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SUBJECT 1.
BUSAN.
status: asset, unaware.

对象 1。

釜山。
状态：资产，不知情。

Timeline 5, 2018

In the secretive city of Busan, a harbor-side dive bar, with its gauche graffiti-covered walls and sticky

floors, reeks of salty sea air and stale beer.

Here, amid the harmoniously hushed whispers of seasoned sailors and furtive glances of shadowy

figures, the scene is set for a tale of illustrious intrigue, layered with subtext and steeped in the raw,

ravishingly unvarnished essence of espionage.

Jin, our mixologist, has thick, glossy, heavy hair that falls into his face, he needs to fix his jaded jeans

and faded band shirt, but this doesn’t matter to Jin;

he feels like more than merely a mixologist with perfectly worn in clothes for his personal aesthetics.

He is an artist,

artisan

and;

cocktail genius.

Every drink makes him feel like an enthrallingly embattled hero. Our mixologist, oblivious to the

absurdity of his mission statement, meticulously concocts his drinks, each one a testament to his

misplaced confidence.
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What distinguishes Jin?

Something about his demeanor feels off. Jin handles every cocktail so carefully it’s almost off-

putting. Spending hours developing his rare-element cocktails, he masterfully analyzes flavors and

textures with the skill of a Michelin-chef.

Patrons, indulgent in their appreciation of his expertly crafted beverages and theatrical antics,

continuously sip contentedly. But the winds of change are ever-looming. One gloomy evening, a

shadowy figure quietly slips into the tavern. Mr. K., beautifully clothed in a tailored black suit and

intoxicatingly impenetrable shades, radiates an aura of enigmatic secrecy.

Ordering Jin's current cocktail creation, he slowly starts questioning Jin.

“Ever consider your work's impact?”

Jin was filled with passion for mixology, believing his gift gave him the potential to change the world.

Mr. K. gives Jin a black and silver business card and says,

"Continue your efforts."

And he leaves.

“Your existence has a deeper meaning."

Jin feels his recognition is finally within reach, he’s oblivious, once more, to the webs weaving under

strings of poised power and complex corruptions, which he is now entangled in.

Gradually, the fine line between friend and foe begins to fade, merging into a fog of furtive whispers

and shadowy secrets. For Jin, this newly minted maze of deception and duplicity becomes a

treacherous terrain, where trust turns tenuous and treachery thrives, all enshrouded in the ever-

thickening haze of hidden agendas and veiled intentions

Thickening tension threading through every gesture, Jin’s concoctions conceal clandestine

communications, crafted with care yet cloaked in irresponsible ignorance. Mr. K., continues his

maneuvers all while Jin remains blissfully unaware of the deep political machinations that swirl like

smoke behind his lavish liquid inventions.
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Jin sees himself as a charismatic creator, blissfully blind to the insidious intelligence operations that

orbit his bar. His patrons

—

part of a sprawling spy network

—

pose as ordinary individuals, yet each sip reveals secrets, each glass a gateway to generously

guarded intelligence information.

In his unwitting artistry Jin unveils new recipes and cryptic ciphers, keeping the world on edge with

every effervescent elixir.

Upon receiving one of Jin’s creations, spies scrutinize, analyze and decode the drink's preparation,

finding hidden messages within its carefully crafted contents. The narrative is knotted and clever,

layered with irony and ingenuity, yet to Jin; still; it’s all just a game of mixology. He imagines himself

a maestro.

One evening, a notepad

—

left by a familiar yet forgettable face

—

catches Jin's eye.

As he peruses its peculiar pages, he uncovers odd notes and symbols indubitably intertwined with

his beloved beverage recipes. Realization hits with the subtlety of a well-shaken martini

—

Jin has been playing a part in a grand scheme all along.

“You heard the news?!”
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The words echo in his mind,

but Jin,

ever the optimist,

embraces the role with enthusiasm, out of a sense of duty and misguided conviction.

He dives headfirst into the plot, concocting extravagant and eccentric drinks with a defiant flourish,

the dive bar,

now, buzzing nightly, patrons sip and decipher, while Jin grinning with self-satisfaction, thinks he’s

making a monumental difference; still; blissfully clueless about the deadly game playing out in his

shadow.

Days drift by, and Jin delves deeper into his work, spending countless hours blending bizarre

ingredients, crafting increasingly outlandish libations.

Fancying himself a true artist, unaware his canvas has transformed to a battlefield;

his customers now flock to him from far and wide, lured by the legend of Jin's ingenious concoctions.

The irony of Jin’s obliviousness is a source of silent amusement among them.

He prances around the bar, humming tunes, utterly ignorant of the operatives exchanging knowing

glances; their respect for Jin’s skills tinged with amusement at his antics.

A particularly perplexing order arrives

—

an intricate challenge Jin accepts with zeal,

he spends hours perfecting the potion, and when he finally serves it, a spy disguised as a tawdry

tourist takes a sip, smiles, and nods appreciatively.

Jin beams, his chest swelling with pride.
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Jin, blithely blind to the truth, that the drink harbors a message of immense importance. The spy

decodes it swiftly and departs, leaving Jin basking in his imagined glory.

As the night stretches on, Jin ponders Mr. K.’s cryptic counsel:

“Your life means more.”

The words fill him with a sincere sense of purpose, as he fantasizes about being a hero

—

a mixologist on a mission. He doesn’t;

still;

grasp the gravity of the situation, but that hardly matters to Jin.

He’s happy, and in his world, that’s all that counts.

And so, Jin’s life drifts on in a delightful delusion. He crafts his drinks, entertains his patrons, and

revels in his self-imposed role as the star of the show. The dive bar remains a hive of hidden

agendas, with spies decoding messages from Jin’s masterful mixtures. Yet Jin remains the carefree

and cheerful hero, concocting his extravagant cocktails, believing he’s truly saving the world, when

in reality,

he’s merely stirring the pot of intrigue and espionage,

all with a smile on his face.

时间线 5，2018

在釜山这座隐秘的城市，一间海港边的廉价酒吧，墙上满是俗艳的涂鸦，地板黏腻不堪，空气里尽是咸腥的海风与走
了气的啤酒味。

就在这里，老练水手们低声而默契的私语之间，阴影中人物投来的鬼祟目光之下，一场声势浩大的阴谋悄然拉开帷幕
——层层暗藏的潜台词，浸透着谍战最原始、最露骨、最不加修饰的本质。
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金，我们的调酒师，一头浓密油亮、沉甸甸的头发垂落在脸上；他那条磨旧的牛仔裤和褪色的乐队 T 恤本该整理一
下，但这对金来说无关紧要；

在他心里，他早已不只是一个把衣着穿得恰到好处、别有个人美学的调酒师。

他是艺术家，

是匠人，

更是；

调酒的天才。

每调一杯酒，都让他觉得自己像个身陷重围、令人心驰神往的英雄。我们这位调酒师，对自己使命宣言的荒谬浑然不
觉，一丝不苟地调制着每一杯酒，每一杯都是他那份错位自信的明证。

金究竟有何与众不同？

他的举止总透着几分不对劲。金调起每一杯酒来都小心翼翼到近乎叫人不安。他花上数小时研制那些用稀有元素调成
的鸡尾酒，以米其林大厨般的功力剖析着风味与口感。

客人们沉醉于他精心调制的美酒与戏剧化的表演，一杯接一杯，心满意足地啜饮。可是，变数始终笼罩不散。一个阴
郁的夜晚，一个身影悄无声息地溜进酒馆。K 先生，一袭剪裁考究的黑色西装，戴着一副深不可测、令人迷醉的墨
镜，浑身散发着谜一般的隐秘气场。

他点了金当下正在调制的招牌鸡尾酒，随后缓缓开口，试探起金来。

“你可曾想过自己这份工作的意义？”

金满腔都是对调酒的热忱，深信自己的天赋足以改变世界。

K 先生递给金一张黑银两色的名片，说道：

“继续你的努力。”

说罢便离去。

“你的存在，另有更深的意义。”

金觉得自己期盼已久的认可终于近在咫尺，却又一次浑然不觉——那些在权势与错综腐败之间悄然编织的罗网，早已
将他缠绕其中。
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渐渐地，敌友之间的界线开始模糊，融进一片私语与暗影交织的迷雾。对金而言，这座新织就的欺瞒与两面的迷宫，
成了一片凶险的territory——信任在此变得脆弱，背叛在此滋生蔓延，一切都笼罩在愈发浓稠的隐秘算计与暗藏心
机的雾霭之中。

张力在每一个细微的动作间层层收紧，金调制的酒里暗藏着秘密的通讯，虽出于精心，却也裹在他不负责任的懵懂无
知里。K 先生继续着他的布局，而金对那些在他华丽液态发明背后如烟盘旋的深层政治博弈，始终一无所知。

金把自己看作一位魅力四射的创造者，对环绕在酒吧周围那些阴险的情报活动视而不见。他的客人——

一张庞大间谍网络的一部分——

个个伪装成寻常之辈，然而每一口酒都泄露着秘密，每一只杯子都是通往层层设防的情报的门户。

在他浑然不觉的技艺里，金揭开一款款新配方与神秘密码，用每一杯气泡翻涌的灵药，把整个世界维系在紧绷的边
缘。

接过金调的酒，间谍们仔细端详、分析、破译着这杯酒的调制过程，从其精心的成分中寻出暗藏的讯息。这叙事错综
而精巧，层层叠着反讽与巧思，可对金来说；依旧；这不过是一场调酒的游戏。他自诩为一代宗师。

一天晚上，一本记事簿——

被一张熟悉却又难以记住的面孔遗落——

落入金的眼帘。

他翻阅着那些古怪的书页，发现里面那些离奇的笔记与符号，竟无可置疑地与他心爱的酒谱交织在一起。真相袭来，
微妙得如同一杯摇匀的马提尼——

金原来一直都是这盘宏大棋局中的一枚棋子。

“你听说那件事了吗？！”

这句话在他脑中回响，

可金，

一如既往地乐观，

带着一份责任感与错置的信念，满心欢喜地接下了这个角色。

他一头扎进阴谋之中，以一种挑衅的姿态调制起愈发夸张、愈发古怪的酒，
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那间小酒吧，

如今夜夜喧腾，客人们一边啜饮一边破译，而金咧嘴笑着，一脸自得，自以为正做着一件了不起的大事；却依旧；对
在他影子里上演的这场致命游戏浑然不觉。

日子一天天流逝，金在自己的手艺里越陷越深，花上无数个钟头调和着稀奇古怪的原料，调制出越来越离谱的琼浆。

他自命为真正的艺术家，却不知自己的画布早已化作战场；

他的客人如今从四面八方蜂拥而至，只为一睹金那些巧夺天工的调酒之传说。

金那份浑然不觉的迟钝，成了他们之间心照不宣的乐子。

他在吧台后蹦跳来去，哼着小曲，对那些交换着会意眼神的特工全然不觉；他们对金手艺的敬佩里，掺着几分对他滑
稽做派的暗笑。

一份格外令人费解的订单送到——

一道金满怀热忱地接下的精妙难题，

他花了数小时把这杯酒调至完美，当他终于端上桌，一个假扮成俗气游客的间谍抿了一口，微笑着，赞许地点了点
头。

金眉开眼笑，胸中鼓涨着自豪。

金天真地对真相视而不见——那杯酒里，藏着一条至关重要的讯息。间谍飞快地破译完毕便抽身离去，留下金沉浸在
自己臆想出的荣光里。

夜色渐深，金细细回味着 K 先生那句高深莫测的忠告：

“你的生命，意义更重。”

这句话让他满心涌起一种由衷的使命感，他幻想着自己成为一名英雄——

一个身负使命的调酒师。他并没有；

依旧；

参透事态的严重，可这对金来说无关紧要。

他很快乐，而在他的世界里，这就是一切。
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就这样，金的人生在一场惬意的幻觉中继续流淌。他调着酒，招待着客人，沉醉在自己一手加冕的主角光环里。那间
小酒吧依旧是暗流涌动的巢穴，间谍们从金那些出神入化的调酒中破译着讯息。而金，依旧是那个无忧无虑、笑意盈
盈的英雄，调着他那些夸张的鸡尾酒，深信自己真的在拯救世界，殊不知实际上，

他不过是在搅动这锅阴谋与谍影的浑水，

脸上始终挂着一抹笑意。
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SUBJECT 2.
HOLLYWOOD.
status: asset, unaware.

对象 2。

好莱坞。
状态：资产，不知情。

Stefanie’s life was the kind that others might envy, awash in the glitzy glamour of Hollywood as she

navigated her super relevant roles as a writer and producer. Her days were a blur of meetings, script

readings, and the occasional dazzling party.

Something subtly set Stefanie apart from her glittering peers

—

not her welcome work with words or productions, but a talent that seemed to slip,

almost whimsically,

from her fingertips: designing clothes. A skill that, much to the bemusement of those who happened

upon her sketches, appeared as effortlessly as her chameleonic charm.

Stefanie, truth be told, wasn’t exactly the sharpest tool in the shed. Her friends, ever affectionate but

never without a jest, often ribbed her for being sort of an airhead, not to mention her uncanny knack

for misplacing even the most essential of belongings.

Yet, there was something undeniably enthrallingly enchanting about her, she had this uncanny knack

for being "like totally with it" in the most unexpected ways. She might forget where she left her keys,

but in the same breath she'd have a breathtakingly brilliant idea for a TV pilot that would leave

everyone in awestruck admiration.

Her apartment in West Hollywood was a testament to her dual talents;
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script drafts,

production notes,

scattered across her vintage coffee table,

half-finished clothing designs,

adorned the white walls.

Her nights were spent sketching couture dresses and envisioning the next big hit TV show, her

creative energy boundless and eclectic.

But there was yet another side to Stefanie, that no one knew about, not even her dearest, closest,

bestest friends. Beneath her brightly bubbling exterior and behind the scenes of her glamorous life,

Stefanie was intricately involved with a secret society.

A clandestine network that operated on the fringes of society, pulling strings and making connections

that influenced the highest echelons of power. Stefanie, with her extensive industry contacts and her

unassuming nature, was the perfect liaison.

"Like, it’s like totally super on the DL," she would say if anyone ever got close to uncovering her

secret.

No one ever did.

Stefanie had perfected the art of appearing aloof and scatterbrained, a facade that concealed her true

intelligence and the wonderfully woven web of connections she maintained.

One balmy evening, Stefanie hosted a party at her apartment.

Actors,

auteurs,

and a few fashion designers who admired her work; attended.
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Amidst the laughter and clinking of glassy glasses, Stefanie slipped away to a back room, where she

met with a mysterious figure known to her only as "Mr. X." He handed her a small envelope, its

contents unknown to anyone but her.

"Everything is in place,"

Mr. X said, his voice barely a whisper.

"You've done well, Stefanie."

She smiled,

a rare moment of seriousness crossing her face.

"Like, thanks. But you know, I can't stay long. People will, like, totally notice."

Mr. X nodded and disappeared into the night, leaving Stefanie to return to her guests, her secret safe

for another day.

As the years passed, Stefanie's star continued on a steady rise, her TV shows garnered critical

acclaim, and her clothing designs became sought after by high fashion houses around the world.

To the outside world, she was just Stefanie

—

the quirky, ditsy, but undeniably talented writer and producer.

A select few; those who really needed to; knew the truth about her double life, this,

oh so,

crucial role she played in shadowy realms of secrecy and collusion.

In the end, Stefanie is a testament to the idea that people are rarely what they seem on the surface.

She navigates her worlds with grace and skill, proving that sometimes, the greatest talents and

secrets lie hidden in the most unexpected of places.

For it is the unassuming,
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who harbor the most profound depths.

