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FOREWORD… 
 

There are books written to tell a story and then there are books constructed to perform a cultural autopsy… This 
volume belongs firmly to the latter… Within these pages resides a profound literary experiment, a chain of 
eleven interlocking reflections… Each a quiet, uncompromising mirror held up to the friction between yesterday 
and today… 
 
This novella operates not on the laws of physics, but on the severe, beautiful mandates of memory and 
integrity... It is a work built on an impossible constraint: a vow that, across its entire length, no single sentence, 
no phrase, no complete thought shall ever be repeated… Every line is a fresh creation, forced into existence to 
explore the endless nuances of eleven fundamental contrasts… From the slow burn of earned trust to the quick 
flash of instant gratification, From the permanence of family to the velocity of individualism… 
 
In this structure, the narrators: Elena, Samuel, Marina, Adrian and the seven voices that follow - are not 
characters in a conventional sense… They are cultural seismographs, registering the tremors of a society that 
has decisively turned a corner… They speak not of external dramas but of the internal architecture of being… 
The quiet grief of forgotten rhythms, the cold speed of digital efficiency and the shifting calculus of what 
defines a life well-lived… 
 
This is a book that demands presence… It asks the reader to step away from the current rush and stand with 
the narrators in the liminal space between what was and what is… It does not offer easy answers, nor does it 
deliver simple condemnation of the modern age… Instead, it offers a deep, textured excavation of the human 
spirit grappling with the dizzying acceleration of time… 
 
To read this novella is to engage in an act of deep cultural archaeology... It is an invitation to feel the weight of 
what has been gained and perhaps more importantly… The substance of what has been silently, almost 
accidentally, relinquished… 
 
This is not just a story of eleven people; it is the collective, fragmented memoir of our time... Open the first 
chapter and listen closely… The past is speaking and its voice is entirely new… 
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CHAPTER 1… 
 

“In the past relationships were built on love but today relationships are built on money”… 
 
My name is Elena and sometimes I feel as if I grew up in a world that dissolved without warning... I don’t mean 
it in a dramatic way - more like waking up one morning and realizing the street you’ve walked your entire life is a 
little narrower… The houses a little closer, the colours a little different... Nothing catastrophic, just quietly 
changed, as though someone altered the wallpaper while I slept… 
 
When I think about relationships - real relationships, the kind that shaped the corners of my childhood… I can 
still feel the warmth of rooms untouched by calculation... My parents never used words like investment or 
stability when they spoke about each other… They talked about laughter and stubbornness, the way my father 
could never fold laundry properly no matter how many times my mother showed him... Their world felt like an 
old, stitched quilt: imperfect, fraying in places but held together by an unexplainable devotion… 
 
To me, that was normal and that was love… But somewhere along the way, love became something with 
invoices attached... Not openly, no one hands you a spreadsheet on the first date… But you can feel it, like a 
faint humming under the floorboards… Questions people pretend are casual: Where do you work? How much 
do you make? What are your plans? Plans... As if affection is only real once it proves it can pay rent… 
 
I don’t think anyone intended this shift, it crept in through subtle cracks… Carried by rising costs, shrinking time 
and the silent pressure to survive in a world that measures significance by material achievement... I still find 
myself mourning what relationships used to be… Not perfect, not easy but sincere in a way that didn’t need 
polish… 
 
I remember my grandmother telling me once, as she hung washing on the line… That love is “a quiet thing with 
long roots” I must have been eleven... She said it with her sleeves rolled up, her hair pinned back with a rusty 
clip and the sun glinting off the wet cotton sheets... At the time, I didn’t understand why she looked sad when 
she said it… I thought she was simply caught in a memory… Now I think she’d begun to sense the world shifting 
before the rest of us did… Grandmothers always seem to know... 
 
Growing up, I watched neighbours sit on their porches in the evenings, talking about nothing and everything… 
They shared vegetables from their gardens, passed around stories they’d told a hundred times before… 
Laughed at jokes everyone knew the endings to… The relationships around me were built from repetition, small 
rituals that slowly cemented into trust… Back then, we didn’t have much but what we had felt enough… 
 
These days, the world runs faster, louder, more fractured… People build entire lives online while barely knowing 
the sound of each other’s laughter… Connection is measured in notifications, affection in effort and effort… 
Unfortunately, in the currency of available time and time, more than money, has become the scarcest thing of 
all… 
 
I sometimes wonder if I’m being unfair, maybe I idealize the past simply because it’s familiar... Maybe I wrap it in 
sepia tones the way people romanticize childhood summers… Warmer than they really were, longer than they 
ever could be but even accounting for nostalgia, something still feels undeniably altered… 
 
The shift isn’t only visible in couples; it’s everywhere… You can hear it in conversations between friends, woven 
subtly through the questions they ask each other… The carefulness in their tone when talking about choices or 
expenses… We’ve become quiet accountants of one another’s worth, tallying numbers in invisible margins... 
I remember when I first noticed this new calculus, though I didn’t have the words for it at the time... I was in 
university, sitting on the steps outside the library with a group of classmates…  
 
We were talking about relationships - the kind of drifting, lazy conversation that meanders without direction… 
One girl said she would never date someone who earned less than she did... She said it with a laugh but it 
wasn’t a joke... Others nodded, as if this was normal, sensible, almost prudent... I remember feeling confused, 
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 I’d never heard love spoken about like a financial strategy… Later that night, as I walked home under the dim 
streetlights… I found myself thinking about my parents, living in a tiny house with mismatched furniture and 
hand-me-down curtains… But somehow carrying a happiness big enough to fill every room... They were far from 
wealthy, yet their world never felt small… These kinds of memories return to me often… Uninvited but welcome, 
like familiar birds landing on a windowsill...  
 
I find comfort in them and they remind me that sincerity is not extinct… It’s just harder to see in the noise of 
everything else… I’ve seen the modern version of love up close too... I’ve watched people my age chase 
relationships with the same intensity they chase stability… They negotiate their futures like mergers, analyse 
each other’s potential like economists projecting trends... It’s not malicious - it’s survival... It’s the fear of falling 
behind, it’s the quiet terror of loneliness…  
 
Mixed with the louder terror of scarcity and somewhere in the middle… The soft, unruly thing called affection 
gets compressed into something neater, more manageable, more profitable... But love - true love - has never 
been neat… When I think of the people I’ve cared about… The moments that mattered were always 
unexpectedly simple: sitting on a train together… Walking through a grocery store, sharing a blanket on a cold 
morning… None of them involved money, none of them involved planning... They were small, spontaneous 
unspooling’s of honesty… 
 
Maybe that’s why I still believe relationships can be built on something deeper than cost and benefit... Not 
because I’m naïve, I’ve lived long enough to know life is rarely soft… But because the heart has it’s own 
memory, separate from logic… It remembers warmth long after the world convinces you such warmth is 
impractical… 
 
Sometimes, when I’m lying awake at night, listening to the low hum of the refrigerator and the passing cars 
outside… I wonder what people will say about our era fifty years from now… Will they say we lost love to the 
currency of survival?... Or will they look back and see that beneath all our noise, all our chaos, all our ambition, 
love persisted quietly in the corners?... 
 
