otherwise. In fact, no
matter how much the feet scratch, the pull into
the dark current persists. It feels like an eternity.
Without a history of diving, survival seems impossible.
Perhaps a transport to another time has occurred.
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The consciousness of the present is not a smooth
series of moments, but a sequence of temporal
leaps. Humans die and return to life repeatedly.
The world perceived as "the same" since birth
is merely one of countless parallel iterations.
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Next comes the dimly lit Bleecker Street Station. A walk
along the platform ends in a sudden fall onto the tracks.
Senses return on railroad ties covered in oil and dust.
Blood streams from the head. An attempt to rise is
made; the platform is high, yet climbable.
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A hand is offered. It is grabbed without hesitation. The
platform is regained. A moment later, a train pulls in and
grazes the back. But was the impact truly avoided?
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These are fragmented recollections from another world.

Perhaps death occurred on those tracks. What comes

to mind now seems like a replay, but perhaps not.
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It's strange that everything relates to New
York, though not the New York of the present.
Perhaps this is simply the passive representation
of a pre-produced clip being projected.
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Images of the city flood the mind again. A walk south
on Wooster Street in Soho. The top of the World Trade
Center is obscured in mist. Just before Canal Street, a
huge trailer blocks the road.
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No driver is visible. The only path forward
is beneath the trailer. A passage under the

"No, no!"

The meaning is unclear. The walk continues.

yellow arm begins. Someone yells,
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Suddenly, a foot catches. A lift into the air. Before the
realization of the event can form, knees and hands hit
the ground. A fall. Unbelievable pain spreads through the
extremities.
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"Are you okay?" A deep voice from above. A look upward
reveals a gaping hole ten meters overhead. In the
opening stands the face of a man wearing a helmet.
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Fine dust fills the air. The chest tightens. Coughing
begins. Consciousness flickers, yet the street sounds
remain clear. A phone keeps ringing somewhere.
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The sensation of being held in someone’ s arms.
Movement deeper into the dark space. Everything is
blurry; sight is gone. Street sounds fade while the phone
grows louder.
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Rather than being held, it feels like a walk-through
video—a movement down a low-ceilinged, warbler-green
corridor. Warbler-green? No, the surroundings seem
white, then pitch black. Overturned chairs, tables, and a
bicycle pass by.
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Suddenly, a placement on something soft. A bed, or

perhaps a pile of rags. The phone rings. Fatigue and a

musty smell overwhelm the consciousness.
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When sensation returns, accompanied by pain, the
location is unknown. Sleep has lasted for hours.
Submersion in liquid from the chest down. Blood pours
from the head. The back is too damaged to allow for
standing.
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A light is visible on the other side of cardboard boxes
and drums. A crawl toward it leads to a door. The phone

rings on the other side.
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The knob is turned, but the door is locked. The task of

returning to the starting point is too tedious. No energy

remains to seek another exit. Arms slump. A collapse

onto the floor.
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A thick liquid clings to the hands, preventing free
movement. No smell is detected, yet it might be
hazardous waste. A powerful sneeze occurs. Breathing
becomes difficult.
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Then, strangely enough, the sneeze turns into pleasure.
Something becomes vaguely visible. The previously
closed off "outside world" gradually becomes visible.
Here is in the room.The phone continues to ring on the
other side of the door.