斯特凡妮的生活，是那种令旁人艳羡的日子，沐浴在好莱坞浮华璀璨的光晕里，游走于她那些"超级重要"的编剧与
制片人角色之间。她的每一天都是一片忙乱——会议、剧本围读，还有偶尔一场光彩夺目的派对。

有某种微妙之处，让斯特凡妮在她那群闪闪发光的同侪中显得与众不同——

不是她那份还算体面的文字或制片工作，而是一种仿佛信手拈来、

几近随性地

从她指间流淌出的才华：设计服装。这门本事，让偶然瞥见她草图的人无不惊诧，它来得就像她那变色龙般的魅力一
样毫不费力。

说实话，斯特凡妮并不算脑子最灵光的那一类。她的朋友们，虽满怀爱意，却也少不了打趣，常拿她当个没心没肺
的"迷糊蛋"来调侃，更别提她那把连最要紧的东西都能弄丢的本事了。

然而，她身上确实有种令人无法抗拒、勾魂摄魄的魅力，她总能在最出人意料的时刻"like，样样都门儿清"。她也
许前一秒还想不起钥匙丢哪儿了，下一秒就能抛出一个惊艳全场的电视试播集点子，叫众人叹为观止。

她在西好莱坞的公寓，正是她双重才华的写照；

剧本草稿、

制片笔记，

散落在她那张复古咖啡桌上，

一件件未完成的服装设计稿，

点缀着雪白的墙面。

她的夜晚，都用来勾勒高级定制礼服、构想下一部爆款电视剧，创作的能量无边无际、包罗万象。

可斯特凡妮还有另一面，无人知晓，连她最亲密、最要好、最贴心的朋友也蒙在鼓里。在她那明媚欢快的外表之下，
在她光鲜生活的幕后，斯特凡妮与一个秘密结社有着千丝万缕的牵连。

那是一张在社会边缘运作的隐秘网络，暗中牵线搭桥、操纵着最高层的权力。斯特凡妮，凭着她广泛的业内人脉和那
副不起眼的模样，正是最完美的联络人。
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"like，这事儿超级、超级得low调，你懂的，"要是有谁差点识破她的秘密，她就会这么说。

从来没人识破过。

斯特凡妮早已把那副心不在焉、糊里糊涂的样子修炼得炉火纯青，用这层伪装掩盖着她真正的聪慧，以及她精心编织
的那张人脉之网。

一个暖融融的夜晚，斯特凡妮在自己的公寓办了场派对。

演员、

名导，

还有几位仰慕她作品的时装设计师；都来了。

在笑语和玻璃杯清脆的碰撞声中，斯特凡妮悄悄溜进一间后屋，见了一个她只知其代号为"X 先生"的神秘人物。他
递给她一个小信封，里面装着什么，除她之外无人知晓。

"一切都已就位，"

X 先生说，声音低得几乎听不见。

"你干得很好，斯特凡妮。"

她微微一笑，

脸上难得掠过一丝郑重。

"like，谢啦。不过你也知道，我不能久留。大家会，like，一下就注意到的。"

X 先生点点头，隐入夜色，留下斯特凡妮回到宾客中间，她的秘密又安然无恙地多守了一天。

岁月流转，斯特凡妮的星途稳步高升，她的电视剧广受好评，她设计的服装也成了世界各地高级时装屋竞相追逐的对
象。

在外人眼中，她不过是斯特凡妮——

那个古怪、迷糊、却又才华横溢、无可否认的编剧兼制片人。

只有极少数人；那些真正需要知道的人；才晓得她双重人生的真相，晓得她在那片隐秘与共谋的暗影国度里，扮演着
何等，
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噢，何其，

关键的角色。

归根结底，斯特凡妮印证了这样一个道理：人往往并非表面看上去的模样。她以优雅与娴熟游走于自己的几重世界，
证明了有时候，最了不起的才华与最深的秘密，恰恰藏在最出人意料的地方。

因为，正是那些不起眼的人，

心中藏着最幽深的沟壑。
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SUBJECT 3.
MUMBAI.
status: asset, unaware.

对象 3。

孟买。
状态：资产，不知情。

Mumbai,

a city that never sleeps,

streets are alive,

hums of traffic and the glows of screens gleaming and screaming at one from every direction.

Here we find Arjun, hunched over his keyboard in a dingy, dimly lit room at the top of an abandoned

skyscraper.

He likes to call it his "post-apocalyptic water fortress," a place that sounds grandiose,

in reality is just a broken-down old building where he’s cobbled together a mishmash of tech gear.

Arjun fancies himself a “cybersecurity specialist”,

a digital warrior.

Waging war against unseen cyber threats.

Convinced that his codes and algorithms are the final fortress, protecting society from the malevolent

forces lurking in the shadows of the internet.

This so-called 'fortress,' a bewildering amalgamation of obsolete technology and questionable

makeshift repairs, stands as a testament to his increasingly delusional self-aggrandizing.
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But try convincing Arjun of that.

In his eyes, he is the unassailable protagonist of a high-stakes thriller.

Arjun begins his day with a cup of coffee, staring out over the city from his lofty perch. He imagines

himself as a sentinel, guarding the drafty digital gates of Mumbai. His office is cluttered with

monitors, each one displaying a different stream of 'data'. These are the lifeblood of society,

the very threads that keep civilization intact.

He spends hours ponderously poring over these data streams, certain he's unraveling deep secrets

and protecting society from imminent collapse.

Arjun, a doomsday prepper to the marrow, remains ever vigilantly perched atop his skyscraper, he is

utterly convinced that, as civilization crumbles, he will stand as the final guardian, broadcasting vital

missives to a population scrambling for survival.

He has amassed supplies, devised intricate security measures and accumulated an arsenal of

devices that wouldn't seem out of place in a cinematic tale of espionage. He regards every element of

his makeshift bunker as crucial to an elaborate strategy designed not just for survival but to thrive

amidst the chaos he deems unavoidable.

Between fortifying his urban fortress, Arjun somehow carves out time to moonlight as a consultant

for Indian television.

—

Indeed, he has spun his paranoid visions into a somewhat bizarre sideline, offering advice on spy

dramas and soap operas.

—

Now a figure of semi-public stature, he parades around, puffed up with the self-importance of being

the alleged expert on all matters espionage and cybersecurity. His suggestions bordering on the

absurd;

yet in his narrative, they're utterly rational.
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One particular morning, a briefing about a firewall breach sends him into a flurry of agitated activity,

convinced,

he alone

is equipped to manage such dire threats. Imagining sinister hackers orchestrating the downfall of the

city’s digital framework, he leaps to action.

Likely a minor software hiccup or the work of a disenchanted teen is. Still to Arjun, it is a profound

call to arms. He plunges into the investigation with the zeal of a cryptic crusader, his eyes flicking

across screens, fingers a blur on the keyboard.

His paranoia knows no bounds.

Seeing threats in every digital shadow-frame.

To an outsider, it's clear he's effervescently ensnared in his own web of delusions, yet Arjun remains

resolute, he knows he is the indispensable guardian against these imagined digital onslaughts.

As evening falls and the city beneath him slowly starts sparkling, Arjun finds himself in his element,

ensconced in what he considers his command center, akin to a general surveying a battlefield. He

takes pride in the seamlessly streamlined operation of his digital defenses, interpreting every

anomaly as part of a larger, menacing scheme.

The days end brings a critical test:

the handling of a eerily concealed message.

Arjun approaches this with the solemnity of a statesman making a world-altering decision,

it’s a defining moment,

one he believes will cement his legacy.

Torn between the allure of revealing the secret and the duty to safeguard it, he ultimately opts for

protection, self-congratulating on his presumed sagacity.

As the night deepens, Arjun looks to the stars, imbued with a sense of monumental accomplishment.
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He's convinced himself of the nobility of his mission. The threats, he assumes, have been

vanquished;

dawn is breaking, and here stands Arjun, the cyber sentinel, the day's quiet savior.

In truth, he's merely a man in an aging high-rise, his bunker, far from a stronghold of safety,

is more accurately a fortress of folly.

But indulge him his moment

—

after all, doesn't every narrative require its hero, even if that hero is but a quixotic fool convinced he's

the linchpin in the digital age's salvation?

孟买，

一座永不入眠的城市，

街道鲜活躁动，

车流的轰鸣与屏幕的光晕，从四面八方朝人炫目地嘶喊而来。

在这里，我们找到了阿俊，他佝偻着背伏在键盘上，待在一栋废弃摩天楼顶层那间昏暗肮脏的小屋里。

他喜欢管它叫自己的"后末日水上堡垒"，一个听起来气派非凡的名号，

可实际上，不过是一栋破败的老楼，他在里头七拼八凑地拼起一堆杂七杂八的技术设备。

阿俊自诩为一名"cybersecurity specialist"（网络安全专家），

一位数字战士。

向那些看不见的网络威胁宣战。

他坚信自己的代码与算法就是最后的堡垒，护佑着社会免遭潜伏在互联网阴影里那些恶意势力的侵袭。
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这所谓的"堡垒"，是一堆过时技术与可疑的临时修补拼凑而成的怪物，恰恰印证了他那日益膨胀的、自我吹嘘式的
妄想。

但你别想说服阿俊这一点。

在他眼里，他是一部高风险惊悚片里那位坚不可摧的主角。

阿俊的一天，从一杯咖啡开始，他凝望着城市，居高临下。他把自己想象成一名哨兵，守卫着孟买那扇四面透风的数
字大门。他的办公室里堆满了显示器，每一块屏幕都滚动着不同的"数据"洪流。这些是社会的命脉，

是维系文明于不坠的根根丝线。

他花上数小时，煞有介事地埋头钻研这些数据流，笃信自己正在破解层层深藏的秘密，护佑社会免于迫在眉睫的崩
溃。

阿俊，一个骨子里的末日囤积者，始终警觉地盘踞在他那栋摩天楼顶，他坚信不疑：当文明崩塌之际，他将挺身而
出，成为最后的守护者，向那些为求生而四处奔逃的民众广播出至关重要的讯息。

他囤积了物资，设计了缜密的安保措施，还搜罗了一整套摆在谍战大片里也毫不违和的装备。他把自己那简陋掩体里
的每一样东西，都视作一套精心谋划的宏大战略中不可或缺的一环——这套战略不仅为了求生，更为了在他笃定必将
到来的混乱中活得风生水起。

在加固他那座城市堡垒的间隙，阿俊竟还挤得出时间，兼职给印度电视台当顾问。

——

是的，他把自己那套疑神疑鬼的臆想，捯饬成了一门颇为古怪的副业，为谍战剧和肥皂剧出谋划策。

——

如今，作为一个半公众人物，他四处招摇，为自己身为间谍与网络安全领域公认的"专家"而洋洋自得。他给的建议
近乎荒诞；

可在他自己的叙事里，它们无比合乎情理。

一个清晨，一份关于防火墙遭入侵的简报，把他搅进一阵焦躁的忙乱，他确信，

唯有他一人
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才有能力应对如此凶险的威胁。他脑补着阴险的黑客们正密谋颠覆这座城市的数字命脉，于是他一跃而起，投入行
动。

那多半只是一次小小的软件故障，或是某个心怀不满的少年干的好事。可对阿俊来说，这是一声庄严的战斗号角。他
以一名神秘十字军的狂热扑进调查，双眼在屏幕间飞掠，手指在键盘上化作一片残影。

他的疑心病无边无际。

在每一帧数字阴影里都看见威胁。

在旁人看来，他显然深陷于自己编织的妄想之网，可阿俊依旧坚定不移，他深知，面对这些臆想出来的数字围攻，他
是那个不可或缺的守护者。

夜幕降临，脚下的城市渐渐亮起星火，阿俊进入了他的状态，端坐在他自认的指挥中心里，宛如一位俯瞰战场的将
军。他为自己那套天衣无缝、井然有序的数字防御体系而自豪，把每一处异常都解读成某个更庞大、更凶险阴谋的一
环。

一天的尾声，带来一场关键的考验：

处理一条诡异隐匿的讯息。

阿俊以一名政治家做出撼动世界之决断般的庄重神情来面对它，

这是一个决定性的时刻，

一个他深信将奠定自己传世声名的时刻。

在揭开秘密的诱惑与守护秘密的职责之间左右为难，他最终选择了守护，为自己那份臆想中的睿智而沾沾自喜。

夜色渐深，阿俊仰望星空，胸中充盈着一种建立丰功伟绩般的成就感。

他说服了自己相信这使命的崇高。那些威胁，他认定，已被击退；

黎明将至，而此处，屹立着阿俊，这位网络哨兵，一日里悄然无声的救世主。

可实际上，他不过是一栋老旧高楼里的一个男人，他那掩体，远非什么安全的堡垒，

更确切地说，是一座愚妄的城堡。

但就成全他这一刻吧——
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毕竟，哪个故事不需要它的英雄，哪怕这英雄，不过是个自以为是数字时代救赎之关键的、堂吉诃德式的傻瓜？

24



SUBJECT 4.
KIGALI.
status: self-aware / compromised.

对象 4。

基加利。
状态：有自觉／已暴露。

Notifications flooded her screen as her followers joined the live stream, their comments scrolling

rapidly.

“I hope you're all having a wonderful day,” she continued, adjusting her short, curly hair that framed

her expressive dark eyes. Behind her, the small, modest room she lived in was carefully arranged to

create the perfect backdrop. Handmade crafts and traditional Rwandan baskets adorned the shelves.

Amina held up a beautifully woven basket. “Today, I want to share with you some of the beautiful

traditions from my heritage,” she said, her voice filled with enthusiasm. “This basket is handmade, a

symbol of our connection to the earth and our ancestors.”

The chat buzzed with comments and questions, and Amina responded with practiced ease.

“Meditation is such a powerful tool,” she said, lighting a candle on the altar behind her. “It helps us

connect with our inner selves and find peace amidst the chaos of life.” Her fingers moved deftly,

striking a match and bringing the flame to the wick. The candlelight flickered, casting a warm glow

over her features.

“Let’s all take a moment to breathe deeply and let go of our worries,” Amina instructed, closing her

eyes and taking a deep, calming breath. Her followers followed along, and she could see virtual gifts

and donations begin to flow in. Her eyes, though closed, were alert to the telltale ping of each

donation.

After a few moments, Amina opened her eyes and smiled warmly at the camera. “Thank you all for

joining me in this peaceful moment,” she said. “Your support means the world to me. If you feel
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called to, any donations are greatly appreciated and help me continue sharing these beautiful

traditions with you.”

The comments section lit up with messages of encouragement, hearts, and stars, accompanied by

donations. Amina’s heart swelled with gratitude, but also a tinge of guilt. She knew her spiritual

discussions were crafted to attract views and donations rather than from a place of genuine belief.

But this was how she managed to survive, how she navigated the financial difficulties that weighed

heavily on her every day.

“Let’s move on to some questions,” she said, glancing at the chat. “How can I incorporate traditional

Rwandan practices into my daily life?” one follower asked. Amina’s eyes sparkled with rehearsed

wisdom. “It’s all about mindfulness and respect for nature,” she replied. “Simple acts like using

natural materials and practicing gratitude can bring you closer to these traditions.”

As she spoke, her mind wandered momentarily to the small, modest home she inhabited on the

outskirts of the city. The hustle and bustle of urban life met the calm of rural landscapes here, but

inside, it was a different story. The home was sparsely furnished, with a few spiritual items

strategically placed to enhance her online persona. The struggle to maintain this facade and the

financial strain it imposed was ever-present.

Amina glanced at the donation counter on her screen. The numbers were ticking up, slowly but

surely. She adjusted her position, making sure her face remained well-lit and engaging. Her smile

never wavered, but the effort it took to keep it in place was immense.

“Another question,” she continued, her tone bright and welcoming. “Can you tell us more about the

traditional herbs you use?” She picked up a small bundle of dried herbs from the altar. “They help

create a positive and harmonious environment,” she said.

Her followers responded with more donations and gifts. The numbers on the screen were a

bittersweet reminder of her reality. Each contribution was a lifeline, but also a reminder of the

precariousness of her situation.

As the live session continued, Amina found herself slipping deeper into her role. “Let’s do a quick

guided meditation,” she suggested, her voice soothing and melodic. She closed her eyes again,
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leading her followers through a series of deep breaths and visualizations. The virtual gifts continued

to pour in, a testament to her ability to captivate and engage her audience.