I believe it does - I believe it survives not with grand declarations but in the small acts people perform without 
being asked… Making coffee for someone even when exhausted, noticing the tremble in someone’s voice, 
giving time without keeping score… Those are the remnants of the old world, the parts that refuse to be priced… 
I think about my grandmother again, her hands wrinkled and strong… The way she paused before speaking, as if 
weighing each word carefully…  
 
She told me once that love is most visible in the things people do when no one is watching... At the time, I didn’t 
fully grasp it but I’ve carried her words with me like a folded note tucked into a pocket… In quiet moments, 
when the sky is pale and the day feels still… I can almost imagine relationships returning to what they once 
were… Grounded in presence rather than performance, rooted in affection rather than expectation… Not 
because the world becomes easier but because people choose tenderness despite difficulty… 
 
Maybe that’s the secret… Not to reclaim the past but to recreate it’s best parts… I know the modern world won’t 
slow down… Bills won’t disappear, time won’t stretch, expectations won’t soften on their own… People - people 
still have the capacity to choose differently… To choose sincerity, to choose connection that doesn’t need 
justification... As for me, I hold onto the memories that shaped me... I hold onto the sense that relationships 
are more than transactions…  
 
That the heart is not a ledger, that genuine affection cannot be bought or sold... I hold onto the quiet confidence 
that the kind of love I grew up seeing is still possible - not common, not easy but possible… My name is Elena 
and maybe I’m just an old-fashioned woman in a modern world... Or maybe I’m simply someone who refuses to 
forget that love, at it’s core… Has always been a deeply human instinct… Something that thrives in sincerity, in 
truth and in the unguarded moments when two people allow themselves to be real… 
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Whatever the world becomes, I hope the next generation still finds room for that kind of connection... I hope 
they create relationships that cannot be measured by numbers… Relationships that outlast the shifting tides of 
circumstance… I hope they experience love the way my grandmother described it - a quiet thing with long 
roots… 
 
Maybe, just maybe, those roots will grow again... In new soil, in new times, in new hearts but still strong… Still 
honest, still free from the weight of calculation… For now, that hope is enough and it keeps me steady in a 
world that often forgets softness… It reminds me that even if relationships today seem built on money, the 
essence of love has not vanished… It has simply gone quieter, waiting for those willing to listen… I am 
listening… Always… 
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CHAPTER 2… 
 
“In the past people worked to live but today people live to work”… 
 
My name is Samuel and for most of my adult life I have felt like I’m standing on a moving walkway that only 
speeds up, never slows down… Even when I stop walking, the ground beneath me carries me forward… 
Insisting I keep pace with a world that no longer understands the meaning of rest… 
 
The strange thing is, I grew up in a place where time felt almost elastic... It stretched, softened and looped in 
gentle rhythms that made each day feel whole… When I think back to my childhood, I see my father coming 
home in the late afternoons… Dust on his boots, humming a tune he never quite finished... He worked hard,  
everyone did but when he stepped through the front door, the day belonged to us...  
 
He’d wash his hands, sit at the wooden table with a sigh that wasn’t exhaustion but release and ask: “So, what 
did I miss?”… That question meant something then, it meant he believed life happened at home, not at work... 
Today, people barely ask each other what they missed, because the unspoken answer is always everything… 
The moments slip by while we’re answering emails, stuck in traffic… Calculating deadlines, planning the next 
milestone… Work doesn’t end when the day ends; it follows us like a persistent shadow… 
 
Sometimes I wonder when the shift happened - when “making a living” became “serving a living”… I think it 
began quietly, the way all big changes do… Longer hours here, a new expectation there, a society that began 
treating rest like an indulgence instead of a necessity… Before long, the world became obsessed with 
productivity, as if accomplishment had become the only proof of existence… 
 
My grandparents would laugh if they saw the way we live now… They lived simply but they lived fully, my 
grandfather used to wake up at dawn… Chop firewood with deliberate care and then sit on the porch sipping 
coffee as the sun warmed the horizon... He said that mornings weren’t meant to be rushed, because they were 
the spine of the day… Without a calm spine, everything bends wrong… He worked, yes… He laboured with 
hands hardened from decades of tasks I can barely imagine doing. But he worked to support life - not to escape 
it… 
 
When I enter an office now, I see the opposite… I see people whose lives orbit around their jobs like planets 
locked in gravitational pull… I see schedules filled to the edges, calendars stacked color-coded like a puzzle 
that leaves no blank spaces… I see people measuring their worth by their output, as if slowing down is a moral 
failure… I know, because I’ve been one of them… 
 
For years, the first thing I did every morning was check messages… Before coffee, before stretching, before 
greeting anyone… The glow of a screen replaced the glow of sunrise... I measured my days in tasks completed, 
hours filled, goals met… Success felt like a race with no finish line and every time I paused, I felt guilt prick at 
my skin like static… There’s a peculiar kind of loneliness that comes from living that way… You become so 
entangled with obligations that you realize your life has shrunk to the size of your responsibilities… Even joy 
becomes something you schedule… 
 
Sometimes it hits you suddenly… For me, it happened one afternoon when I visited my mother... She served me 
tea in the familiar chipped green mug my father used to favour… As I held it between my palms, I noticed my 
hands trembling slightly... Not from age, not from weakness but from the constant hum of stress that had 
seeped into my bones unnoticed… 
 
My mother looked at me the way only mothers can, one quick glance that sees years… “You need to breathe” 
she said, not unkindly and I realized I didn’t remember the last time I did... Maybe that’s when it truly struck me: 
we’ve built a world were working always comes first... a World where rest must be justified… a World where 
weekends are recovery units, not sanctuaries… It wasn’t always like this… 
 
I still remember the summers when my cousins and I used to sleep outside under the night sky… We’d lie on old 
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mattresses dragged onto the grass, listening to crickets… Pointing out constellations we could never remember 
the names of… The adults would sit around a small fire, talking about planting seasons, neighbours, whose 
birthday was coming up… Their conversations drifted through the air, a soft background hum of a community 
that valued presence more than pace… 
 
Those nights felt infinite… Nobody checked the time and nobody thought about the next day… Life happened 
now, not later… I sometimes wonder what happened to that “now” maybe we misplaced it... Maybe we traded it 
for ambition, thinking ambition would carry us somewhere better… Somewhere safer but somewhere along the 
line, ambition lost its meaning and became compulsion - a machine that demands feeding… 
 
I’m not against working hard, because work can be honourable, grounding… Purposeful but when work 
becomes identity, something essential slips away… The ability to simply be, to notice and to feel connected to 
the quiet, simple things that used to define us... I’ve spoken to friends who feel the same... They tell me they 
don’t remember who they are outside their careers... They tell me they’re exhausted but can’t slow down… They 
tell me they fear being left behind, by peers…  
 
By expectations, by a world that rewards constant motion and punishes stillness… Sometimes, in quieter 
conversations, they admit something even more painful… That they can’t remember the last time they felt fully 
present… Presence - that’s what we’ve lost… Presence at meals… Presence in conversations… Presence in the 
moments that make up the fabric of life… 
 
My father used to walk me to school every morning... He never rushed, even when he was running late… 
Sometimes we’d stop to look at something small - a line of ants crossing the pavement… a Bird perched on a 
wire, a puddle shimmering after rain... He treated the world as if it was worth noticing… These days, I see 
parents walking their children while answering calls, checking schedules, replying to messages... Their bodies 
are present but their minds are trapped elsewhere… It’s no one’s fault, it’s the system we’ve all inherited but it 
hurts to witness the quiet erosion of simple connection… 
 
a Few years ago, I made a small promise to myself, it wasn’t dramatic or transformative… It was something 
humble: I would reclaim at least a little space in my life that belonged to me, not to my obligations… At first, it 
felt unnatural, like learning to walk again after forgetting how… 
 
I started by taking slow walks after work, leaving my phone behind… The streets near my home are nothing 
special, cracked sidewalks, small gardens trying their best… a Corner store with fading signage but in the 
absence of noise, they began to feel comforting... Familiar... Real… I noticed the way the afternoon light caught 
the dust in the air, turning it into a soft golden mist... I noticed the way neighbours waved more genuinely when 
they weren’t competing with notifications…  
 
I noticed the sound of my own footsteps, steady and unhurried… Sometimes, I bring a small notebook with me, 
not to plan anything but to write whatever I happen to observe… a Tree leaning slightly toward the road... a 
Bicycle left outside a fence… a Dog sleeping in a patch of sun... Details that have no purpose except to anchor 
me back into the world… Slowly, I learned something unexpected... When you create even a tiny space of 
slowness, the rest of your life stops feeling like a runaway train…  
 
I still work, of course, the world hasn’t magically softened… Deadlines still loom, tasks still accumulate and 
expectations still press in from all sides... But I no longer let work define the boundaries of my existence… My 
father once told me that life is measured not in years, but in the moments that touch us… If that’s true, then the 
rush we live in today robs us of whole lifetimes... When we treat work as the centre of our world, we reduce 
everything else, friendships, hobbies, love, rest - to the margins… I don’t want to live in the margins… 
 
When I look around, I suspect no one else does either… Most people aren’t chasing nonstop productivity 
because they want to… They’re doing it because they’re afraid not to, afraid of falling behind, of being judged… 
Afraid of being unable to keep up with a society that prizes busyness as proof of value… But value doesn’t come 
from motion, it comes from living…Real living, the kind my grandparents knew, requires space…  
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Space to breathe… Space to reflect… Space to be human… 
 
Sometimes I imagine how different our world would feel if everyone reclaimed even ten minutes a day for 
something that nourished them instead of drained them… Ten minutes of stillness… Ten minutes of noticing the 
world instead of rushing through it… Ten minutes of remembering that life exists outside the confines of 
productivity… I think we’d become gentler with ourselves… I think we’d become gentler with each other… I think 
we’d remember that people are not machines… 
 
We weren’t meant to run endlessly and we weren’t designed to sprint through years without stopping... We 
weren’t built for a life where work eclipses everything else…My name is Samuel and even though the world has 
changed, I still believe we can find a better balance... Not by abandoning ambition but by placing it where it 
belongs - as a part of life, not the whole of it… 
 
Because in the end, when we look back on our days… It won’t be the spreadsheets or meetings or deadlines 
that stay with us… It will be the small moments we allowed ourselves to cherish… The laughter shared, the 
sunsets watched, the conversations unhurried and the quiet breaths taken in between the rush… Those are the 
moments that shape a life worth living… Those are the moments I want to make room for, before they slip away 
entirely… 
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CHAPTER 3… 
 
“In the past people valued honesty but today people value appearances”… 
 
My name is Marina and I’ve always been fascinated by the quiet truths people carry… Truths they rarely speak 
aloud, truths that once shaped relationships more deeply than the polished masks we seem to wear today… 
Sometimes I wonder if sincerity has become a relic, like the old postcards I keep in a wooden box under my 
bed.. Fragile, yellowed, meaningful in ways the modern world no longer pauses long enough to appreciate… 
 
When I was young, honesty was the heartbeat of my family… Not the kind of honesty that bruises or bludgeons, 
but the soft, steady kind that anchored us... My mother used to say that honesty made life easier, because you 
never had to remember which version of yourself you showed to people... You simply were who you were, no 
shifting required… 
 
She’d say it while brushing my hair in the mornings… Her fingers gentle but firm, her voice a calm river running 
through our tiny kitchen… I believed her without question, children always believe the truths they grow up 
with… But as I grew older, the world began to feel different… Shinier on the outside, emptier on the inside… 
People became careful, polished, curated… Honesty became something offered sparingly, behind hushed 
tones or closed doors… While appearance stepped confidently into its place, smiling for cameras and social 
expectations… 
 
I remember the first time I felt this change, I was in high school… Sitting on a cracked concrete bench outside 
the gymnasium... a Girl I knew only vaguely was crying quietly, hidden behind her hands... When I asked if she 
was alright, she froze… Wiped her face and forced a smile so quickly it startled me… “I’m fine” she said, though 
her eyes were red and wet… “I’m always fine”… 
 
It was the “always” that stayed with me, always fine, as if feelings were flaws... As if honesty was something 
embarrassing... As if vulnerability was something to hide behind perfectly applied eyeliner and a practiced 
laugh… I didn’t realize it then but that moment was a small window into the world we were all moving toward… 
a World where truth was the thing we buried beneath appearances polished for approval... As adults, we’ve 
become masters at pretending… 
 
We pretend we’re not tired… We pretend we’re not overwhelmed… We pretend our relationships are perfect 
because they look perfect in pictures… We pretend our lives are in order because disorder feels like failure and 
I’ve done it too… There were years where my life looked far better from the outside than it felt from the inside… 
Years when I smiled politely at events, held conversations… That skimmed only the surface of my heart and 
posted photos that hinted at joy I didn’t always feel... It’s easy to fall into the rhythm of performance when 
everyone else seems to know the choreography… 
 
But honesty, real honesty, is rarely beautiful in the way appearances are… It’s tender, unpolished, vulnerable... 
It shows our cracks, our fears, our hopes, our uncertainties… It invites people to see us not as we wish to 
appear, but as we truly are… That kind of openness scares people now… Maybe because we live in a world of 
comparison... Maybe because we fear judgment more than disconnection… Maybe because we’ve been 
conditioned to equate honesty with weakness and appearance with strength…  
 
Sometimes, late at night, when the world feels quieter and softer… I think about the people I’ve known, truly 
known and they are always the ones who allowed honesty to seep through the surface... The ones who 
admitted confusion, who laughed at their imperfections, who spoke truths without worrying whether those 
truths fit the mould… They are the people I remember most vividly… I think of my grandmother, for example - a 
woman who lived without pretence…  
 
She had deep lines on her face from years of sun and laughter and she wore them proudly… Never apologizing 
for the passage of time...  She didn’t hide her aging hands or the softness around her waist… She didn’t soften 
her opinions to fit expectations… All though she had a warmth that made people gravitate toward her… 
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She used to say: “True beauty is not the face you show the world, it’s the face you show yourself”… I didn’t fully 
understand those words until much later… 
 
Modern life teaches us the opposite… People spend hours editing photos to remove the imperfections that 
make us human… Conversations are filtered for palatability... Lives are curated like storefront displays, clean 
and inviting but lacking the depth that comes from genuine existence… I don’t blame anyone for this , because 
in many ways, it’s a survival tactic… a Shield against scrutiny but it makes me wonder what we’re losing in 
exchange… What pieces of ourselves we hide to maintain the illusion of perfection…  
 
I once knew a man, not romantically, just someone I worked with… Who confessed during a casual 
conversation that he felt like he was disappearing… “People don’t see me” he said… “They see the person I 
pretend to be”… At the time, I didn’t know what to say but now I think I understand how common that feeling 
is… I’ve had moments where I felt it too… Where I smiled because it was expected, not because it was real… 
Where I said “I’m okay” even when my chest felt heavy... Where I kept quiet because honesty felt too raw, too 
revealing but the truth is…  
 
The most meaningful moments of my life have always sprung from honesty… The kind that strips away the 
polished surface and exposes the tender core beneath… Like the time my closest friend told me she was afraid 
of becoming someone even she didn’t recognize… The way her eyes trembled when she said it… The relief in 
her shoulders once the words were finally out… That moment didn’t look perfect but it was real and because it 
was real, it mattered… Honesty creates connection in a way appearance never can… 
 
Appearance has become the currency of our era... We judge each other by the surface - careers, clothes, 
followers, smiles but surfaces are fragile… They crack under pressure, fade under time and the truth, however 
quiet, persists... Sometimes, I try to imagine what life would be like if we returned to valuing honesty the way 
people once did… Not in nostalgic exaggeration but in gentle, everyday ways... If we listened more and 
performed less... If we allowed vulnerability to be part of our conversations instead of something to hide... If we 
spoke from the heart rather than from the script, we think others expect… 
 