When the meditation ended, Amina opened her eyes slowly, her smile gentle and serene. “Thank you

for sharing this moment with me,” she said softly. “Your support and generosity mean so much.

Remember, every little bit helps, and I am deeply grateful for your kindness.”

The chat was filled with supportive comments and more donations. Amina’s heart ached with a

mixture of gratitude and the weight of her ongoing struggles. She knew that behind her bright smile

and spiritual facade lay a weary soul, striving for a better future.

“Let’s take one last question for today,” she said, scanning the chat. “How can we stay positive

during tough times?” Amina took a deep breath, her eyes reflecting a moment of genuine

vulnerability. “It’s important to focus on the small joys and stay connected to what brings you peace,”

she answered. “For me, it’s sharing these moments with all of you.”

As the live session drew to a close, Amina thanked her followers once more, her smile unwavering.

“Thank you all for being here today,” she said. “I look forward to our next session.”

She ended the live stream and let out a long, weary sigh. The room seemed to dim slightly as the

screen went dark. Amina sat back, her bright smile fading into a look of exhaustion. The financial

strain and the effort to maintain her online persona were taking their toll, but she had no other choice.

This was her lifeline, her means of navigating the challenges life had thrown at her.

Looking around her modest home, Amina felt a pang of longing for something more. The spiritual

items and handmade crafts that adorned her shelves were props, but they also represented a

connection to a deeper part of herself, one she rarely had the luxury to explore genuinely.

As she sat by the window, looking out at the distant hills, Amina allowed herself a moment of quiet

reflection. The struggle was real, but so was her resilience. She closed her eyes and took a deep

breath, savoring the fleeting peace. Tomorrow would bring another live session, another opportunity

to share, to connect, and to survive. But for now, she embraced the quiet, dreaming of a better future

and the hope that someday, the facade she maintained would become a reality.
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一条条通知涌满了她的屏幕，粉丝们纷纷涌入直播间，评论飞快地滚动着。

"希望大家今天都过得愉快，"她继续说道，一边理了理那头衬托着她那双富有神采的深色眼眸的短卷发。在她身
后，她所居住的那间小小的、简朴的房间，被精心布置成一方完美的背景。手工艺品和传统的卢旺达编篮点缀在架子
上。

阿米娜举起一只编得精美的篮子。"今天，我想和大家分享一些我族传承里美丽的传统，"她说，声音里满是热
忱。"这只篮子是手工编的，是我们与大地、与祖先相连的象征。"

聊天区因评论和提问而热闹起来，阿米娜应对自如，驾轻就熟。"冥想是一件如此有力量的工具，"她说着，点燃了
身后祭坛上的一支蜡烛。"它帮助我们与内在的自我相连，在生活的纷乱中寻得一份安宁。"她的手指灵巧地划动，
擦亮一根火柴，把火苗引到烛芯上。烛光摇曳，为她的面庞披上一层温暖的光晕。

"让我们都花一点时间，深深地呼吸，放下心中的忧虑，"阿米娜引导着，闭上双眼，深深地、平缓地吸了一口气。
她的粉丝们跟着做，而她看得见虚拟礼物与打赏开始源源涌入。她的眼睛虽闭着，却对每一声打赏那报信般的提示音
警觉万分。

片刻之后，阿米娜睁开眼，冲着镜头温暖地一笑。"谢谢大家陪我共度这平静的一刻，"她说。"你们的支持对我意义
非凡。如果你们愿意，任何一份打赏我都感激不尽，它们让我能继续与你们分享这些美丽的传统。"

评论区亮起一片鼓励的话语、爱心与星星，还夹杂着一笔笔打赏。阿米娜心头涌起感激，却也掺着一丝愧疚。她心里
清楚，自己那些关于灵性的谈论，是为了吸引观看和打赏而精心编排的，并非出自真心的信仰。可这就是她赖以活下
去的方式，是她应对每日沉沉压在肩头那些经济困窘的法子。

"我们接着看看一些问题吧，"她说着，扫了一眼聊天区。"我该如何把卢旺达的传统习俗融入日常生活呢？"一位粉
丝问道。阿米娜的眼中闪烁着排练过的智慧。"关键就在于正念，以及对自然的敬重，"她答道。"像使用天然材料、
心怀感恩这样简单的举动，就能让你更贴近这些传统。"

她一边说着，思绪却一时飘向了她住在城郊那间小小的、简朴的家。都市的喧嚣在这里遇上了乡野的宁静，可屋内却
是另一番光景。家中陈设寥寥，只零星摆着几件灵性的物件，用来烘托她的线上人设。维系这层伪装的挣扎，以及它
所带来的经济重压，无时无刻不在。

阿米娜瞥了一眼屏幕上的打赏计数器。数字在一点一点，缓慢却确凿地往上爬。她调整了一下坐姿，确保自己的脸始
终光线得宜、惹人喜爱。她的笑容从未动摇，可维持这笑容所耗的气力，却大得惊人。

她的粉丝们回以更多的打赏与礼物。屏幕上的数字，是她现实处境一记苦乐参半的提醒。每一笔捐助都是一根救命稻
草，却也提醒着她处境的岌岌可危。
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随着直播继续，阿米娜发觉自己愈发深陷于这个角色。"我们来做一段简短的引导冥想吧，"她提议道，声音舒缓而
悦耳。她再度闭上眼，引领着粉丝们做起一轮轮深呼吸与观想。虚拟礼物仍源源不断地涌来，印证着她那份俘获并牵
住观众的本事。

冥想结束，阿米娜缓缓睁开双眼，笑意温柔而恬静。"谢谢你们与我共享这一刻，"她轻声说。"你们的支持与慷慨，
于我意义重大。请记得，每一点一滴都弥足珍贵，我由衷地感激你们的善意。"

聊天区满是暖心的评论和更多的打赏。阿米娜的心，在感激与自身重重挣扎的分量之间隐隐作痛。她心里明白，在她
明媚的笑容和灵性的门面之下，藏着一个疲惫的灵魂，为了一个更好的未来而苦苦支撑。

"今天我们再看最后一个问题吧，"她说着，扫视着聊天区。"在艰难的时候，我们该如何保持积极呢？"阿米娜深吸
一口气，眼中映出片刻真切的脆弱。"重要的是把目光放在那些微小的欢喜上，与那些带给你安宁的事物保持相
连，"她答道。"对我来说，就是和你们大家分享这些时刻。"

随着直播接近尾声，阿米娜再一次向她的粉丝们道谢，笑容始终未曾动摇。"谢谢今天来到这里的每一个人，"她
说。"期待我们下一次的相聚。"

她结束了直播，长长地、疲惫地叹了口气。屏幕暗下，房间也仿佛随之黯淡了几分。阿米娜向后靠去，她那明媚的笑
容褪成了一脸倦色。经济的重压，加上维系线上人设所耗的心力，正一点点把她掏空，可她别无选择。这是她的命
脉，是她应对生活抛来的重重难关的凭仗。

环顾自己简朴的家，阿米娜心头掠过一阵对某种更丰盈之物的渴望。那些点缀在架子上的灵性物件与手工艺品都是道
具，可它们同样代表着她内心深处某个部分的联结——一个她鲜有余裕去真正探寻的部分。

她坐在窗边，望向远处的群山，允许自己享有片刻静静的沉思。挣扎是真实的，可她的坚韧亦然。她闭上双眼，深深
吸了一口气，细细品味这转瞬即逝的安宁。明天又将迎来一场直播，又一个分享、联结、并活下去的机会。可此刻，
她拥抱这份静谧，梦想着一个更好的未来，梦想着有朝一日，她所维系的这层门面，终会成为现实。
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SUBJECT 5.
ISS.
status: radicalized.

对象 5。

国际空间站。
状态：已极端化。

ISS.

Space station.

Earth below.

Markus Huber. Astronaut. Former Red Bull motorsports.

High-speed.

High stakes.

Now, orbiting. Different world.

Alternative history.

Wolfgang Schüssel.

Coalition with SPÖ. 2001.

Austria's path.

Divergent. Policies shifted.

Markus's world.

Norm core.
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Morning.

Drifting silently above Earth in the International Space Station, Markus Huber stared out of the

observation window. Below him, the blue and green orb spun, indifferent to the chaos below. It had

been a long journey to get here, both for Markus and for humanity.

Markus was —relentless ambition, efficiency, and dedication. Yet, in his downtime, he found solace in

plain clothes, simple routines, valuing detail and commitment. The stark contrast between his

professional life and personal preferences often left him contemplating the essence of his existence.

Markus thrived in this world. His early career at Red Bull Motorsports, a company embodying high-

octane ambition, catapulted him into corporate power. Red Bull wasn’t just a brand; it was a lifestyle.

The roar of engines, the smell of rubber

—it was modern ambition.

Markus drove innovation, pushing limits, and expanding into aerospace.

His life mirrored a Formula 1 car—high-stakes, relentless, and thrilling.

As Markus gazed at Earth from the ISS, he pondered his paradoxical existence. Champion of

efficiency, nonetheless, longing for essential simplicity. He thought about the life he had chosen, one

of ceaseless ambition and towering achievements. Yet, he yearned for the simple joys—reading a

book in a quiet room, a walk in the park, moments of undisturbed tranquility. It was a dichotomy that

defined him, the high-speed life he led versus the calm, understated existence he craved.

In the stillness of space, Markus reflected on his legacy. The ISS symbolized international

cooperation and human ingenuity, a reminder of Earth's divisions and conflicts. He envisioned a

future where lessons from the past guide humanity towards balance and sustainability. A world where

tech served humanity, and the other way around.

He drifted closer to the observation window, watching the continents slowly pass beneath him. From

this vantage point, the borders and conflicts that divided nations seemed insignificant. The vast

oceans, sprawling forests, and endless deserts formed a mosaic of life, vibrant and teeming with

possibilities. Markus felt a profound connection to the planet, a sense of responsibility to protect and

cherish it.
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He considered the technological marvel that was the ISS, a testament to what humans could achieve

when working together towards a common goal. It stood as a beacon of hope, a symbol of what could

be accomplished through cooperation and shared vision. Yet, it also served as a reminder of how far

humanity still had to go in achieving true unity and peace.

But the longer Markus stared down at the world, the less patient he felt with it. He’d spent his life

building things—precise, disciplined, unforgiving of error—and down there, nothing seemed to work

that way anymore. Every institution he’d once trusted felt slower, softer, less certain of itself. He

didn’t just want to admire the view. He wanted to fix what he was looking at.

The memories of his childhood, of a time when life seemed simpler and more ordered, flooded his

mind.

Markus found clarity—a vision of a future where humanity thrived in harmony with its world, but one

that also adhered to the principles he held dear.

He realized that his platform and influence could be used to advocate for this vision.

He imagined a world where technological advancements were harnessed to improve lives, where

tradition and progress found a harmonious balance, and where humanity worked collectively towards

sustainable living.

Markus knew that his return to Earth would bring its own set of challenges. He would have to

navigate the complex landscapes of corporate and political power. But he felt a renewed sense of

purpose. He envisioned using his influence to advocate for a world where technology and humanity

coexisted harmoniously, where progress did not come at the expense of simplicity and balance.

As the ISS continued its orbit, Markus felt a quiet resolve. The vast emptiness of space had given him

the clarity he needed. He understood that his role was not just to achieve

personal success,

but to contribute to the greater good.

He was determined to help guide humanity towards a future where ambition and simplicity could

coexist, where national pride and global cooperation found a delicate balance.
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Markus opened his eyes and took one last look at the Earth below. He felt a deep connection to the

planet and its people, a bond that transcended

borders and conflicts.

In the stillness of space, he found his true mission. With fierce resolve, he prepared for his return to

Earth.

国际空间站。

空间站。

地球在下。

马库斯·胡贝尔。宇航员。前红牛赛车部门。

高速。

高风险。

如今，绕轨而行。另一个世界。

另一段历史。

沃尔夫冈·许塞尔。

与社民党（SPÖ）联合执政。2001。

奥地利的道路。

分岔。　　　政策转向。

马库斯的世界。

Norm core（常态核心）。

早晨。

马库斯·胡贝尔静静地飘浮在国际空间站里，凝望着舷窗外。在他脚下，那颗蓝绿相间的星球旋转着，对下方的纷乱
漠然置之。走到今天这一步，路途漫长——对马库斯如此，对人类亦然。
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马库斯身上——是无尽的野心、效率与执着。然而在闲暇时光，他却在朴素的衣着、简单的作息中寻得慰藉，看重细
节，珍视承诺。他职业生涯与个人偏好之间那道鲜明的反差，常令他陷入对自身存在本质的沉思。

马库斯在这个世界里如鱼得水。他早年在红牛赛车部门的经历——那是一家将高辛烷值野心奉为圭臬的公司——把他
一举送上了企业权力的高位。红牛不只是一个品牌；它是一种生活方式。引擎的轰鸣，橡胶的气味

——那便是现代野心。

马库斯推动创新，突破极限，把版图拓展到航空航天领域。

他的人生宛如一辆一级方程式赛车——高风险、无止境、令人血脉偾张。

当马库斯从空间站凝望地球，他细细思忖着自己这份矛盾的存在。他是效率的斗士，却又渴慕着本质上的简朴。他想
着自己所选择的这种人生，一种野心不息、成就巍峨的人生。然而，他却向往那些简单的欢愉——在安静的房间里读
一本书，在公园里散一次步，一段段不受打扰的宁静时光。这是一种定义了他的二律背反：他所过的那种高速人生，
与他所渴求的那份沉静、朴素的存在。

在太空的沉寂里，马库斯回望自己的人生印记。国际空间站象征着国际合作与人类的智慧，也提醒着地球上的种种分
裂与冲突。他构想着一个未来，让过往的教训指引人类走向平衡与可持续。一个科技服务于人类、而非反其道而行的
世界。

他向舷窗又飘近了些，望着一片片大陆在他脚下缓缓掠过。从这个视角望去，那些分裂着各国的边界与冲突显得微不
足道。浩瀚的海洋、绵延的森林、无尽的沙漠，共同拼成一幅生命的镶嵌画，鲜活而丰盈，充满万般可能。马库斯感
到自己与这颗星球有一种深切的联结，一种守护并珍爱它的责任。

他思量着国际空间站这一技术奇迹，它印证了人类携手朝共同目标努力时所能成就的一切。它矗立着，如一座希望的
灯塔，象征着通过合作与共享愿景所能达成的种种。然而，它同样提醒着人类，在真正实现团结与和平的路上，仍有
多么遥远的距离要走。

可他望着下方的世界越久，耐心便越发消磨。他这一生都在建造东西——精准、严苛、不容差错——可下面的世界，
似乎再也不按这套规则运转了。他曾信赖的每一个体制，如今都显得迟缓、软弱、丧失了自身的笃定。他不想只是俯
瞰这片风景。他想亲手去修正他所看到的一切。

马库斯寻得了一种清明——一幅未来的图景：人类在与其所处世界的和谐中繁荣，但这个未来同样恪守着他所笃信的
那些原则。

他意识到，自己的平台与影响力可以用来倡导这一愿景。
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马库斯知道，重返地球会带来它自己的一整套挑战。他将不得不在企业与政治权力那错综复杂的地形中周旋。但他感
到一种重新燃起的使命感。他构想着运用自己的影响力，去倡导一个科技与人性和谐共存的世界，一个进步不以牺牲
简朴与平衡为代价的世界。

随着空间站继续绕轨运行，马库斯感到一种沉静的决心。太空那浩瀚的空旷，给了他所需的清明。他明白，他的角色
不只是去成就

个人的成功，

更是要为更大的福祉贡献一份力量。

他决意要成为一股推动积极变革的力量，去帮助引领人类走向一个野心与简朴得以共存、民族自豪与全球合作找到微
妙平衡的未来。

马库斯睁开双眼，最后望了一眼下方的地球。他感到自己与这颗星球、与它的人民有一种深切的联结，一种超越

边界与冲突的纽带。

在太空的沉寂里，他寻得了自己真正的使命。怀着一腔炽烈的决心，他准备重返地球。
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SUBJECT 6.
KYOTO.
status: dormant.

对象 6。

京都。
状态：休眠。

Aiko walked briskly down the brightly bustling streets of Kyoto,

her mind whirling and whistling with thoughts as she headed towards the nearest 7-Eleven.

This mornings air was crispy.

Carrying the faintest scent of cherry blossoms that had lingered; even outside the bloom season.

Clutching her tote bag, adorned with traditional Japanese patterns, a gift from her grandmother, close

to her side. She navigated through the crowd.

Vocationally serving as a cultural historian, her mind frequently oscillated between contemplations of

bygone eras and projections of what lay ahead, entrapping her in a ceaseless dialogue of her own

design.

Today, her mind being especially, particularly restless, she nonetheless valiantly persevered in

continuing her attempts in grappling with this most delicate of balances she maintained between

clinging to relics of ancient customs and simultaneously compelling herself to navigate the chaotic

surge of the modern digital abyss.

As she approached the convenience store with an air of hesitancy but assuredness in the same

steps, she couldn’t help but reflect on the symbolism of her destination—a modern, ubiquitous

establishment in a city steeped in expansively enamoring history.
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Automatic doors slide open with a soft whoosh, and Aiko steps inside. Familiar hums of refrigerators

and the glaring artificial lighting welcome her into a space that was a stark contrast to the serene,

historical environments she usually found herself in.

Taking a deep breath, of the cool, conditioned air which mingled with the faint aroma of packaged

foods and freshly brewed coffee. Her eyes scan the aisles, taking in the colorful array of products.

Aiko felt a sense of dissonance

—

this modern convenience clashed with her deep dependable appreciation for traditional practices and

handmade crafts. Yet, she agonizedly accepted the necessity of such places in contemporary city life.

Walking down the aisles, she reaches for a bento box, her thoughts drifting to the tea ceremony she

had conducted that morning. Ritual was an anchor for her, moments of peace and reflection amidst

her radically busy schedule.

She remembered the feel of the tea bowl in her hands, the weight of history it carried, and the

tranquility it brought her. Paradoxically, here she was now, picking out a mass-produced meal, a

necessary concession to her contemporaneous life.

She felt a pang of guilt for choosing convenience over tradition, yet she rightfully rationalized it

—

her work, her life, her thoughts and addictions, she,- herself, often left her with little time to prepare

meals from scratch. The bento box she held was neatly packed, each compartment filled with an

assortment of food, a microcosm of the order she sought in her life.

Placing it in her basket, her fingers brushed against the cold plastic.

Moving to the drink section, she selects a bottle of green tea, appreciating at least that -again- plastic-

y plagiarized connection to her heritage. The green tea reminded her of the rolling fields she had

visited on her research trips, where the tea leaves were harvested by hand, a tradition passed down

through generations. This bottle, too, was technically a product of those fields,

albeit processed and packaged for mass consumption.
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Her basket now held lunch, and she makes her way to the checkout counter.

The cashier greets her with a polite nod, and Aiko returns the gesture, her thoughts still entangled in

the contrast of her actions. As she pays for her items, she thought about the digital archives she had

been working on. Preserving history in a digital format was a far cry from the titillatingly tactile

experience of handling ancient scrolls, yet it was crucial for ensuring that the knowledge eternally (at

least for her eternity) endured.

Aiko stepped out of the store, her purchases in hand. The sun was higher in the sky now, casting a

welcome warm glow on the city. She found a small bench nearby and sat down, unwrapping her

bento box. The city’s sounds faded into the background as she focused on her meal. First bites were

strangely comforting—familiar yet also not. It was sustenance, both physical and mental, a brief

respite in her demanding day.

As she ate, Aiko’s mind wandered to her latest research. She was delving into hidden historical

messages within global networks, uncovering thiseled threads that linked the past to the present in

ways that were invisible. This work was her passion, yet it isolated.

Deep connectivity with the history she preserved was of the utmost importance to her, but

disconnection from the fast-paced world around her discombobulated her sense of authenticity in

this practice of true connectedness.

Finishing her meal, Aiko took another moment to reflect. The simple act of buying lunch had become

an intricate dance between her duties and her beliefs. She thought about the lanterns she would light

in the evening, their softly glistening glow a reminder of the balance she sought to maintain.

Tradition and modernity,

past and present,

duty and curiosity

—

all these threads wove together the fastened fabric of her life.
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As she stood up, Aiko felt a renewed sense of purpose. Her journey was not just about preserving

history but also about navigating the complexities of living in a world where the past and the present

constantly intersected. The lunch from 7-Eleven was a small, yet significant, part of that journey.

Observing the bustling streets of Kyoto, feeling a deep connection to the city and its timeless spirit,

she headed back to her work. Seemingly carrying the weight of both history and the future within

herself.

爱子快步走在京都熙来攘往、明亮喧闹的街道上，

脑中思绪翻涌、呼啸不止，一路朝着最近的 7-Eleven 走去。

今晨的空气清冽爽脆。

携着一缕最淡的樱花香气，即便早已过了花期，那香仍萦绕不散。

她把那只绣着传统日式纹样、祖母赠予的手提袋紧紧挎在身侧。穿行于人群之中。

身为一名文化史学家，她的心绪常在对逝去时代的追想与对未来图景的推想之间来回摇摆，将她困在一场由她自己设
计的、绵绵不绝的独白里。

今日，她的心绪格外、尤其地不宁，可她依旧英勇地坚持着，试图在她所维系的那道最微妙的平衡里挣扎前行——一
边紧攥着古老习俗的遗存，一边又逼着自己去应对现代数字深渊那滚滚而来的浪潮。

当她走近那家便利店，步履间既带着迟疑，又透着笃定，她不禁思忖起自己此行目的地的象征意味——一座现代的、
无处不在的店铺，坐落在一座浸透着无尽迷人历史的城市里。

自动门伴着一声轻柔的"咻"滑开，爱子迈步走了进去。冰柜熟悉的嗡鸣与刺目的人工照明，将她迎进一方与她惯常
置身其中的静谧历史环境截然相反的空间。

她深吸一口气，那清凉的、经过调节的空气里，混着包装食品与新煮咖啡的淡淡气息。她的目光扫过一排排货架，将
那琳琅满目的商品尽收眼底。

爱子感到一阵失谐——

这现代的便利，与她对传统技艺和手工艺品那份深沉而可靠的珍视相抵触。然而，她苦涩地接受了这类场所在当代都
市生活中的必要。走过一条条货架，她伸手取了一盒便当，思绪却飘向了那天清晨她所行的茶道。仪式，是她的一处
锚点，是她那疯狂忙碌的日程中一段段安宁与沉思的时光。
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她记得茶碗握在手中的触感，它所承载的历史的分量，以及它带给她的那份宁静。何其吊诡，此刻她却在这里，挑选
着一份批量生产的餐食，一份对她当下生活的必要妥协。

她为选择便利而非传统而感到一阵愧疚，却又理直气壮地为自己开脱——

她的工作、她的生活、她的思绪与她的种种沉溺，她——她自己，常常令她无暇从头做一顿饭。她手中那盒便当包装
得整整齐齐，每一格都盛着各色食物，是她在生活中所追求的那份秩序的一个缩影。

把它放进购物篮，她的指尖擦过那冰凉的塑料。

移步到饮品区，她选了一瓶绿茶，至少还能借此——再一次——与自己的传承攀上那么一丝塑料味的、剽窃来的联
结。绿茶让她想起了那些她在考察途中走访过的连绵茶田，那里的茶叶由人手采摘，是一门代代相传的技艺。眼前这
瓶，严格说来，也是那些茶田的产物，

只不过经过了加工与包装，供大规模消费。

她的购物篮里如今盛着午餐，她朝收银台走去。

收银员礼貌地朝她点了点头，爱子回以一礼，思绪却仍纠缠在自己行为的那份矛盾里。付款时，她想起了自己一直在
做的那些数字档案。以数字形式保存历史，与亲手摩挲古老卷轴那令人心醉的触感相去甚远，然而，为了确保那些知
识得以永恒地（至少在她的永恒里）留存，这却是至关重要的。

爱子走出便利店，手里拎着买来的东西。太阳如今已升得更高，为这座城市洒下一片惬意温暖的光。她在附近寻得一
张小长椅坐下，拆开她的便当。城市的喧声退作背景，她专注于自己的这顿饭。最初几口，出奇地令人心安——熟
悉，却又并不尽然。这是一份滋养，兼及身心，是她忙碌一日中一段短暂的喘息。

一边吃着，爱子的思绪又飘向了她最新的研究。她正在钻研那些隐匿于全球网络之中的历史讯息，发掘着一根根将过
去与当下以某种无形方式串联起来的线索。这份工作是她的热爱所在，却也让她孤立无援。

与她所保存的历史那份深切的联结，于她至关重要，可与她周遭那飞速运转的世界的脱节，却搅乱了她在这份追求真
正联结的实践中对自身真实性的感知。

用完这顿饭，爱子又花了片刻沉思。买一顿午餐这样简单的举动，竟成了她职责与信念之间一支错综的舞。她想起了
傍晚她将点亮的那些灯笼，它们柔柔闪烁的微光，是她所力求维系的那份平衡的一记提醒。

传统与现代，

过去与当下，
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职责与好奇——

所有这些线索，交织成她生命那紧密缝就的织物。

起身时，爱子感到一种重新燃起的使命感。她的旅程，不只是关于保存历史，也是关于在一个过去与当下不断交汇的
世界里，去应对生活的种种繁复。那份来自 7-Eleven 的午餐，是这段旅程中一个微小、却意味深长的部分。望着京
都熙攘的街道，感到自己与这座城市及其永恒精魂那深切的联结，她动身返回自己的工作。仿佛在自己身上，同时担
荷着历史与未来的分量。
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SUBJECT 7.
BROOKLYN.
status: operative.

对象 7。

布鲁克林。
状态：行动人员。

Nestled among the thriving urban chaos in the heart of bustling Brooklyn, lies a quietly quaint café

called "Thyme & Petals." It’s weathered wooden sign and windows adorned with trailing ivy, forming a

haven of rustic charm pointedly piercing the surrounding concrete jungle.

Inside, the aroma of freshly brewed artisanal coffee mingles with the scent of lemon-lavender

buckwheat scones, welcoming passively patient patrons in communally escaping the cacophony of

city life.

Mellow morning sunlight filters through lace curtains, illuminating mystifyingly mismatched vintage

furniture, Eve slowly saunters through the bewilderingly ill-suited modern glass door and into the

room, her eyes gazing through the non-functional shelves lined with yellowed mason jars and

porcelain figurines daintily dangling weathered wildflowers from their adequately tiny hands. Moving

with a graceful, all the while purposeful stride Eve, clad in a flowy, floral-print dress, worn leather

boots, and a crown of tightly coiled curls adorned with a sylvan headband, approaches the counter.

Commanding respectful repose despite her petite stature and deep ochre skin.

Warmly smiling and gently belying the steely determination that lies beneath her selfless surface.

Eve’s every movement is a study in poise and intention.

Weaving through the electrifyingly eclectic mix of patrons

—
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students hungrily hunched over laptops, artful artists sketching in notebooks, and endearingly

elderly couples savoring their morning tea

—

with an ease that suggests she belongs to a different time, maybe more fittingly, a different world

altogether. Pausing momentarily, her eyes scanning the room with a discerning gaze, seemingly

resonating with each dreamy detail of the café.

To Eve, "Thyme & Petals" is more than a café;

it’s a sanctuary,

a place where the chaos of the outside world fades away. Leaving gentle hums of conversation and

the soothing clink of teaspoons against saucers.

Eve’s fingers brush lightly against the wooden surface, approaching the counter, a tactile connection

to the space she holds dear. A young woman - the barista - with a septum piercing and an armful of

tattoos, greets her with a nod of recognition.

“The usual, Eve?” she asks, already reaching for a cup.

“Yes, please, Mia. And a slice of the apple pie today,” Eve replies, her voice carrying a warmth that

contrasts with the unyielding determination in her eyes.

Eve reaches into her woven straw tote bag, pulling out an authentic antique rotary phone.

Juxtaposing the vintage device with the modern world around her, a strikingly sinful contrast,

perfectly suited for her own highly curated image, thus existing in a delicately determined balance

between now and then.

With a flick of her wrist, she dials a number, her fingers dancing across the dial with practiced

precision.

“Hello, darling,” she murmurs into the receiver, her voice soft yet tinged with an air of authority.

“Yes, I’m just picking up our morning essentials. Everything is proceeding as planned. No, there’s no

need to worry.”
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The conversation, brief, but laden with significance.

Eve’s tone is calm and assuredly reassuring.

The undercurrent of unspoken tension, a cutting reminder that beneath her composed exterior lies a

world of captivating complexity.

Her eyes momentarily narrow to a halt as if assessing an unseen threat. With a practiced motion, she

hangs up the phone and tucks it back into her bag, a mysterious smile perfectly pullingly playing at

the corners of her lips.

For Eve Hawthorne is not just a patroness of Williamsburg coffee establishments; she is a

government compliance officer, navigating the labyrinthine corridors of power in a world where

secrets are currency and deception is an art form. Her life; a carefully choreographed dance of

appearances and realities.

Each step measured and deliberate.

Mia sets the chai latte and slice of apple pie on the counter,

Eve offers her a grateful smile, a generous tip slides into the jar by the register.

Her tray now moving to her favorite corner of the café, a cozy nook by the window where the sunlight

casts a warm glow over the aged wooden table and the plush, mismatched chairs, Eve allows herself

a moment of quiet reflection.

Everything outside may be rushing headlong into an uncertain future;

she sips her chai latte.

Savoring the delicate blend of spices and milk, the warmth spreading through her like a comforting

embrace. The apple pie; its flaky crust and sweet, spiced filling, a reminder of simpler times.

Comforts of home and the enduring power of tradition.

Yet, even in this moment of seemingly serene serenity, Eve is ever vigilant. Eyes flit to the window.

Observing the ebb and flow of pedestrians on the street, she knows that in the shadows of New York

City, the game is always afoot, and she remains one step ahead of the shifting patterns of light,
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and shadow.

Eve’s mind, a hive of activity, constantly processing, analyzing, and planning.

She thinks about the people she interacts with daily,

each one a piece of a larger puzzle.

Some, - allies, others, - potential threats. All, - parts of the intricate web she must navigate.

Her role demands constant vigilant cunning, a challenge she embraces with unwavering

determination.

Eve polishing off the last of her latte and pie, mentally begins to navigate the intricate labyrinth of the

day that lay ahead.

Meetings, covert exchanges, subtle manipulations—all part of her;

carefully constructed life.

She rises from her seat, her movements fluid and composed, heads towards the door.

The café, with its rustic charm and comforting ambiance, has provided a brief respite, but now it is

time to re-enter the fray.

Throwing a final glance backwards, Eve steps out.

The urban chaos surrounds her once more, she faces it. The same grace and determination, she has

always known, guided her.

For Evelyn,

—

"Eve"

—

Hawthorne,
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the world is a stage,

she is always ready for her next performance.