I believe something soft would return to the world… Not perfection but softness and humanity… The kind that 
makes room for fragility, for imperfection, for growth… The kind that let’s us breathe without worrying how our 
breath looks to others… There was a time in my life when I thought honesty meant revealing everything, all at 
once... Now I know better because honesty isn’t loud or dramatic... It’s slow, steady, woven into the small 
choices we make… Choosing truth over performance, choosing authenticity over applause, choosing 
connection over image… 
 
My name is Marina and though the world may value appearances, I still believe in the quiet power of sincerity…  
I believe in the way truth sits gently in the spaces between people, waiting for the right moment to be shared...  
I believe that beneath the curated layers, every person carries a depth they long to reveal… If only the world 
gave them permission… Perhaps that permission begins with us, choosing, in our own quiet way… To be a little 
more real, a little less polished, a little more human… Maybe then the world will remember what it once knew: 
that honesty… Even in it’s vulnerability, is far more beautiful than any appearance we could ever construct… 
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CHAPTER 4… 
 
“In the past health was a priority but today wealth is a priority”… 
  
My name is Adrian and I’ve spent most of my adult life trying to understand how we ended up here… Living in a 
world where people chase fortunes with the same desperate urgency our grandparents reserved for staying 
alive... I wasn’t always someone who thought about these things... In my twenties I believed life was a straight 
road: work hard, make money… Climb some invisible ladder and eventually reach a point where everything felt 
stable but somewhere along the way… The world changed, or maybe it was me who changed and suddenly I 
noticed how few people around me were truly well… 
 
It didn’t always used to be like this... My earliest memories are stitched together with the small rituals my 
parents used to keep us healthy… My mother insisted we go outside at least an hour every day… Even if it 
rained, even if it was cold enough to see our breath... “Air is medicine,” she used to say and I believed her, 
because her voice always carried the kind of certainty that didn’t need proof...  
 
My father did stretch every morning beside the kitchen stove, a cup of tea steaming on the counter… Reminding 
us that a flexible body meant a flexible mind and on Sundays… The whole family took a slow walk around the 
neighbourhood… Not to burn calories or close some digital ring but because movement was what held the 
week together… Those habits weren’t acts of discipline; they were acts of living… 
 
Some days I wish we could step back into those simpler rhythms... Just once, I’d like to hear someone say, 
“Let’s go for a walk” instead of, “Let me just finish this email”… But now life has become a kind of speed race, 
measured not in footsteps but in output… Health used to be the lens we looked through to shape our days… 
Now it’s an afterthought, squeezed into the margins like a note scribbled at the bottom of a long to-do list… 
 
It’s strange, looking back, how effortless being healthy once felt... It wasn’t something we chased… It wasn’t an 
achievement unlocked and it wasn’t a performance… These days health looks like gym selfies, fitness 
trackers… Supplements costing more than groceries and online gurus selling lifestyle packages with promises 
of transformation… All though for all that, people seem more tired, more sick and more overwhelmed than ever 
before… Sometimes I think we traded something precious for something hollow… 
 
There’s a particular memory I return to when the world feels too fast... I was maybe twelve, sitting on the old 
stoep with my grandmother while she shelled peas into a metal bowl... The afternoon was slow in that generous 
way afternoons used to be, the kind of slow that invited stories... She told me how, when she was young, her 
family grew their own vegetables… Not because it was trendy but because that was simply what people did to 
stay fed and healthy…  
 
She talked about herbs and remedies, about neighbours who shared medicine… About how nobody counted 
calories because you ate what was in season and that was enough… Then she said something that didn’t mean 
much to me at the time but returned to me years later with unexpected force: “Health isn’t a goal, Adrian... It’s a 
companion... Treat it well and it walks with you”… Only much later did I understand what she meant... a 
Companion is something you value, protect and keep close… Not something you exchange for overtime pay or 
sacrifice to impress others, but somewhere between then and now… Wealth became the companion society 
courted instead… 
 
I saw the shift happen around me slowly, almost invisibly… Friends who once played sports for fun started 
staying late at work to prove their worth... Lunch breaks disappeared, coffee became a meal… “Sleep is for the 
weak” turned into a joke that wasn’t really a joke… People who once took time off when they were sick started 
pushing through fevers in the name of dedication… The more exhausted someone looked, the more admiration 
they earned… I didn’t escape the change either - none of us really did...  
 
By my early thirties I was working ten-hour days, sometimes twelve, convincing myself it was temporary…  
I skipped checkups, slept five hours if I was lucky and drank more caffeine than water... I wasn’t chasing luxury;  
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I was chasing stability, thinking it required constant sacrifice… The truth hit me the day I realized I’d walked the 
entire length of a mall without noticing any of the people around me... My mind was so cluttered with deadlines 
and unanswered messages that the world had turned into something blurry and distant... I felt as if I were living 
only from neck to forehead, everything else was mechanical, uninhabited… 
 
I wish I could say that moment alone changed everything but real change comes slowly… Through the steady 
erosion of denial and weeks later, I started noticing how my shoulders always hurt… How I couldn’t recall the 
last time I took a deep breath… How my heartbeat felt like a constant tap on a locked door and then came the 
realization that frightened me the most: I couldn’t remember the last time I felt well… 
 
Not happy... Not fulfilled… Just well… That’s when my grandmother’s voice returned — not as a memory, but 
almost like a quiet reminder: a Companion… For so long, I had treated health like a distant goal… Something I’d 
get back to one day when things calmed down but modern life doesn’t calm down, it accelerates unless you 
consciously pull the brakes… Still, even as people feel the consequences, wealth remains the centrepiece of 
our society’s altar... It’s not just money, it’s the perception of success, the illusion of security, the approval of 
others...  
 
People talk about investments and portfolios, about passive income and side hustles… About how to multiply, 
scale and optimize but almost nobody talks about getting enough sleep... Or drinking more water… Or spending 
time with someone they love without checking the time… I’m not someone who rejects ambition or financial 
responsibility… Those things do matter, but I think something is broken… When the first question people ask 
each other is, “What do you do?” rather than, “How are you really doing?” When you realize that most people 
know their monthly expenses but not their stress levels... When you see an entire generation who feel guilty for 
resting... 
 
Health used to be the treasure and wealth used to be a tool… Now the roles have reversed and the 
consequences echo everywhere, in burnout statistics… In rising chronic illnesses, in the hollow look people get 
when they’ve been running too long without pause… 
 
One evening, after a particularly long stretch of days where work seemed to swallow every hour, I opened an old 
photo album… I expected nostalgia but what I found was something closer to grief… Picture after picture 
showed people laughing, running, cooking, playing… Not posing, not curating, simply being, even the blurry 
photos felt more alive than most of the things I saw online... It wasn’t the images themselves that hit me, it was 
what they represented… a Time when living wasn’t measured, documented or monetized… 
 
There was one photo of me as a small boy, barefoot on the grass… Holding a stick like it was a sword, smiling 
with the kind of open joy that adults rarely show… My cheeks were flushed, my hair was a mess and I looked so 
alive it almost startled me… When did we stop being that alive?... When did health stop being woven into our 
days and instead become something we try to buy back after neglecting it for too long?... Sometimes I look 
around and wonder what future generations will inherit from us… Not the wealth, that tends to shift, fluctuate, 
evaporate but the habits, the priorities, the rhythms of life we’re teaching them…  
 
Are we teaching them that success requires exhaustion?... That rest is indulgent, that health must be traded for 
productivity?... That worth is measured in output and assets… If so, we’re giving them a burden rather than a 
legacy… I don’t pretend to have the answers, because I’m not a doctor or a philosopher... I’m just a man who 
lived long enough to see the difference between what was valued then and what is valued now… a Man who 
sometimes feels caught between worlds…  
 