在布鲁克林熙攘喧腾的市中心，蓬勃的都市纷乱之间，坐落着一家静谧雅致的小咖啡馆，唤作"百里香与花
瓣"（Thyme & Petals）。它那块饱经风霜的木质招牌，还有爬满蔓生常春藤的窗子，构成一方质朴的港湾，尖锐
地刺穿着周遭那片钢筋水泥的丛林。

店内，新煮的手工咖啡香气，与柠檬薰衣草荞麦司康的气味交融在一起，迎接着那些安然静候的客人，让他们在这里
共同逃离都市生活的喧嚣。

柔和的晨光透过蕾丝窗帘洒落，映照着那些令人困惑地凑作一处、并不相配的复古家具，伊芙缓步穿过那扇格格不入
到荒唐的现代玻璃门，走进这间屋子，她的目光掠过那些形同虚设的架子，架上排着一只只泛黄的梅森玻璃罐，还有
精致的瓷偶，从它们那小得恰到好处的手里，娇娇地垂下几束干枯的野花。伊芙迈着优雅却又不失笃定的步子款款走
来，身着一袭飘逸的花卉印花连衣裙，脚踩磨旧的皮靴，一头紧密盘绕的鬈发上，点缀着一圈林野气息的发带，朝着
吧台走去。

虽身形娇小，却透着一股令人肃然的沉静气度。

温暖地微笑着，柔和地掩去了她那副无私外表之下所潜藏的钢铁般的决心。

伊芙的一举一动，都是一场关于沉稳与用心的研习。

她穿行于那群鲜活得令人目眩、五花八门的客人之间——

埋头伏在笔记本电脑前的学生、在本子上写生的艺术家，还有细品着晨茶、惹人怜爱的老年伴侣——

那份从容，仿佛暗示着她属于另一个时代，或者更贴切地说，属于一个截然不同的世界。她略一驻足，目光以一种明
察秋毫的姿态扫过整间屋子，仿佛与这咖啡馆里每一处如梦似幻的细节都产生着共鸣。

对伊芙而言，"百里香与花瓣"不只是一间咖啡馆；

它是一处避难所，

一个外部世界的纷乱得以消隐的地方。只余下轻柔的交谈声，和茶匙碰着茶碟那舒缓的叮当声。

伊芙的手指轻轻拂过木质台面，走近吧台，那是她与这方她所珍视的空间之间一种触觉上的联结。一位年轻女子——
咖啡师——鼻中隔戴着环，一臂尽是纹身，冲她点头会意地打了个招呼。
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"老样子吗，伊芙？"她问着，已经伸手去取杯子。

"是的，谢谢，米娅。今天再来一块苹果派，"伊芙答道，声音里带着一份暖意，与她眼中那不容动摇的决心形成对
比。

伊芙探手进她那只编织草制手提袋，掏出一部货真价实的古董旋转拨号电话。

将这件复古器物与她周遭的现代世界并置，构成一种惊人而"罪恶"的反差，恰好契合她自己那精心雕琢的形象，从
而在当下与往昔之间维系着一种精心拿捏的平衡。

她手腕一抖，拨起一个号码，手指在拨盘上以娴熟精准的手法翩然舞动。

"你好呀，亲爱的，"她对着听筒低语，声音轻柔，却透着一丝威严。

"是的，我正在采买我们早晨的必需品。一切都按计划进行。不，无需担心。"

这通对话，简短，却意味深长。

伊芙的语气平静而笃定地令人安心。

那股暗涌的、未曾言明的张力，是一记切中要害的提醒：在她那沉着的外表之下，藏着一个错综复杂、引人入胜的世
界。

她的双眼瞬间眯起、凝住，仿佛在评估某种看不见的威胁。她以一个娴熟的动作挂断电话，将它塞回袋中，一抹神秘
的微笑，恰到好处地在她唇角牵动着。

因为伊芙·霍桑，不只是威廉斯堡诸多咖啡店的一位常客；她是一名政府合规官，在一个秘密即货币、欺瞒即艺术的
世界里，游走于权力那迷宫般的走廊之间。她的人生；是一支关于表象与实相的精心编排之舞。

每一步都经过丈量，都出于蓄谋。

米娅把印度香料奶茶和那块苹果派放到吧台上，

伊芙冲她感激地一笑，一笔慷慨的小费滑进收银台旁的罐子里。

她端着托盘，移步到她在咖啡馆里最中意的那个角落，一处窗边的舒适小天地，阳光在那张陈旧的木桌和那些不成套
的软垫椅子上洒下一片温暖的光晕，伊芙允许自己享有片刻静静的沉思。

外面的一切也许正一头栽进一个不确定的未来；

她啜了一口自己的印度香料奶茶。
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细品着香料与奶那精妙的交融，那份暖意如一个抚慰的拥抱般在她体内蔓延开来。那块苹果派；酥脆的外皮，甜蜜而
带着香料气息的内馅，是对更简单时光的一记提醒。是家的慰藉，是传统那历久弥坚的力量。

然而，即便在这看似宁静祥和的一刻，伊芙依旧警觉万分。目光飞快地扫向窗外。

观察着街上行人的来往起落，她深知，在纽约城的重重阴影里，这场博弈永远进行着，而她始终领先于那明暗交错、
不断变换的格局一步，

领先于光，也领先于影。

伊芙的头脑，是一处活动不息的蜂巢，无时无刻不在处理、分析、谋划。

她思忖着自己日常打交道的那些人，

每一个都是一幅更大拼图的一块。

有些是盟友，有些是潜在的威胁。所有人，都是她必须周旋其间那张错综之网的组成部分。

她的角色要求她保持时刻警觉的机敏，一项她以不屈的决心欣然接下的挑战。

伊芙饮尽最后一口奶茶，吃完那块派，开始在脑中盘算起横亘在前的这一天那错综的迷宫。

会议、隐秘的交接、不动声色的操纵——全都是她那

精心构筑的人生的一部分。

她从座位上起身，动作行云流水、从容不迫，朝门口走去。

这间咖啡馆，凭着它质朴的韵致与抚慰人心的氛围，提供了片刻的喘息，可如今，是时候重返那场厮杀了。

向身后投去最后一瞥，伊芙迈步走了出去。

都市的纷乱再度将她团团裹住，她迎向它。凭着她一贯以来所熟知的那份优雅与决心，为她指引方向。

因为对伊芙琳，

——

"伊芙"

——
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霍桑而言，

这世界是一座舞台，

而她，永远为她的下一场演出做足了准备。
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SUBJECT 8.
NAURU.
status: activated.

对象 8。

瑙鲁。
状态：已激活。

Kiana stood steadfastly on the sun-soaked beaches of Nauru,

the isolat(ing)ed island, her home.

Her feet luxuriating in the warmth of the sand, each grain a welcome reprieve from the cold, dark

depths she usually inhabited. Waves crashed rhythmically against the shore, a stark contrast to the

silent,

oppressive void

of the ocean's abyss.

Laughter rippled around her, a sweet symphony of (un)familiar family joy that painted the scene in

vivaciously vivid colors.

Kiana, a deep-sea oil worker, stood among them

—

one of the few women in her field, her strong, athletic build and sun-bleached hair a testament to her

unrelenting dedication.

Amidst the serene chaos, she so grew to cherish; fatefully fleeting moments of peace, a bitter-brief

return to her roots.
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The island buzzed with life, a tapestry of activity. Children speedily sprinting along the beach, their

joyous cries mingling with the wayward whispers of the waves, while elders reclined in the shade,

talkatively telling tales of yesteryears.

Amongst the children, Tane, her young cousin, darted about, his curiosity propelling him into

unending adventure. It was during one such escapade that he unearthed an enthrallingly enigmatic

entity.

"Aunty Kiana! Look what I found!"

Tane's voice pierced the air, his small hands clutching a peculiar, weighty object.

Intrigued,

Kiana approached.

Curiosity now ignited by the artifacts unusual gleam, she inquires,

"What is it, Tane?"

kneeling to scrutinize the find.

Tane placed it before her, Kiana's eyes widened

—

a large, silver imprint, intricate and alien, caught the sunlight, casting an ethereal glow.

Dense metal heftiness and ancient design.

It stirred something within her, a distant, hazy recognition.

Touching the imprint sent a sizzling shiver through her. Familiarity tugged at the edges of her

memory.

She closed her eyes, sifting through the fragmented recollections of her deep-sea excursions

—
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dark waters, enigmatic formations, an ancient presence lurking in the depths. Memories, blurred by

sedatives used to endure the eerie isolation and stress of her work, teased her with incomplete

clarity.

Crowds gathered, whispers filling the air.

Some saw a relic, others a potential fortune.

"You should sell it," someone suggested.

Kiana's grip tightened on the imprint.

"No. There's something about this… I've seen it before, down in the depths. We can't just sell it."

“It’s a vague memory, but similar patterns exist on underwater structures. The details are murky. The

sedatives we use muddle our recollections.”

Determined, Kiana kept the artifact. Slowly, a picture emerged in her minds eye.

—

The sun dipping below the horizon, casting the beach in a golden glow, Kiana’s quest leads her to

hidden caves and underwater ruins, each discovery adding new pieces to the puzzle yet heightening

the chance of her inevitable deterioration.

Amidst this almost archaically adventurous atmosphere, Kiana grappled with contemporary

struggles. Physically demanding would be a vast understatement of a descriptor of her work life, it

was grueling, but the subtle undermining and isolation from her male colleagues weighed heaviest on

her prideful spirit. Deepened, darkened depths of the ocean provided an escape-hatch from the

ceaseless judgments above.

Her deep-sea memories sharpened, guiding her through juxtaposing thoughts: above the surface,

she battled for respect and validation in a world often dismissive of her capabilities; below, in the

eerie stillness of the ocean’s depths, she sought answers to a mystery that transcended time.

As she delved deeper underwater, Kiana’s mind kept creeping back to the rig, where her every move

was sanctimoniously scrutinized, her competency constantly quietly questioned.
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Ancient structures she explored spoke of civilizations lost to time, yet her present-day struggles were

equally daunting. This discouraging duality fueled her quixotic determination. The imprint wasn’t just

a restless relic of the past; it symbolized her own recoilless resilience.

Among the silent, shadowy ruins, Kiana found soulful solace and a sense of purpose. It had chosen

her

—

the ocean

—

to reveal its deepest, dingiest mysteries,

just as she had chosen to navigate the treacherous waters of her profession.

In contrasting between her life and her enthrallingly enigmatic quest she mirrored the multiplicities of

dualities within her against themselves; in the end all she youthfully yearned for was balancing

mindbogglingly modern challenges with a timeless search for meaning. Each dive,

each discovery, was a testament to her unyielding quest for truth, both in the ocean’s demanding

depths and in the face of agonizing modern adversity.

Staring at the imprint, realization struck her, the paralyzingly perfect patterns on the silver artifact had

more than just decorative purpose; a map.

A map, ancient and enigmatic, hinted at a hidden location deep beneath the sea—a place once

grazingly glimpsed during her work but never truly explored. Kiana setting out on an expedition

called upon the ocean's depths,

the imprint securely stowed,

promising now,

both a joyless journey of peril and revelation,

through which the line between reality and time seemingly had vastly blurred into unrecognition.
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Descending, the world above fearfully faded, only replaced by a twilight realm where shadows threw

themselves against her and light played tricks on her weary eyes.

Water, cold and unforgiving, whispered secrets of forgotten times. Creeks of strain, her vessels

assuredly reaches into the deep, each sound reminding her of the fragility of this endangering

endeavor.

Her journey is an exercise in patience and intuition, guided by the subtle cues of her surroundings

—

the fleeting shimmer of an unknown creature, the ancient, silent presence of colorless coral

formations.

—

This abhorrently absurd abyss of water;

—

Kiana now moved with deliberate grace, each stroke and breath a carefully mastered measured step.

The imprint in her possession felt heavier with meaning, a silent promise of the heroic heritage she

sought to understand. Deep blue ocean; in its embrace, she found a profound sense of deeply

belonging.

This - her - voyage a testament to the quiet power of courageous curiosity and unspoken bonds

between humanity and the sea.

Kiana's fearless fight for the silver imprint is a glimpse into the depths, a silent pledge to uncover and

protect the secrets that lay hidden beneath the unwavering waves of time and loss,

faith,

—

and

humanity.
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琪安娜稳稳地立在瑙鲁那片沐着阳光的海滩上，

这座与世隔绝（也令人孤绝）的岛屿，是她的家。

她的双脚在温暖的沙里慵懒地享受着，每一粒沙都是对她惯常置身其中那寒冷幽暗深处的一份可喜慰藉。海浪有节律
地拍打着岸边，与那片

压抑的虚空——

海洋深渊那沉默的死寂——形成鲜明的对比。

笑声在她身边荡漾开来，一支（既熟悉又陌生的）阖家欢愉的甜美交响，把眼前这一幕染上了鲜活明丽的色彩。

琪安娜，一名深海石油工人，立在他们中间——

她是这一行里为数不多的女性之一，她那强健、矫捷的体格与被阳光晒得发白的头发，是她那份不屈奉献的明证。

在这份宁静的纷乱里，她逐渐学会去珍惜；那些命中注定般转瞬即逝的安宁时刻，一次苦涩而短暂的、对根源的回
归。

岛上洋溢着生机，是一幅活动的织锦。孩子们沿着海滩飞快地奔跑，他们欢欣的呼喊与海浪任性的低语交织在一起，
而长者们则倚在树荫下，絮絮地讲述着往昔的故事。

在孩子们中间，塔内，她年幼的表弟，四处窜动，好奇心驱使着他投入一场没有尽头的冒险。正是在这样一次探险
中，他挖出了一个令人心驰神往、谜一般的东西。

"琪安娜姑姑！你看我找到了什么！"

塔内的声音划破空气，他那双小手紧攥着一件古怪而沉甸甸的物件。

好奇心起，

琪安娜走上前去。

被那件器物不寻常的光泽勾起了好奇，她一边问道，

"这是什么呀，塔内？"

一边跪下细看这件发现。
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塔内把它摆到她面前，琪安娜的双眼倏地睁大——

一枚硕大的、银色的印记，纹样繁复而透着异样，在阳光下熠熠生辉，泛出一层空灵的光晕。

金属沉甸甸的质感，还有那古老的设计。

它在她心里搅动起某种东西，一丝遥远而朦胧的似曾相识。

触到那印记，一阵嘶嘶的战栗穿过她的全身。一种熟悉感撩拨着她记忆的边缘。

她闭上双眼，在自己深海作业那些支离破碎的追忆里筛寻——

幽暗的海水，谜一般的构造，一个潜伏在深处的古老存在。那些记忆，被她为熬过工作中那诡异的孤绝与压力而服用
的镇静剂所模糊，只以残缺不全的清晰逗弄着她。

人群围拢过来，私语弥漫在空气中。

有人看见的是一件文物，有人看见的是一笔潜在的财富。

"你该把它卖了，"有人提议。

琪安娜攥紧了那枚印记。

"不。这东西有点不对劲……我以前见过它，就在深处。我们不能就这么把它卖了。"

"这是一段模糊的记忆，可类似的纹样，确实存在于那些海底的构造上。细节很模糊。我们用的那些镇静剂，把我们
的记忆搅得一团糟。"

铁了心的琪安娜，把这件器物留了下来。渐渐地，一幅图景在她的脑海中浮现。

——

夕阳沉入地平线，把海滩染上一层金色的光晕，琪安娜的追寻引着她走向一处处隐秘的洞穴与海底的遗迹，每一次发
现都为这道谜题添上新的碎片，却也加剧着她那不可避免的身心损耗。

在这几近远古般的冒险氛围里，琪安娜与当下的种种挣扎缠斗着。用"体力繁重"来形容她的工作，都远远不够——那
是一份折磨人的活计，可来自男性同事那暗中的贬损与孤立，才最沉重地压在她那颗骄傲的心上。海洋那愈发幽深、
愈发昏暗的深处，为她提供了一处逃离上方那无休止评判的出口。

她那些深海的记忆愈发清晰，引领她穿行于种种并置的思绪之间：在水面之上，她为在一个常对她的能力不屑一顾的
世界里争得尊重与认可而战；在水面之下，在海洋深处那诡异的死寂里，她追寻着一个超越时间的谜题的答案。
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当她潜得越深，琪安娜的思绪便越是不停地飘回那座钻井平台，在那里，她的一举一动都受到假仁假义的审视，她的
能力被人不动声色地不断质疑。

她所探索的那些古老构造，诉说着湮没于时间的文明，可她眼下的种种挣扎，同样令人却步。这令人沮丧的二重性，
燃起了她那堂吉诃德式的决心。这枚印记，不只是一件躁动不安的往昔遗物；它象征着她自己那份坚不可摧的韧性。

在那些沉默的、幽暗的遗迹之间，琪安娜寻得了一份触动灵魂的慰藉，以及一种使命感。是它选择了她——

是这片海洋——

来揭开它那些最幽深、最晦暗的秘密，

正如她也选择了去驾驭她那份职业里那片凶险的水域。

在自己的人生与她那令人心驰神往、谜一般的追寻之间的对照里，她把自身内部那重重的二重性彼此映照；到头来，
她所满心渴望的，不过是在那些令人瞠目的现代挑战与一场超越时间的意义追寻之间，求得一份平衡。每一次下潜，

每一次发现，都是她那份不屈的求真之志的明证——无论是在海洋那严苛的深处，还是在令人煎熬的现代逆境面前。

凝视着那枚印记，一个念头倏地击中了她——那银色器物上那些令人瘫软的、完美无瑕的纹样，不只有装饰的用途；
那是一幅地图。

一幅古老而谜一般的地图，暗示着深海之下某处隐秘的所在——一个她曾在作业中匆匆一瞥、却从未真正探索过的地
方。琪安娜启程踏上一场远征，向海洋的深处发出召唤，

那枚印记被稳妥地收好，

如今许诺着，

一段既充满凶险、又满载启示的，令人黯然的旅程，

在这旅程中，现实与时间的界线，仿佛已模糊到无从辨认。

向下潜去，上方的世界惶然消退，取而代之的，是一片幽冥的国度，阴影在那里向她扑来，光在她那疲惫的双眼上戏
耍出重重幻象。

海水，冰冷而无情，低语着被遗忘的时光的秘密。伴着一声声吃力的呻吟，她的潜具笃定地探入深处，每一记声响都
提醒着她这场危险行动的脆弱。

她的旅程，是一场关于耐心与直觉的修炼，由她周遭那些微妙的征兆所指引——
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一只不知名生物一闪即逝的微光，那些无色珊瑚构造那古老而沉默的存在。

——

这片荒诞得令人厌憎的水之深渊；

——

琪安娜此刻动作从容而审慎，每一次划水、每一次呼吸，都是一步经过精心掌控、细细拿捏的步子。她手中那枚印
记，仿佛因意义而愈发沉重，是她所力求参透的那份英雄传承的一记无声承诺。深蓝的海洋；在它的怀抱里，她寻得
了一种深切的归属感。

这——她的——航程，是对好奇的勇气那份静默力量，以及人类与海洋之间那份无言羁绊的明证。

琪安娜为那枚银色印记所进行的无畏之争，是对深海的一瞥，是一记无声的誓言：去揭开并守护那些隐藏于时间与失
落、

信念、

——以及

人性——那永不停歇的波涛之下的秘密。

58



SUBJECT 9.
LOCATION UNDISCLOSED.
status: controller.

对象 9。

地点未披露。
状态：操控者。

Setting: A sleek, modern studio. Mike Sharpe, the tech magnate, sits comfortably in a designer chair.

Across from him, Hugh Grange, the charismatic host of a popular financial news show, leans forward,

eager to begin the interview.

Hugh Grange: "Mike, it's great to have you here. Let's dive right in. You've been at the forefront of

technology for decades. How do you keep innovating?"

Mike Sharpe: "Well, Hugh, it's all about staying ahead of the curve. At Meridian, we constantly push

the boundaries of what's possible in tech. It's about seeing the future before anyone else does."

Internal Monologue: Of course, it helps when you can buy out competitors and ensure your place at

the top. Innovation is easier when you're the one setting the rules.

Hugh Grange: "Your latest venture into cloud computing has been particularly successful. Can you

tell us more about that?"

Mike Sharpe: "Absolutely. Cloud computing is revolutionizing how businesses operate. We've

invested heavily in creating the most advanced and secure cloud infrastructure available. Our clients

trust us to handle their most sensitive data."

Internal Monologue: And why wouldn't they? When you own the infrastructure, you control the game.

It's a perfect setup—everyone relies on us, and the profits keep rolling in.

Hugh Grange: "You've always been known for your lavish lifestyle. Your yacht, your homes, the

incredible parties. How do you balance that with running such a massive corporation?"
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Mike Sharpe: "Life is about balance, Hugh. You work hard, you play hard. I've built Meridian into what

it is today through sheer determination and hard work. It's important to enjoy the fruits of your labor."

Internal Monologue: It's not like they understand the pressures of maintaining this image. They see

the yacht, the homes, but they don't see the endless meetings, the constant strategizing. Still, it's all

worth it to stay on top.

Hugh Grange: "Speaking of hard work, your story from humble beginnings to becoming a billionaire

is truly inspiring. What advice would you give to young entrepreneurs?"

Mike Sharpe: "Never give up. Perseverance is key. You have to be willing to take risks and push

through failures. It's about seeing opportunities where others see obstacles."

Internal Monologue: It's easy to tell them to keep going. They don't realize the real opportunities

come from connections, from knowing the right people. But let them believe in the dream—it's what

keeps the system going.

Hugh Grange: "Lastly, what's next for Mike Sharpe? What can we expect to see from you in the

future?"

Mike Sharpe: "Innovation never stops, Hugh. We're constantly exploring new technologies, new

markets. The future is bright, and I'm excited to be a part of it."

Internal Monologue: The future is mine to shape. As long as I stay ahead, nothing can stop me. They

look up to me, but they don't see the gears turning behind the scenes. And that's just how I like it.

Hugh Grange: "Thank you for your time, Mike. It's always a pleasure."

Mike Sharpe: "Thank you, Hugh. It's been great."

Internal Monologue: Another interview, another opportunity to reinforce the image. They eat it up

every time. Perfect.
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场景：一间时尚现代的演播室。麦克·夏普（Mike Sharpe），科技巨头，惬意地坐在一张设计师座椅上。在他对
面，休·格兰奇（Hugh Grange），一档热门财经新闻节目那魅力四射的主持人，身子前倾，跃跃欲试地准备开始
这场访谈。

休·格兰奇："麦克，很高兴请到你。我们直接进入正题吧。几十年来，你一直站在科技的最前沿。你是如何保持创
新的？"

麦克·夏普："这个嘛，休，关键在于始终领先一步。在美利登（Meridian），我们不断拓展科技可能性的边界。
要在所有人之前，先看见未来。"

内心独白：当然啦，当你能把竞争对手一个个收购、稳稳保住自己头把交椅的时候，这就好办多了。当你就是那个定
规矩的人，创新自然容易得多。

休·格兰奇："你近来进军云计算领域，尤其成功。能多和我们聊聊吗？"

麦克·夏普："当然。云计算正在彻底改变企业的运作方式。我们已经投入重金，打造出市面上最先进、最安全的云
基础设施。我们的客户信任我们，把他们最敏感的数据交由我们处理。"

内心独白：他们凭什么不信呢？当你拥有了基础设施，你就掌控了整场游戏。这是一套完美的布局——人人都仰仗我
们，而利润滚滚而来。

休·格兰奇："你向来以你那奢华的生活方式闻名。你的游艇、你的豪宅、那些盛大的派对。你是如何在这些与经营
一家如此庞大的企业之间取得平衡的？"

麦克·夏普："人生讲究的是平衡，休。努力工作，尽情享乐。我凭着一股纯粹的决心与辛勤，把美利登打造成了今
天的模样。享受劳动的果实，这很重要。"

内心独白：他们哪里懂得维系这副形象的种种压力。他们看得见游艇、豪宅，却看不见那些没完没了的会议、那些不
断的运筹帷幄。不过，为了稳居顶端，这一切都值了。

休·格兰奇："说到辛勤，你从卑微的出身一路成为亿万富翁的故事，实在鼓舞人心。你会给年轻的创业者们什么建
议？"

麦克·夏普："永不言弃。坚持不懈是关键。你必须敢于冒险，敢于闯过一次次失败。要在别人只看见障碍的地方，
看见机遇。"

内心独白：叫他们别放弃，这话说起来容易。他们意识不到，真正的机遇来自人脉，来自认识对的人。可就让他们相
信那个梦吧——正是它，让这套系统运转不息。
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休·格兰奇："最后，麦克·夏普的下一步是什么？我们能期待你在未来带来些什么？"

麦克·夏普："创新永不止步，休。我们一直在探索新技术、新市场。未来一片光明，我很高兴能置身其中。"

内心独白：未来由我来塑造。只要我一直领先，就没什么能阻挡我。他们仰望着我，却看不见幕后那些运转的齿轮。
而这，正合我意。

休·格兰奇："谢谢你抽出时间，麦克。与你交谈，总是一桩乐事。"

麦克·夏普："谢谢你，休。这次很愉快。"

内心独白：又一场访谈，又一次强化形象的机会。他们每次都照单全收。完美。
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SUBJECT 10.
LOCATION UNDISCLOSED.
status: asset, unaware.

对象 10。

地点未披露。
状态：资产，不知情。

Felix Mora stood on the dusty street, his eyes blazing with defiance. The sun beat down mercilessly,

casting long shadows as the evening approached. He was dressed in a simple white t-shirt, now

smeared with dirt, and a pair of worn-out jeans. The echoes of the bustling market around him

seemed to fade into the background as he faced the police officer, who stood with arms crossed, a

look of disdain on his face.

“You think you can just do whatever you want because you’re a footballer?” the officer spat, his voice

dripping with contempt. “You’re not above the law, no matter how many goals you score.”

Mora’s heart pounded in his chest, but he stood his ground. “I didn’t do anything wrong,” he said, his

voice steady, though anger simmered beneath the surface. “You’re the one, not me.”

The officer stepped closer, his face inches from Mora’s. “Watch your tone, boy,” he growled. “You

think playing in the streets and scoring a few goals makes you untouchable? You’re just another

laborer here. Don’t forget your place.”

Mora clenched his fists at his sides, struggling to maintain his composure. “I’m not just a laborer,” he

retorted. “I’ve worked hard to get where I am. Just because I come from nothing doesn’t mean I

deserve to be treated like this.”

A small crowd had begun to gather, drawn by the commotion. Whispers and murmurs rippled through

the onlookers, some in support of Mora, others fearful of the officer’s wrath. The tension in the air

was palpable.
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“You think you’re special, don’t you?” the officer sneered, his hand resting on the baton at his belt.

“You think you can defy me?”

Mora took a deep breath, his eyes never leaving the officer’s. “I just want to play football,” he said

quietly. “I want to bring pride to this place, to show that even someone from here can achieve

greatness. Is that such a crime?”

The officer’s eyes narrowed, his grip tightening on the baton. “You’re nothing but trouble,” he said.

“One more word out of you, and you’ll regret it.”

Mora felt a surge of frustration and helplessness. He had faced many challenges in his life, but this

felt different. The weight of injustice bore down on him, threatening to crush his spirit. Yet, he refused

to back down.

“I’m not afraid of you,” he said, his voice unwavering. “You can try to break me, but I won’t stop. I’ll

keep playing, and I’ll keep fighting for what’s right.”

The officer’s face twisted in anger. “That’s it!” he shouted. “You’re coming with me.”

Before the officer could strike, an older man from the crowd stepped forward, his hands raised in a

gesture of peace. “Please, officer,” he pleaded. “Let the boy be. He’s done nothing wrong.”

The officer hesitated, his gaze shifting to the man. “Stay out of this, old man,” he warned. “This is

none of your business.”

The man shook his head, his eyes filled with a quiet determination. “It is my business,” he said firmly.

“We all know this boy. He’s a good lad, always helping out, always playing his heart out on the field.

He’s an inspiration to us all. Please, don’t take him away.”

The officer’s anger wavered, and he glanced around at the crowd, now watching with bated breath.

With a final, contemptuous glare at Mora, he lowered his baton. “This isn’t over,” he said through

gritted teeth. “Stay out of trouble, or next time, I won’t be so lenient.”

As the officer stalked away, the tension began to dissipate. The crowd slowly dispersed, their eyes

filled with a mixture of relief and admiration. Mora let out a breath he didn’t realize he’d been holding,

his body trembling with a mix of fear and defiance.
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The older man placed a comforting hand on Mora’s shoulder. “You did well, son,” he said softly.

“Don’t let them break your spirit. Keep playing, and keep fighting. You’ve got a gift, and no one can

take that away from you.”

Mora nodded, gratitude flooding through him. “Thank you,” he whispered, his voice thick with

emotion. As he walked away from the scene, he glanced back at the market, the place where he had

honed his skills and found his passion. He knew the road ahead would be difficult, filled with

obstacles and challenges. But he also knew that as long as he had his spirit and his love for the

game, he would keep fighting, no matter what.

Felix’s mind wandered to the chaotic confluence of culture and survival that marked his daily

existence. The vibrant chaos of the market was a far cry from the structured, air-conditioned

sanctuaries where his idolized counterparts trained. It was as if he were presenting himself, in an

exaggerated performance of resilience and adaptation. This was his stage, his performance, and he

had to give it his all.

The market, with its tangled web of colorful stalls, fruits, and the smell of fresh spices, was his

climate biennial. Each vendor, each customer, represented the bustling dynamics of survival in a

world where opportunities were scarce and life was a daily grind. It was in this organized chaos that

Felix found his rhythm, his muse.

He could see the glint of the officer’s badge, a stark reminder of the power structures that existed

even in this seemingly unstructured environment. The officer was a cog in the machine, an enforcer

of the rules. Felix’s defiance was not just against the officer.

He remembered the times he had played barefoot on the rough, uneven ground, his feet quick and

agile despite the obstacles. The ball, often just a bundle of rags tied together, was his escape, his

ticket to another world. It was in those moments that he felt truly free, the burdens of his reality

temporarily lifted as he danced around defenders, his mind focused solely on the game.

Yet, today’s encounter had brought those burdens crashing back down. The officer’s words echoed in

his mind, a cruel reminder of the precariousness of his situation. He knew that his dreams of football

stardom were a far cry from the luxurious lives led by professional athletes in wealthier countries.

Here, he was just another young man trying to make ends meet, his talent a beacon of hope but also a

target for resentment and envy.
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As he walked away from the market, Felix found himself contemplating the duality of his existence.

By day, he was a laborer, working odd jobs to support his family and himself. By night, he

transformed into the footballer, the dreamer, the one who could rise above his circumstances. The

spiritual resolve he had cultivated, though more performative than genuine at times, was his anchor

in this turbulent sea.

His home was not much, a small, cramped space shared with his family. But it was a sanctuary, a

place where he could shed the weight of the day and immerse himself in his dreams. The walls were

adorned with posters of his football heroes, and a small, makeshift altar held his modest trophies and

medals, reminders of his achievements despite the odds.

Sitting by the window that night, Felix looked out at the distant hills, their silhouettes softened by the

evening mist. The quiet hum of the city’s outskirts was a stark contrast to the earlier chaos, a moment

of tranquility that allowed him to reflect on his journey. He thought about the older man who had

stood up for him, a reminder that even in the face of adversity, there were allies and supporters who

believed in his potential.

The officer’s words had stung, but they had also fueled a fire within him. He was determined to prove

his worth, not just to himself, but to everyone who doubted him. He knew that the path ahead would

be fraught with challenges, but he was ready to face them head-on.

As the stars began to dot the night sky, Felix made a silent promise to himself. He would continue to

fight, to play, to dream. He would channel the resilience of those who had come before him, the

strength of his heritage, and the determination that had brought him this far. He would transform his

struggle into triumph, his dreams into reality.