One where afternoons stretched long and gently and one where even weekends feel like stolen time…What I do 
know is this: we can’t go back entirely… The world has changed and there’s no rewind button but we can 
remember and memory can be a compass if we let it… It can point us to what felt true, what felt good, what felt 
human… These days I try, quietly, to honour that compass... I take evening walks again and limit overtime… I eat 
also slower and I choose days off without guilt… I keep a plant on my windowsill and actually water it... I stretch 
in the mornings like my father did, I also listen to my body… Not perfectly, not always but more than before… 
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None of these things make me wealthy in the way society counts wealth… But they make me well, or at least 
closer to well and that kind of wealth is measured differently… In breaths that reach the bottom of your lungs, in 
days that feel inhabitable… In moments that don’t pass you by because you were too distracted to see them… 
Maybe one day, as a society, we’ll find our way back to that balance… Maybe we’ll become people who 
understand that health is not a luxury…  
 
Not a prize, not a metric but a companion, walking beside us through every moment and maybe… Just maybe, 
future generations will look back at us and say we were the ones who remembered what matters most… Until 
then, I’ll keep choosing the slower path whenever I can… Not because it’s easy but because it reminds me of 
who I used to be and who I still want to become… Someone who treats life not as a race to be won but as a 
journey to be lived, fully and well… 
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Chapter 5… 
 

“In the past people were more connected to their culture but today culture is fading”… 
  
My name is Leila and when I think about culture, I don't see museum pieces or history books… I see the texture 
of my grandmother's kitchen counter and the specific way she arranged fruit in a wooden bowl... I feel the soft 
hum of language spoken not as a duty but as naturally as breathing… Weaving itself into the simplest actions of 
the day… That sense of effortless belonging, of being seamlessly knitted into a fabric of shared tradition, is what 
I miss most from the world of my childhood… 
 
The past, for me, smelled distinctly of spices that had travelled oceans and settled warmly in our neighbour-
hood… Spices carried by people who understood that their heritage was not just something they owned, but 
something they practiced daily… I remember the intricate, almost sacred importance of family gatherings… Not 
just for the sake of catching up, but for the rigorous, joyful observation of rituals that had endured for 
generations… These were the moments where culture lived: in the precise fold of a certain pastry… 
 
The particular melody played on an old recording, the specific gesture of respect when greeting an elder… 
Everything felt anchored, weighted by history and meaning, making the world seem both larger and more 
intimate at the same time… Today, the world spins too quickly for those deliberate practices… We live in a 
contemporary landscape that favours standardization, speed and ease over the complexity of deep-rooted 
custom… It’s a place where the corner market that sold the unique, specialized ingredients of my youth… Has 
been replaced by a sprawling supermarket with aisles of generic, pre-packaged convenience…  
 
Culture, once an essential ingredient in our daily lives, has been relegated to an optional extra… Something to 
be celebrated once a year on a specific holiday, or consumed quickly through a filtered social media post… 
I watch the generation younger than me and feel a quiet ache for what they are missing, or perhaps what they 
no longer even know they are supposed to be looking for… They connect globally with effortless digital fluency, 
but that wide connectivity often comes at the cost of deep local immersion… They might know phrases in a 
dozen languages and understand global trends…  
 
But they sometimes struggle to recognize the patterns and stories that shaped their own great-grandparents… 
Their identities are fluid, assembled from disparate pieces of global influence… Which is beautiful in it’s own 
way, all though sometimes I wonder if they ever feel the true gravity of standing on ground that has been 
prepared by centuries of specific belief… 
 
My grandfather, who passed away when I was sixteen, used to repair clocks… He taught me that culture was 
like the inner workings of those mechanisms: delicate, complex and vital, demanding constant, careful 
maintenance… If even one tiny brass wheel was removed or neglected, the whole system, the entire telling of 
time, would falter... He saw the erosion of tradition not as a dramatic collapse, but as a subtle slowing… a Loss 
of the necessary friction that kept things moving truthfully… He worried about the day when our language, 
which holds specific nuances for grief and celebration… That no modern word can capture, would become only 
a tool for translation rather than a vessel for soul… 
 
I often reflect on how culture was once simply the way we communicated value… It was present in the way my 
aunts treated soil before planting… Acknowledging it’s generosity with a small, specific prayer... It was in the 
meticulous preparation of a wedding dress, with every stitch symbolizing a hope or a lesson... Now, we value 
efficiency, we stream music curated by algorithms… We buy mass-produced items meant to last only a season 
and we communicate using shortened, standardized digital shorthand that strips away regional colour and 
emotional weight… 
 
The problem with fading culture is not just a loss of the past; it's a diminishment of the present... When our 
traditions fade, we lose the frameworks that help us process the difficult parts of life… We lose the shared 
language for mourning, the collective way to celebrate success… The intricate web of obligations and support 
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that once made a community feel like a single, responsive body… We gain independence, yes but we trade a 
deep, communal vocabulary for a solitary, often lonely, silence… 
 
I see this most clearly in the spaces people inhabit… Growing up, homes were always slightly mismatched, 
filled with artifacts that told a tangible story… a Chipped plate from a long-lost aunt, a rug woven in a faraway 
village, furniture bearing the marks of generations... Each item was an anchor, a quiet reminder of lineage... 
Now, homes are decorated according to commercial catalogues; they are clean, modern and inter-
changeable... They reflect a generalized, global aesthetic, lacking the specific friction and texture that only 
genuine cultural markers can provide… It's an appearance of order that suggests a loss of organic growth… 
 
There is a profound difference between embracing diversity as a contemporary concept and living within a 
single, deeply ingrained cultural identity… Modernity celebrates the idea of many cultures but its economic 
forces tend to grind down the individual edges… That make those cultures unique, leaving behind a smoothed-
out, easily consumable version... The result is what my cousin, who is a linguist - calls "cultural echo": we hear 
the sound but the deep source of the voice is gone… 
 
Sometimes, I try to recapture that feeling of rootedness... I make my grandmother’s traditional bread, following 
her recipe exactly… Without substituting modern ingredients or shortening the rising time… The process is slow, 
deliberate and messy… My kitchen fills with the scent of yeast and history and for those hours… I feel the pull of 
that deep connection, but when I look outside… I see people ordering fast-food replicas of traditional meals, or 
listening to digitally synthesized versions of old folk songs… And I know that the experience I am having is now 
an act of conscious resistance, not a simple fact of daily life… 
 
The world has convinced us that we should be able to choose our culture as easily as we choose an outfit or a 
streaming service… This notion of selective heritage strips away the very meaning of culture, which is not about 
choice but about inheritance… The things you are given, not the things you shop for… It is the unchosen context 
that forms the soil from which genuine identity grows… 
 
What is the cost of this fading connection?... I think the cost is a widespread, unnamed loneliness... We are the 
most connected generation in history but we seem to feel the most adrift… We lack the firm spiritual and social 
ground that tradition once provided and we are left trying to build our lives on shifting sands of temporary 
trends and fleeting digital validation… 
 
I still believe that those old roots exist, they run deep beneath the pavement and the fibre-optic lines… Waiting 
for someone to water them with attention and intention... To rediscover our cultural connection is not to live 
backward… It is to recognize that we are not the first people to walk this path and that the ways of those who 
came before hold solutions to problems we think are uniquely modern... It means choosing the slow, difficult 
path of tradition over the easy, fast track of consumption… 
 
My name is Leila and I hold onto the messy complexity of my past… Because I know that the richness of life is 
found not in its seamlessness, but in its unique, imperfect patterns... I listen for the soft, quiet hum of my 
ancestors' voices in the spices, in the language, in the deliberate actions of my life... I hope that by listening, I 
can keep the flame alive for the next generation… So that they too might feel the warmth of belonging, a feeling 
far more valuable than the chill of disconnected convenience... I believe culture is fading, but I refuse to let it 
disappear entirely, choosing always to stand rooted in the beauty of what was… 
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Chapter 6… 
 

“In the past people valued family but today people value individualism”… 
 
My name is Elias and the architecture of my memory is built around the sounds of many voices in one room... 
The past, as I recall it, was never quiet… It was filled with the ambient, comforting noise of relatives whose lives 
were so closely intertwined that their schedules and struggles always overlapped... Family was the unwritten 
contract of my youth… The safety net woven not from threads of law or finance, but from a dense network of 
obligation, presence and shared history… 
 
I remember my earliest years feeling less like the story of a single person and more like a collective epic... We 
didn't just share holiday meals; we shared concerns, resources and even space... The notion of a "nuclear 
family" seemed theoretical back then, an abstract concept compared… To the sprawling messy reality of 
uncles who lived down the street and cousins who were practically siblings… Appearing in our kitchen 
unannounced with absolute certainty of welcome... Their presence wasn't a favour; it was the foundation of 
existence... 
 