With a final, resolute look at the hills, Felix turned away from the window and walked back inside. He

would rest tonight, but tomorrow, he would rise again, ready to take on whatever challenges came his

way. The market, the officer, the odds stacked against him—they were all part of his journey, and he

was ready to face them all with the same unwavering spirit that had carried him this far.
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站在尘土飞扬的街道上，双眼里燃着不屈。烈日无情地炙烤着，暮色渐近，投下长长的影子。他身着一件简单的白色
T 恤，如今已沾满污渍，配一条磨破的牛仔裤。周遭喧闹的集市回声，仿佛都退作了背景，他正面对着那名警察——
那人双臂交叉，脸上一副不屑的神情。

"你以为你是个球员，就能为所欲为？"警察啐道，声音里满是轻蔑。"你不在法律之上，管你进过多少球。"

莫拉心口砰砰直跳，却仍稳稳地立着，寸步不让。"我什么都没做错，"他说，声音沉稳，尽管怒意在表层之下暗暗
翻涌。"是你，不是我。"

警察又逼近一步，脸凑到离莫拉只有几寸的地方。"注意你的口气，小子，"他咆哮道。"你以为在街头踢踢球、进那
么几个球，就动不得你了？你在这儿，也不过是又一个卖苦力的。别忘了自己的身份。"

莫拉把双拳攥在身侧，竭力维持着镇定。"我不只是个卖苦力的，"他回敬道。"我为走到今天这一步拼尽了全力。就
因为我出身微末，不代表我就该受这种对待。"

一小群人开始围拢过来，被这场骚动吸引而至。私语与议论在围观者中荡漾开来，有人支持莫拉，有人则畏惧那警察
的雷霆之怒。空气里的张力，几乎触手可及。

"你以为你很特别，是不是？"警察冷笑着，一只手搭在腰间的警棍上。"你以为你能违抗我？"

莫拉深吸一口气，双眼始终没有离开那警察。"我只是想踢球，"他轻声说。"我想为这个地方争光，想证明就算是从
这儿走出来的人，也能成就一番伟业。这难道是种罪过吗？"

警察眯起双眼，握着警棍的手渐渐收紧。"你就是个惹是生非的祸害，"他说。"再多说一个字，你就等着后悔吧。"

莫拉感到一阵沮丧与无力涌上心头。他这辈子面对过许多挑战，可这一次，感觉不一样。不公的重量沉沉压下，几乎
要将他的心气碾碎。然而，他拒绝退让。

"我不怕你，"他说，声音坚定不移。"你可以试着击垮我，但我不会停下。我会继续踢球，继续为正义而战。"

警察的脸因愤怒而扭曲。"够了！"他吼道。"你跟我走一趟。"

就在警察要动手之前，人群中一位年长的男人挺身而出，双手举起，做出一个求和的姿态。"求你了，警官，"他恳
求道。"放过这孩子吧。他什么都没做错。"

警察迟疑了，目光转向那男人。"别多管闲事，老头子，"他警告道。"这不关你的事。"

男人摇了摇头，双眼里满是一种沉静的决心。"这就是我的事，"他坚定地说。"我们都认得这孩子。他是个好小伙，
总是帮衬别人，总是在球场上拼尽全力。他是我们所有人的榜样。求你了，别把他带走。"
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警察的怒气动摇了，他环顾四周，人群此刻正屏息注视着。他最后恶狠狠地瞪了莫拉一眼，放下了警棍。"这事没
完，"他从牙缝里挤出这句话。"给我安分点，不然下次，我可没这么好说话。"

随着警察大步走开，张力开始消散。人群缓缓散去，众人眼中交织着如释重负与钦佩。莫拉长长地吐出一口自己都没
意识到一直憋着的气，身子因恐惧与不屈交杂而微微发抖。

那位年长的男人把一只抚慰的手搭在莫拉肩上。"你做得很好，孩子，"他轻声说。"别让他们击垮你的心气。继续踢
球，继续战斗。你有一份天赋，谁也夺不走。"

莫拉点了点头，感激之情充盈心间。"谢谢你，"他低声说，声音因激动而哽咽。当他走离这一幕，回头望向那集
市，那个他磨砺球技、寻得热爱的地方。他知道，前路必将艰难，布满障碍与挑战。但他同样知道，只要他还怀着那
份心气与对这项运动的热爱，他就会继续战斗，无论如何。

菲利克斯的思绪飘向了那标记着他日常生存的、文化与求生那纷乱的交汇。集市那鲜活的纷乱，与他那些被奉若偶像
的同行们受训所在、装着空调的整洁殿堂，相去何止千里。这就仿佛他正在展演着自己，像一场关于坚韧与适应的夸
张表演。这是他的舞台，他的演出，而他必须倾尽全力。

那集市，连同它那盘根错节、五彩斑斓的摊位、水果，还有新鲜香料的气味，就是他的"气候双年展"。每一个摊
贩，每一位顾客，都代表着在一个机会稀缺、生活即是日日苦熬的世界里，那充满活力的生存动态。正是在这种有序
混乱里，菲利克斯寻得了他的节奏，他的缪斯。

他能看见那警察徽章的一闪微光，那是一记鲜明的提醒——即便在这看似毫无秩序的环境里，权力结构也依然存在。
那警察是这台机器里的一颗齿轮，是那些在底层之人规则的执行者。菲利克斯的不屈，不只是针对那警察。

他记起了自己曾赤脚在粗糙不平的地面上踢球的那些时光，尽管障碍重重，他的双脚依旧敏捷而灵巧。那皮球，往往
不过是一团破布捆扎而成，是他的逃遁，是他通往另一个世界的门票。正是在那些时刻，他觉得自己真正地自由，现
实的重负暂且卸下，他绕过一个个防守者翩然起舞，心神只专注于这场比赛。

然而，今天这场遭遇，把那些重负重重砸了回来。警察的话语在他脑中回响，一记残酷的提醒，提醒着他处境的岌岌
可危。他知道，自己那成为足球明星的梦想，与那些更富裕国家里职业运动员所过的奢华生活，相去何止千里。在这
里，他不过是又一个努力糊口的年轻人，他的天赋是一线希望的曙光，却也是招致怨恨与嫉妒的一个靶子。

当他走离那集市，菲利克斯发觉自己陷入了对自身存在那份二重性的沉思。白天，他是个卖苦力的，打着各种零工来
养活家人和自己。夜里，他化身为那球员、那逐梦者、那个能挣脱自身境遇、扶摇而上的人。他所修炼出的那份灵性
上的定力，尽管有时更多是表演而非发自真心，却是他在这片动荡海洋里的锚。
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他的家算不上什么，一处狭小、逼仄的空间，与家人共住。但它是一处避难所，一个他能卸下一天重负、沉浸于自己
梦想的地方。墙上贴着他那些足球偶像的海报，一座小小的、临时搭起的祭坛上，摆着他那些不起眼的奖杯与奖牌，
是对他不顾万难所取得的成就的一记记提醒。

那天夜里坐在窗边，菲利克斯望向远处的群山，它们的轮廓被夜雾柔化。城郊那静静的嗡鸣，与早先的纷乱形成鲜明
的对比，是一段让他得以回望自己旅程的宁静时光。他想起了那位为他挺身而出的年长男人，一记提醒——即便面对
逆境，也依然有相信他潜力的盟友与支持者。

警察的话曾刺痛他，可它们也在他心里点燃了一团火。他决意要证明自己的价值，不只对自己，更对每一个曾质疑他
的人。他知道，前路必将布满荆棘，但他已准备好正面迎接。

当繁星开始点缀夜空，菲利克斯在心里向自己许下一个无声的承诺。他会继续战斗，继续踢球，继续做梦。他会汲取
那些先行者的坚韧、他血脉里的力量，以及那把他带到今天这一步的决心。他会把自己的挣扎化作凯旋，把自己的梦
想化作现实。

最后，向群山投去坚定的一瞥，菲利克斯转身离开窗边，走回屋内。今夜他将歇息，可明天，他会再度起身，准备好
迎接一切扑面而来的挑战。那集市、那警察、那对他不利的重重逆境——它们全是他旅程的一部分，而他已准备好，
以那把他一路带到今天的、同样不屈的心气，去迎战它们。
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SUBJECT 11.
LOCATION UNDISCLOSED.
status: precursor.

对象 11。

地点未披露。
状态：先兆。

Augustus is a brilliant and embittered intellectual. He was a poor Southern boy, a scholarship student

at two universities where he took all the scholastic honors but was never invited to join a fraternity.

His brilliant gifts won for him successively government positions, partnership in a prominent law

firm, and eventually a highly paid job as a Wall Street adviser. He has always moved among important

people and always been socially on the periphery. His colleagues have admired his brains and

exploited them, but they have seldom invited him—or his wife—to dinner.

He is a snob, loathing his own snobbery. He despises the men about him.

—because he knows that what he has had to achieve by relentless work these men have won by

knowing the right people. But his contempt is inextricably mingled with envy. Even more than he

hates the class into which he has insecurely risen, does he hate the people from whom he came. He

hates his mother and his father for being his parents. He loathes everything that reminds him of his

origins and his humiliations.

Pity he has utterly erased from his nature, and joy he has never known. He has an ambition, bitter and

burning. It is to rise to such an eminence that no one can ever again humiliate him. Not to rule but to

be the one pulling the strings of puppets created by his brains. Already some of them are talking his

language—though they have never met him.

There he sits: he talks awkwardly rather than glibly; he is courteous. He commands a distant and cold

respect. He is a sensitive, gifted man.
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奥古斯都（Augustus）是个才华横溢却又满心积怨的知识分子。他曾是个出身贫寒的南方男孩，靠奖学金念了两所
大学，在那里囊括了所有学业上的荣誉，却从未被邀请加入任何一个兄弟会。他那卓越的天资，为他先后赢得了政府
职位、一家显赫律所的合伙人身份，最终是一份高薪的华尔街顾问工作。他向来周旋于要人之间，也向来处在社交的
边缘。他的同僚们仰慕他的头脑，也利用他的头脑，却极少邀请他——或他的妻子——赴宴。

他是个势利之人，却又厌恶自己的势利。他鄙夷他周遭的这些人。

——因为他清楚，那些他不得不靠着不懈苦干才挣来的东西，这些人只消认识对的人便唾手可得。可他的鄙夷，又与
嫉妒难分难解地纠缠在一起。比起他所勉力跻身其中的那个阶层，他更加憎恨他所来自的那些人。他憎恨自己的母亲
和父亲，只因他们是他的双亲。凡是让他想起自己出身与屈辱的一切，他都深恶痛绝。

怜悯，他已从自己的天性里彻底抹去；欢愉，他则从未识得。他有一份野心，苦涩而炽烈。那便是要攀上一个如此崇
高的地位，让任何人都再不能羞辱他。不是要去统治，而是要去做那个牵动着由他的头脑所造出的一具具傀儡的人。
他们中已有一些人开始说着他的语言——尽管他们从未与他谋面。

他就坐在那儿：他谈吐笨拙，而非圆滑；他彬彬有礼。他令人心生一种疏远而冷淡的敬意。他是一个敏感而有天资的
人。
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SUBJECT 12.
GENOA.
status: rogue.

对象 12。

热那亚。
状态：叛离。

In the labyrinthine alleys of Genoa, a city pulsing with the ghosts of maritime empires, Adriana Rossi

stood beneath the sprawling shadows of modernity. A data scientist by day and a digital shadow by

necessity, she navigated the murky waters of synthetic-AI espionage, her life a precarious balance

shifting on a range between light and dark. It was July 2032, a month marked by the intense

Mediterranean sun and the ten-year anniversary of the G8 summit, an event that had rewritten the

city's narrative in the global consciousness.

Adriana's realm was a fusion of polished, pop culture glamour with the harsh undercurrents of

classic spy actions. The city's ancient architecture, a stark contrast against the neon glow of digital

billboards advertising the latest Bio-AR escapades, set the stage for her multiple hybrid lives. By day,

her work, although primarily virtual, involved collaborative projects about quantum entanglement

computing. By night, she delved into the underbelly of digital influence and manipulation, driven by a

personal quest that was as much about revenge as it was about justice.

Her latest target was the enigmatic SunnySteps, a brand that had mastered the art of digital

seduction. Behind its cheerful promotions and catchy discount codes lay a sophisticated algorithm

designed to exploit. Adriana had discovered that SunnySteps was not just selling footwear; it was a

front for a more sinister operation, gathering massive amounts of meta-identity data to predict and

manipulate radical customized consumer behavior.

This manipulation was gamified in a dark twist, reminiscent of the points system used by Elvin, a

notorious figure who had turned human vulnerabilities into a high-stakes game of deception and

desire.
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As Adriana infiltrated SunnySteps’ digital fortress, her screens flickered with lines of code and

intercepted communications. The chatter was a mixture of automated responses and human

interventions, a chilling echo of the company's spectral nature. Here, the influence of historic AI was

palpable, weaving through the fabric of networked interactions with the precision and indifference of

a machine. It was a world where influencers, whether fabricated by AI or manipulated by

decentralized agendas, were the new face of a global narrative controlled by unseen puppeteers.

The deeper Adriana dug, the clearer the parallels became with the G8 protests decades earlier. Both

were catalysts for change, one group fueled by ideological fervor and the other by corporate greed,

yet both manipulated by forces beyond their immediate control.

This realization hit Adriana hard as she uncovered a planned update to SunnySteps' algorithm,

ominously named "Dark C/Matter,” set to coincide with the upcoming re-enactment of the G8 summit

on synthetic platforms and customized realities—a convergence of historical protest and digital

manipulation.

Preparing to expose SunnySteps, Adriana planned her final act. The upcoming QR re-enactment

would be broadcast globally. Her tools were ready: a digital payload that would peel back the curtain

on SunnySteps’ manipulations, tagged with a simple message, "The truth is only a shadow," a nod to

both her espionage heroes and her own hidden war against digital exploitation.

As the day of the re-enactment dawned, Adriana's avatar stood amidst the digital crowd, a solitary

figure against the backdrop of a city both ancient and renewed. As she initiated the payload, the

virtual Genoa proved eerily similar to the archeology of the alternate timeline protests set in 2001. But

this time, the chaos was laced with revelations, exposing not just a corrupt corporate giant but the

vulnerability of a society seduced by the promise of connection and belonging.

Adriana watched as her world, both real and virtual, grappled with the revelations. She knew this was

just the beginning. In a society where visibility was fetishized, and influencers shaped reality, the

battle for presence and visibility, for attention and ancient crypto securities was more critical than

ever.

As the digital and physical worlds collided, Adriana stood ready, a guardian at the gates of a new era,

her life a testament to the belief that even in the darkest shadows, light could prevail.
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This chapter of her life, framed by the intrigue and global dynamics of a city that had seen centuries

of trade, conflict, and now digital revolution, was yet another layer in the complex tapestry of

globalisation and identity. Adriana, like the city of Genoa, was a nexus of old and new, a fitting

emblem in the age of digital empires.

在热那亚那些迷宫般的小巷里，这座搏动着海上帝国幽魂的城市中，阿德里安娜·罗西（Adriana Rossi）伫立在现
代性那绵延伸展的阴影之下。白天是一名数据科学家，出于必需又是一道数字幽影，她游走于合成 AI 谍战那浑浊的
水域，她的人生是一场在明与暗之间来回游移、岌岌可危的平衡。那是 2032 年 7 月，一个被地中海炽烈骄阳所标记
的月份，也是那场G8 峰会十周年——正是那场峰会，在全球的集体意识里，改写了这座城市的叙事。

阿德里安娜的天地，是浮华的流行文化魅力与经典谍战那严酷暗流的一种交融。这座城市古老的建筑，与那些为最新
款 Bio-AR 奇遇打着广告的数字广告牌那霓虹的光晕，形成鲜明的对比，为她那几重混合的人生搭起了舞台。白天，
她的工作虽主要以虚拟形式进行，却参与着一些关于量子纠缠计算的合作项目。夜里，她潜入数字影响与操纵的暗
面，被一场既关乎复仇、也关乎正义的私人追寻所驱使。

她最新的目标，是那个谜一般的 SunnySteps——一个已将数字诱惑之术修炼得炉火纯青的品牌。在它那些欢快的促
销和朗朗上口的折扣码背后，藏着一套精心设计、意在剥削的算法。阿德里安娜已经发现，SunnySteps 卖的不只
是鞋履；它是一场更为阴险的行动的幌子，正在搜集海量的元身份数据，用以预测并操纵那被极端定制化的消费者行
为。

这套操纵，以一种阴暗的方式被游戏化了，令人想起埃尔文（Elvin）所用的那套积分系统——那个臭名昭著的人
物，把人性的种种弱点，变成了一场高风险的欺瞒与欲望的游戏。

当阿德里安娜潜入 SunnySteps 的数字堡垒，她的屏幕上闪烁着一行行代码和截获的通讯。那些絮语，是自动化应
答与人工干预的混合体，是这家公司那幽灵般本质的一记令人不寒而栗的回声。在这里，那历史性 AI 的影响力清晰
可感，以一台机器般的精准与漠然，编织进那网络化互动的肌理之中。这是一个由看不见的幕后操纵者所掌控的、关
于全球叙事的世界——在这里，无论是由 AI 捏造、还是被去中心化的议程所操纵的网红们，都成了这叙事的新面
孔。

阿德里安娜挖得越深，那些数字网红与几十年前 G8 抗议之间的平行之处便越发清晰。二者都是变革的催化剂，一群
人由意识形态的狂热所驱动，另一群人由企业的贪婪所驱动，可两者都被超乎其直接掌控的力量所操纵。
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这一认识重重击中了阿德里安娜，就在她发觉 SunnySteps 有一项算法更新正在筹划之际——那更新被不祥地命名
为"暗物质／C（Dark C/Matter）"，预定与即将到来的 G8 峰会在合成平台与定制现实上的重演同步展开——一场
历史抗议与数字操纵的交汇。

准备揭露 SunnySteps，阿德里安娜谋划着她的最后一击。即将到来的那场 QR 重演将向全球直播。她的工具已然
就绪：一段数字载荷，将掀开遮在 SunnySteps 那些操纵之上的帷幕，并附上一句简单的讯息——"真相不过是一道
影子"——既是对她那些谍战英雄的一记致意，也是对她自己那场针对数字剥削的隐秘之战的一记致意。

重演之日破晓，阿德里安娜的虚拟化身立在数字人群之中，一个孤零零的身影，衬着一座既古老又焕然一新的城市为
背景。当她启动那段载荷，虚拟的热那亚，与那设于 2001 年的另一条时间线上的抗议的考古学，何其相似。可这一
次，那混乱里掺进了重重启示，揭露的不只是一个腐败的企业巨头，更是一个被联结与归属之许诺所诱惑的社会的脆
弱。

阿德里安娜注视着她的世界——无论现实还是虚拟——与这些启示缠斗。她知道，这不过是一个开端。在一个可见性
被恋物化、网红们塑造着现实的社会里，那场关乎存在与可见、关乎注意力与古老加密证券的争夺，比以往任何时候
都更为紧要。

当数字世界与物理世界相撞，阿德里安娜严阵以待，一名守在新时代大门口的卫士，她的人生是一则信念的明证：即
便在最深的阴影里，光，也终能取胜。

她人生的这一章，框定于一座见证过数个世纪的贸易、冲突、以及如今这场数字革命的城市那重重阴谋与全球动态之
中，不过是那幅关于全球化与身份的错综织锦里，又一层经纬。阿德里安娜，正如热那亚这座城市，是新与旧的一处
交汇，是这数字帝国时代里，一个恰如其分的象征。
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SUBJECT 13.
DUBAI.
status: convert.

对象 13。

迪拜。
状态：皈依者。

Under the oppressive shadow of Dubai’s Burj Khalifa, that monolith of modern excess, Zara Al-Saraf

eked out her existence—she was meant to be an inspiration to all, a symbol of the city’s unspoken

truths.

Below the towering edifice, Zara toiled in obscurity, managing the sophisticated labyrinth where the

city’s sewage converged and vanished.

Her role was essential.

Despite her subterranean duties, Zara presented herself with a sterility that bordered on defiance.

Her hair, a glossy black cascade.

Her skin, a radiant testimony to her rigorous self-care regime, spoke of a purity and discipline

contrasting with the filth she waded through daily.

Clad in scavenged designer attire, she crafted an image of untainted elegance.

Her ambitions lay at the heart of Dubai’s spiraling dual existence—the same ambitions that kept the

urban spectacle circling around its own axis.

Zara’s pure ambitions pointed her directly at these dichotomies; each day, as she ascended from the

depths, she embodied the unacknowledged.

In a society that celebrated superficial achievements and monumental constructions, Zara’s life was a

testament to the unvarnished labor that made such achievements possible.
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Her presence was an understated, potent show of the stark divide between the city’s gleaming

heights and its obscured depths.

Money, ever the master: her meager earnings did not suffice to maintain any shred of dignity.

This scarcity ever gnawed at her; still, Zara committed to a facade of elegance, forsaking meals to

invest in skincare “serums” and second-hand “finery”—fast armor against her decay.

Zara’s toil entwined with the greater narrative of history.

Her battle against the ceaseless tide of waste from the Khalifa was an expressive testament to the

city’s excesses.

In these depths, she stumbled upon whispers of a new dawn in waste management—a project

converting sewage to energy, a promising renewal not only of energy but of life for those like her,

trapped in the underclass.

In the months that followed, Zara threw herself into learning everything she could about the new

technology, certain that someday her years of unseen labor would count for something.

Her story remained, in the end, one of quiet defiance: a woman who kept going in the dark so that

something cleaner might someday rise out of it.

在迪拜哈利法塔那压抑的阴影之下，那座现代过剩的巍峨丰碑脚下，扎拉·萨拉夫（Zara Al-Saraf）勉力维持着她
的生计——她注定要成为众人的一个鼓舞，一个这座城市未曾言明之真相的象征。在那座高耸的建筑之下，扎拉在无
人知晓中辛劳，打理着城市污水汇聚并消失于其中的那套精密迷宫。她的角色至关重要。尽管身负这些地底的差事，
扎拉却把自己收拾得洁净到近乎一种挑衅。她的头发，一泻而下的乌黑亮泽。她的肌肤，是她那套一丝不苟的自我护
理的一份光彩证词，它诉说着一种纯净与自律，与她日日蹚过的污秽形成对比。身着捡拾来的名牌衣饰，她为自己塑
造出一副未受玷染的优雅形象。她的野心，正卧于迪拜那盘旋上升的双重存在的核心——正是这份野心，让这座都市
奇观绕着它自身轴心运转不息。扎拉那份纯粹的野心，把她直直地指向这些二律背反；每一天，当她从深处拾级而
上，她具现着那被无人承认的一切。在一个颂扬肤浅成就与巍峨建筑的社会里，扎拉的人生，是对那份成就了这一切
的、不加修饰之劳作的明证。她的存在，是一场含蓄而有力的展示，展示着这座城市那熠熠生辉的高处与它那被遮蔽
的深处之间那道鲜明的鸿沟。钱，永远是那主宰：她那微薄的收入，不足以维系哪怕一丝的体面。这份匮乏无休止地
啃噬着她；即便如此，扎拉仍执意维系着一副优雅的门面，不惜饿着肚子，也要把钱投在护肤“精华液”和二手
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的“华服”上——是抵御她那份衰败的、速成的铠甲。扎拉的辛劳，与历史那更宏大的叙事交织在一起。她与哈利法
塔那源源不断的废物浪潮之间的搏斗，是对这座城市种种过剩的一份富有表现力的明证。在这些深处，她偶然听闻了
废物处理领域一线新曙光的种种私语——一个将污水转化为能源的项目，一份充满希望的更新，不只关乎能源，更关
乎像她这样、困于底层的人的生机。此后数月，扎拉全身心投入学习这项新技术的一切，深信自己这些年不为人知的
劳作，终有一天会有所值。她的故事，到头来，是一则关于静默抗争的故事：一个在黑暗中坚持前行的女子，只为让
某种更洁净的东西，终有一日能从中升起。
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SUBJECT 14.
NAIROBI.
status: ideologue.

对象 14。

内罗毕。
状态：理论家。

Nairobi, a city thrumming with relentless energy, the nerve center of Kenya’s awakening

—

a place where progress isn't a choice, but a destiny. Noura, amidst this fervor, moved with

intentionality , a tech innovator with a vision not of mere sustainability, but of structure.

Her focus was singular:

harnessing the power of green technologies to shape a future where the mindful could thrive.

In a city of light, she was a shadow herself, her existence a carefully guarded secret known only to

those who truly mattered.

In her world, reshaped by different choices, and a progressively minded elite, climate action wasn't an

afterthought

—

it was the bedrock upon which this world was built.

With progress came division, and beneath the polished surface, a subtle discontent grew, unseen by

most.

Noura’s lab was her sanctuary, a crucible where innovation and ideology merged.
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For she wasn’t just creating technology;

she was crafting tools for a world where nature and power coalesced under her guiding hand.

Mornings were a ritual of precision:

solar panels capturing the sun’s first gift,

wind turbines whispering promises of the future,

non GMO coffee,

unidentified streams of data,

hundreds of millions of shillings worth of screens

—

the rhythm of creation,

of potential and inevitable dominion.

As day faded into night, her lab coat slipped off, but her mission was perpetual.

Noura was more than a scientist;

she was a sentinel, a quiet guardian against the unseen threats that the common man could never

comprehend.

In the months that followed, Noura kept her work close, wary of how easily conviction could curdle

into something harder to name.

She told herself the technology mattered more than the myth she had built around it, though on

certain nights the line between guardian and zealot felt thinner than she liked to admit.

In the end, Noura remained at her post, still building, still watching the city’s lights flicker like distant

stars.

She was certain of only one thing: that the world she wanted to leave behind was cleaner than the

one she had been born into, whatever the cost of getting there.

80



她是一名哨兵，一位静默的守护者，抵御着那些寻常人永远无法参透的、看不见的威胁。此后数月，诺拉将自己的工
作深藏于心，警惕着信念稍有不慎便会扭曲成她自己都不愿指认的东西。她告诉自己，真正重要的是技术本身，而非
她为其编织的那个神话——尽管在某些夜里，守护者与狂热者之间的界线，显得比她愿意承认的更为模糊。到头来，
诺拉仍坚守在自己的岗位上，继续建造，继续望着城市的灯火如远星般闪烁。她唯一确信的是：她想要留给后人的那
个世界，会比她出生于其中的这个世界更为洁净——无论抵达那里需要付出怎样的代价。
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SUBJECT 15.
BUENOS AIRES.
status: self-radicalized.

对象 15。

布宜诺斯艾利斯。
状态：自我极端化。

Buenos Aires, a city brimming with raw energy, where tradition and progress clash in a cacophony of

noise and movement, a place where the tango is more than a dance—

it's a battle.

Tomás, the hardened journalist, carves his path through this urban jungle with decided precision.

In this city, sustainability isn't some weak-willed ideal; it's a necessity, forged in the fires of struggle

and survival.

Tomás’s newsroom is his fortress,

Battered typewriters stand.

They stand, juxtaposed against the sleek lines of an ultra-modern laptop. His desk is a testament to

the grit of real work

—

a battlefield scarred by cigarette burns and coffee rings, each mark a reminder of countless nights

spent cutting through the lies society feeds on.

His articles were more than words.

Morning in Buenos Aires arrives with a punch, the air thick with the weight of potential and the stench

of human excess.
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Tomás sips his black coffee, bitter and strong, his eyes narrowing as he scans the streets below. He

sees in them a maze of secrets, its truths buried beneath layers of decadence. He is no mere

journalist;

he is a hunter, tracking the foul stench of society’s rot, driven by a duty that transcends the shallow

concerns of his ‘peers’.

Conflict fuels Tomás’s existence, he thrives on it, navigates it with a deftness that comes from

understanding the true nature of the world

—

a nature that is harsh, unforgiving, and deeply rooted in society’s dark underbelly, which - to him - is

not just the backdrop for his work;

it is the essence of the reality he knows.

Integrity, in his view, was not a virtue.

Nighttime slowly sickens in and Buenos Aires transforms into a battleground of desires and

ambitions. Tomás, standing at the edge of the dance floor, is a solitary warrior amidst the masses,

his mind a fortress of indomitable will,

Global narratives and local impacts rage within him, but he remains focused, detached, a spider.

Tomás’s identity is fluid, but not by choice.

By day, he dons the mask of the diligent journalist. The balance he strikes is not fragile, but

calculated

—

a tightrope walk where one misstep could plunge him into the abyss of certain demise.

His curiosity, a blade, cutting through the layers of deceit that cover the world’s truths, each

revelation a risk, each discovery a victory.

Power and integrity are the twin axes upon which his world turns, locked in a perpetual motion.
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Yesterday’s battles bleed into today, and tomorrow is nothing but another fight waiting to happen.

Tomás dances on the edge of sanity.

He is no mere double agent;

he is a force, a man of action in a world of words, forged in the crucible of reality, not the fantasies of

a coddled generation.

In the end, Tomás is a man divided,

a figure forged in the fires of reality,

a seeker of truth in a world of comforting lies.

Tomás’s story is one of clarity amidst confusion, the truest of testaments to the enduring strength of

those who dare to confront the truth.

Where chaos reigns, there he unwittingly finds his place, as a solitary figure that no one truly

understands;

he stands firm against the tide, in a world where those who embrace weakness are celebrated.

布宜诺斯艾利斯，一座洋溢着原始能量的城市，传统与进步在一片喧声与骚动的嘈杂中激烈碰撞，一个探戈不只是一
支舞的地方——

它是一场战斗。

托马斯（Tomás），那位铁石心肠的记者，以一种决然的精准，在这座都市丛林里辟出自己的路。

在这座城市里，可持续可不是什么软弱无力的理想；它是一种必需，是在抗争与求生的烈火中锻造而成的。

托马斯的编辑室是他的堡垒。

一台台饱经风霜的打字机立着。

它们立着，与一台超现代笔记本电脑那流线、简洁的线条并置。他的书桌，是对真正劳作那份粗粝的明证——
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一片被烟头烫痕和咖啡渍所刻画的战场，每一道印记，都是无数个夜晚的一记提醒——那些他用来剖开社会赖以为食
的谎言的夜晚。

他的文章，不只是单纯的文字。

布宜诺斯艾利斯的清晨伴着一记重拳到来，空气里沉甸甸地压着潜能的分量，还有人类过剩的恶臭。

托马斯啜着他那杯黑咖啡，苦涩而浓烈，眼睛眯起，扫视着下方的街道。他在其中看见一座秘密的迷宫，它的种种真
相，深埋在层层的颓靡之下。他不是一名寻常的记者；

他是一名猎手，追踪着社会腐烂的恶臭，被一份超越了他那些同侪那些肤浅关切的职责所驱使。

冲突为托马斯的存在添薪，他以之为乐，以一种源自参透世界真正本质的娴熟在其中周旋——

那本质是严酷的、无情的、深植于社会那阴暗的底面的，而这底面，在他看来，不只是他工作的背景板；

它就是他所知的现实的本质。

正直，在他看来，并非一种美德。

白天，他戴上那勤勉记者的面具。他所拿捏的那份平衡并不脆弱，而是经过算计的——

一场走钢丝，一步踏错，便可能把他推入必死的深渊。

他的好奇心，是一把刀刃，剖开那覆在世界种种真相之上的层层欺瞒，每一次揭露都是一次冒险，每一次发现都是一
场胜利。

权力与正直，是他的世界赖以运转的两根轴，锁在一场永恒的运动之中。

昨日的战斗渗入今日，而明日，不过是又一场蓄势待发的厮杀。

托马斯在理智的边缘起舞。

他不是一名寻常的双面间谍；

他是一股力量，一个文字世界里的行动之人，在现实的坩埚中锻造而成，而非那被娇惯的一代人的种种幻想。

到头来，托马斯是一个被撕裂的人，

一个在现实的烈火中锻造而成的身影，

一个在满是抚慰人心之谎言的世界里的求真者。
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托马斯的故事，是一则关于混沌之中的清明的故事，是对那些胆敢直面真相之人那份历久弥坚之力量的最真切的明
证。

在那个混乱当道的地方，他在浑然不觉中寻得了自己的位置，作为一个无人真正理解的孤独身影；

他坚定地迎着潮流而立，身处一个拥抱软弱者被颂扬的世界里。
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