My grandfather, who managed a small hardware store that served our community for decades… Used to say 
that a true family unit wasn't defined by the house you slept in, but by the circle of people who would answer 
your call at three in the morning... That circle, for him, included dozens of souls… He never sought success as 
an individual achievement… Every triumph, every new tool purchased for the store, was viewed through the 
lens of what it would contribute to the entire extended clan… His ambition was entirely communal, rooted in 
the collective well-being rather than personal elevation… 
 
Contrast that with the world I navigate now, where the supreme value is placed on self-reliance and 
singularity… We have been conditioned to see dependence as a flaw and autonomy as the ultimate virtue… 
Today, every person is encouraged to become their own complete ecosystem… Emotionally self-sufficient, 
financially independent and geographically unbound... While there is strength in self-determination, I’ve 
watched this intense focus on the self-thin, the communal bonds that once made life feel so robust… 
 
The modern focus on individualism often feels like a subtle, relentless erosion of belonging... We pursue 
careers that take us hundreds of miles away from our kin… Believing that opportunity is always more important 
than proximity… We celebrate the person who "made it on their own" and often view requests for help… Not as 
a natural reaching out, but as a failure of personal strategy... We have exchanged the deep, inconvenient 
dependency of shared life for the convenience of distant, infrequent, scheduled contact… 
 
I remember my father, whenever he had a major decision… Whether to change jobs, buy a car or even repair the 
roof… Convening a quiet council of his brothers and sisters… They would gather, arguing passionately, 
dissecting the pros and cons until a consensus was reached... The decision wasn't his alone to make, not 
because he lacked capacity, but because the consequences would ripple through everyone… His choices were 
considered part of the family’s destiny… 
 
Today, such an act might be seen as weakness or indecision... We are taught to trust our gut, consult online 
algorithms and rely on professional advisors… Rather than the accumulated, biased and often inconvenient 
wisdom of those who share our bloodline… We choose privacy over proximity and as a result, many people 
make the most significant choices of their lives in solitary silence… Only sharing the news as a finished, non-
negotiable announcement, not as a point of consultation… 
 
This shift has changed the very geometry of how we live… My grandparents home was designed for permanent 
openness, with large communal spaces and extra rooms… Always ready for the unexpected arrival or the long-
term stay of a relative in need… It was a fluid, ever-changing environment... Today, we design sleek, minimalist 
homes with defined personal spaces… Clear boundaries and secure entries, reflecting a desire to keep the 
world, even the family, neatly at bay... The architectural shift reflects a psychological one: we prefer clearly 
demarcated, owned spaces over shared, flexible territory… 
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I’m not suggesting that the past was a perfect, selfless paradise… Family life then was also characterized by 
fierce disagreements, stifling expectations and a profound lack of privacy… The pressure to conform was 
enormous and individualism was often suppressed to maintain harmony... However, in trading that pressure for 
radical personal freedom, we lost the automatic guarantee of support… We gained the right to fail alone but we 
lost the certainty of rising again together… 
 
When I look at my own life and the lives of my peers… I see people working exhausting hours to afford a level of 
comfort that separates them from everyone else… The high fences, the private vacations, the siloed finances… 
These are all symbols of our modern triumph of the individual... But what is the hidden tax on this relentless 
autonomy?... I suspect it's the constant, low-level anxiety that comes from knowing the ultimate responsibility 
for everything rests solely on your own shoulders... There is no collective reserve to draw from in a crisis... 
 
I often think about a memory from my childhood: a massive storm had knocked out power to half the 
neighbourhood for days... Instantly, all the individual households dissolved... We all gathered in my aunt’s 
house, which had a working gas stove and a large fireplace… We slept shoulder-to-shoulder on mattresses and 
floors... No one kept score of who ate what, or who contributed most... We simply existed as one large, 
functioning unit until the crisis passed... The storm, which was objectively a stressful event, paradoxically 
brought with it a profound sense of comfort and security… 
 
Today, a similar crisis might lead to everyone retreating into their own battery-powered, generator-backed 
bubble… Communicating only via text to confirm individual safety... The impulse is to fortify the self, not merge 
with the group... We have learned to value protection from others more than protection by others... 
 
This change is also reflected in the narratives we celebrate... Our stories, in films, books and interviews are 
dominated by the lone hero, the maverick… The person who breaks free from convention and group expectation 
to achieve greatness… The moral lesson is nearly always: rely on yourself… We rarely celebrate the person who 
chooses to stay and reinforce the fabric of their community or family… Dedicating their life to the strength of the 
unit rather than their own solo ascension… 
 
I find myself consciously fighting this gravitational pull toward isolation… I try to maintain contact with my 
cousins… Not through the superficial updates of social media, but by making the difficult, deliberate choice of 
physical presence... I drive the long miles, I make the inconvenient stopovers and I try to turn scheduled visits 
back into the natural, unannounced drops-ins of the past... It feels awkward sometimes, like reviving a dialect 
that is slowly falling out of common use but it is necessary… 
 
I know that individualism has unlocked immense potential and freed countless people from stifling traditions… 
The freedom to define your own life is a profound gift… But I wonder if we’ve taken the lesson too far, 
exchanging the warmth of the hearth for the cold gleam of the trophy... Have we become so strong as 
individuals that we have forgotten how to be strong as a whole?... 
 
My name is Elias and I believe that the greatest wealth is not found in the portfolio of the individual, but in the 
resilience of the community they belong to… I still seek the messy, complicated and utterly essential 
interdependence of the past… We were not meant to be solitary towers; we were meant to be a wide, 
interconnected city… It will take time and a conscious reversal of decades of conditioning, but I hold onto the 
hope… That we can learn again to value the strength that comes not from standing alone but from leaning on 
each other…  
 
That the foundation of a life well-lived is the depth of the roots, not the height of the individual climb… I hope we 
can find our way back to prioritizing the ‘us’ that defined our ancestors over the ‘me’ that dominates our 
present… 
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Chapter 7… 
 

“In the past we communicated face to face but today we communicate through screens”… 
 
My name is Vivian and I often feel like I am fluent in two completely different languages of connection… The 
tactile, layered dialect of physical presence and the flat, bright syntax of the digital screen... The space 
between these two worlds is where I currently live… a Quiet, constant dissonance that colours every 
exchange… When I look back at my earliest memories, they are overwhelmingly audible and visible in a way 
that modern interactions rarely are… 
 
I recall sitting around the kitchen table in the evenings, the glow of a single lamp spilling onto faces… Hands 
gesturing and every word accompanied by an entire symphony of nonverbal cues... There was no guesswork; 
confusion was resolved instantly by a subtle shift in posture or a direct, held gaze... Communication then was a 
complete, immersive experience, demanding and rewarding full attention... It was inefficient, requiring time 
and proximity but it possessed a density of meaning that I now find almost impossible to replicate... 
 
The past’s communication felt like carving something substantial out of wood; slow, deliberate and leaving a 
lasting shape... Today, our exchanges are like sculpting in light: immediate, brilliant and vanishing the moment 
the power cuts out… 
 
The greatest casualty of the shift to screens is the loss of shared silence... When people sat face-to-face, 
silence was not an empty void to be filled by the next message… It was an active part of the dialogue, a space 
for thought, reflection or shared contemplation... My grandmother used to say that you could learn more about 
a person in their silence than in their rush of words… That kind of quiet space simply doesn't exist in a digitally 
mediated conversation… If you pause for too long, the connection is assumed lost, the other party moves on, or 
you are anxiously prompted with a question mark… 
 
Today, we operate under the tyranny of the visible indicator… The three dots appearing, the "read" receipt, the 
online status marker... These are designed not for true connection but to manage and monitor absence… 
Creating an expectation of constant, immediate accessibility that strips communication of its natural 
rhythms… We are always on call, always potentially available and this perpetual readiness dilutes the value of 
any single moment of contact… 
 
I remember my grandfather spending hours writing a single letter to a cousin who lived overseas… He would 
choose the paper carefully, consider every phrase and seal it with a stamp that felt like a deliberate 
commitment… That letter, traveling for weeks, carried the weight of time, effort and sincerity… When it finally 
arrived, it was an event, a physical manifestation of connection... Now, we send dozens of instant messages in 
the time it once took to compose a paragraph… While the speed is remarkable, the impact is often feather-
light… 
 
The screens have given us breadth, the ability to speak to anyone, anywhere but they have simultaneously 
stolen our depth… We maintain vast digital networks but many of those relationships are sustained only by the 
occasional emoji or the superficial reaction to a posted photo... We mistake the rapid exchange of information 
for the slow, complex layering required to build true intimacy... True connection requires friction, misunder-
standing and the difficult work of reading a person's vulnerability without the cushion of a keyboard... 
 
I've observed that the constant ability to edit and refine our digital selves has made us fearful of the unedited 
reality of face-to-face interaction… We can curate our text messages, delete and rewrite emails and perfect our 
social media personas… Until they reflect an idealized, filtered version of ourselves... When we are finally 
forced into an unscripted, real-time conversation, we often feel awkward, exposed and ill-prepared… The 
screen has become a protective mask and we have forgotten how to breathe without it… 
 
There is a subtle but profound emotional flattening that occurs when communication is stripped of physical 
context… We lose the scent of a room, the shared atmosphere, the subtle synchrony of two bodies mirroring 
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each other's pace... Irony is missed, sarcasm misconstrued and deep emotional resonance is reduced to 
capital letters or a string of punctuation marks... We spend more time clarifying the tone of a message than we 
spend simply inhabiting a genuine conversation… 
 
My most cherished memories of communication are tied to physical presence... I recall a particular afternoon 
where my mother and I spent an hour arranging flowers for a dining table... We spoke but we also worked 
together in a shared, quiet rhythm... The conversation moved organically, broken by the snap of a stem or the 
focused concentration of colour placement... The communication that occurred during that time was not just 
the words spoken; it was the entire shared act, the parallel existence, the gentle proximity… 
 
That kind of communication, which weaves words into action, is almost entirely absent from modern, screen-
based life... I sometimes wonder if the digital rush is not just about efficiency but about avoiding the full weight 
of another person’s reality… It is easier to deal with a crisis, offer sympathy, or express affection when the 
recipient is a few inches of glass away… Without the immediate, visceral response of tears or trembling 
hands... The screen acts as an emotional insulator, making our relationships safer, cleaner and ultimately, less 
real… 
 
I have spent years attempting to balance the two worlds… I value the practicality of digital tools, the 
organization… The rapid information flow but I have learned to protect the sanctity of physical presence... I 
make it a habit to put my phone completely away during meals… During walks and during one-on-one 
conversations, consciously creating islands of unmediated time… It feels like an act of defiance against a world 
that demands continuous connection but offers very little meaningful contact… 
 
When I successfully manage to engage in a fully present, face-to-face conversation, the difference is 
immediate and palpable… The air feels thicker, the laughter sounds louder and the information exchanged is 
only the beginning of the connection, not the end of it… It reminds me that true communication is a mutual 
donation of attention… a Rare commodity in a world where everyone is constantly receiving notifications from 
everywhere else… 
 
My name is Vivian and I refuse to let the screen become my primary window to the human soul… I hold onto the 
knowledge that intimacy requires proximity… Honesty requires immediate feedback and the most important 
truths are conveyed not in the clarity of an email, but in the vulnerable, unedited presence of a human being... I 
hope that the next generation will realize that while a digital signal can travel at the speed of light… The true 
frequency of the heart still requires the slow, deliberate work of being truly there… Until then, I will continue to 
prioritize the deep resonance of unmediated human exchange over the hollow echo of the illuminated glass… 
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Chapter 8… 

 
“In the past people had patience but today people seek instant gratification”… 
 
My name is Marcus and the defining characteristic of my emotional landscape is the memory of slowness... 
The world I grew up in operated on a timescale that honoured process, where the interval between desire and 
fulfilment… Was not seen as a frustrating barrier but as a necessary phase - a period of gestation, preparation, 
and appreciation... Waiting was a skill, a fundamental part of the human experience that built character and 
deepened the eventual reward… 
 
I often think about my father’s garden, which was never a quick project but a lifetime commitment… He didn’t 
buy seedlings ready to bloom, he started with seeds… Tiny, insignificant specks that held the promise of 
months of painstaking work… The anticipation of the harvest, the careful monitoring of the weather, the 
constant vigilance against weeds… All of this contributed to a feeling of deep satisfaction when the first ripe 
tomato finally appeared… The reward was not just the taste but the profound connection to the effort 
expended… 
 
Today, we live in a culture that treats any delay as a defect in the system... The modern economic machine is 
calibrated to eliminate friction… To bridge the gap between thought and acquisition in the shortest possible 
time… We can order nearly anything and have it arrived at our doorstep within hours… Stream an entire season 
of a television show instantly and access unlimited information with the flick of a thumb... This relentless 
efficiency has reprogrammed our internal clocks… Creating an expectation that reality should respond to our 
demands with the same speed as an algorithm… 
 
This craving for immediacy isn't just about physical goods… It permeates our emotional and professional 
lives... We expect expertise to be gained through rapid online courses, not years of apprenticeship... We seek 
resolutions to complex emotional problems through therapeutic shortcuts and popularized advice… Rather 
than the slow, difficult work of introspection and growth... If a relationship doesn't provide instant, satisfying 
emotional return… We are quick to discard it, assuming it is broken rather than simply undeveloped… 
 
The essential difference between patience and instant gratification lies in the value placed on the journey… 
Patience acknowledges that things worth having are often complex, requiring layers of effort and time to reveal 
their full worth... Instant gratification insists that value is only measurable at the point of consumption… 
Rendering all the necessary preliminary steps meaningless, tiresome interruptions… We have become 
consumers of results, entirely detached from the production chain of life… 
 
I remember when my friends and I used to save money for months to buy a single, coveted item… Like a new 
musical instrument or a specialized piece of equipment… The act of saving was itself a discipline, a quiet 
lesson in deferred satisfaction... When the purchase was finally made, it carried the weight of that sacrifice, 
and the object was treated with an almost reverential respect... It wasn't just a possession; it was a monument 
to persistence… 
 
Now, with credit readily available and purchase buttons constantly within reach, the financial friction has been 
removed... We acquire things quickly, often before the desire has even fully matured, and as a result the 
objects quickly lose their lustre… When nothing is awaited, nothing is truly cherished… The immediate 
availability of everything paradoxically diminishes it’s significance… Rendering a constant stream of fleeting, 
disposable pleasures… 
 
The screens in our hands have become engines of impatience… They are designed to deliver a continuous drip-
feed of novel stimulation; new alerts, new posts, new likes… Training our brains to expect a reward every few 
minutes… This conditioning makes the slower, deep work of life… Reading a dense book, mastering a craft, 
having a meaningful, uninterrupted conversation - feel unbearable boring and unrewarding… We have lost the 
capacity for sustained, quiet focus, mistaking agitation for energy… 
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My uncle, an old carpenter, taught me that the finest joints in woodworking are the ones that require the longest 
time to fit… Where the tension and precision of the pieces hold them together without glue... He believed that 
the time spent sanding a surface until it felt like silk was not wasted but invested... It was the moment the 
material and the craftsman finally understood each other... That mindset is anathema to the contemporary 
demand for scalable, replicable, immediate output… 
 
The erosion of patience has also changed the way we experience knowledge... We seek out summaries, bullet 
points, and short video explanations, believing we can absorb complex ideas without the necessary struggle. 
True understanding, however, often requires wrestling with a difficult concept, reading until the words blur, and 
sitting in confusion until clarity dawns. That struggle, the discomfort of not knowing, is the crucible of wisdom. 
By always reaching for the instant answer, we trade potential insight for superficial certainty. 
 
I often observe this phenomenon in personal relationships. Developing genuine trust and affection requires 
time, shared vulnerability, and the willingness to endure periods of disagreement or awkwardness. It is a slow 
simmer, not a rapid boil. The instant gratification mindset encourages us to swipe past anyone who doesn't 
immediately align with our idealized self-image, leading to relationships that are bright and fleeting, lacking the 
deep tensile strength that only time can forge. We settle for frequent, shallow contact over deep, rare 
connection… 
 
We mistake speed for progress, believing that the faster we move, the more we accomplish… But without 
patience, we often mistake motion for purpose, moving quickly down paths we haven't properly considered… 
The past understood the wisdom of pausing, of letting an idea ferment… Of allowing a difficult emotion to be 
felt without immediate suppression or distraction… That intentional pause is a lost art… 
 
What we lose when we surrender patience is resilience… The ability to wait, to tolerate discomfort and to keep 
working toward a distant, unseen goal is what builds psychological fortitude… When we are constantly 
supplied with instant relief, our emotional muscles atrophy… When a real crisis arrives, one that cannot be 
solved with an app or a purchase… We find ourselves brittle, unable to tolerate the necessary struggle of the 
long haul… 
 
My name is Marcus and I believe we must consciously reintroduce friction into our lives, not as punishment but 
as necessary exercise… We must seek out activities that demand time: cultivating a garden… Learning a 
demanding skill, pursuing a relationship that requires difficult conversations… We must relearn the joy of 
anticipation, the quiet triumph of delayed reward… The richness of life is not found in the instant flash but in 
the long, slow, evolving light of commitment… I hope that by embracing the slow rhythm again, we can 
rediscover the depth and substance… That instant gratification has hollowed out of our contemporary 
existence… 
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Chapter 9… 
 

“In the past families stayed together but today families are falling apart”… 
 
My name is Clara and the concept of a home, to me, is synonymous with a kind of resilient, structural 
permanence… I grew up believing that the family unit was not merely a collection of people under one roof, but 
a foundational, nearly unbreakable institution… a Quiet testament to endurance woven from shared history 
and obligation... The past’s domestic architecture, as I recall it, was designed for permanence… Once the 
pieces were joined, the expectation was that they would remain fixed, weathering all storms together... 
 
I often think about the physical house of my childhood… a Rambling, slightly worn structure that constantly 
absorbed and contained the chaotic energies of multiple generations... It wasn't always peaceful, there was 
noise, friction and constant negotiation… But the central, unshakeable truth was that everyone belonged and 
no argument was serious enough to sever the ties… Disagreements were contained within the walls, not 
reasons to demolish them… 
 
In that former time, the social and legal frameworks surrounding family acted less as rigid rules and more as 
heavy-duty scaffolding… Reinforcing the structure against the inevitable pressures of life… There was a 
powerful, unspoken cultural pressure that privileged continuity over individual happiness… Valuing the health 
of the whole system above the fleeting desires of its components... Staying together was seen not as a 
sentimental ideal but as a practical, necessary act of community building... 
 
Today, the landscape of family life is characterized by fluidity, impermanence and a pervasive sense… That 
bonds are easily dissolved when they become inconvenient or demanding... We have traded the scaffolding of 
commitment for the option of constant, easy egress... Families are no longer presumed permanent; they are 
seen as highly individualized, temporary alliances… Subject to constant review and potential termination 
based on shifting personal needs… 
 
I watch the modern environment and observe how much energy is spent on separation… The legal processes, 
the emotional logistics of splitting assets… The complex arrangements for children who must learn to navigate 
two distinct and often competing homes... While this freedom allows individuals to escape genuinely toxic 
situations… The prevalence of fragmentation has introduced a new kind of instability, a systemic uncertainty 
that permeates everything… 
 
The concept of “falling apart” today is subtle; it’s not always a dramatic, loud event... Sometimes, it’s a slow, 
quiet drift… It is the family dinner table shrinking from a long banquet to a single, small setting… It is the 
reliance on digital platforms to relay critical news rather than the difficult act of speaking face-to-face… It is the 
steady reduction of shared rituals until the only thing left connecting people is a memory of a distant, shared 
address… 
 
My grandmother used to collect rain in large barrels outside her kitchen window… She taught me that the family 
was like that collected water… It required constant replenishment from external sources (love, respect, shared 
work) but it’s most essential quality was it’s ability to stay together… Contained, ready to nourish the garden 
when the drought came… Today, it seems every drop is prized only for its individual journey, scattering 
immediately upon landing, leaving the ground dry… 
 
The pressure of individualism, which champions the pursuit of self-actualization above all else… Often acts as 
a centrifugal force on the family... When personal fulfilment becomes the highest ethical good, the com-
promises, sacrifices and suppressions of ego… Required to maintain a complex, long-term relationship begin 
to feel like unbearable burdens… The concept of "settling" is now universally viewed as a failure… Rather than 
the quiet, powerful choice to invest deeply in what already exists… 
 
We are also less patient with the imperfections of others… In the past, people expected flaws in their partners 
and relatives… They were simply woven into the tapestry of the whole, to be managed and endured… The 
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commitment was to the institution, not the perfection of the individual within it... Now, buoyed by the illusion of 
endless choice and immediate replacement… We are quick to exit relationships the moment friction arises, 
always searching for the idealized connection promised by media… Rather than cultivating the difficult, 
rewarding reality of the one we have… 
 
I remember attending massive, sprawling family reunions where people travelled great distances… Not 
because they desperately wanted to see everyone, but because they understood it was necessary… These 
gatherings were acts of maintenance, public declarations that the network was still viable... Today, such an 
endeavour often feels burdensome and we are quick to opt out… Choosing smaller, curated gatherings that 
prioritize ease and emotional comfort over the hard work of comprehensive kinship… 
 
The economic anxieties of the modern age also contribute significantly to the erosion of family stability… 
Financial independence, while crucial, has paradoxically made separation more viable... When couples are 
completely independent financially, the necessary practical reasons to stay together… The joint mortgage, the 
shared labour of child-rearing, the collective security are diminished... The bond becomes purely emotional 
and when the emotion wanes… There is little practical inertia left to keep the structure standing… 
 
Furthermore, the lack of geographic stability has severed the connection between family and place... When my 
parents were young, their family’s story was inextricably linked to a specific street… a Particular town and a 
local community that acted as a secondary support system... The community itself policed and maintained 
family behaviour… Now, with families dispersed across continents for career prospects, that localized social 
structure is gone... The family becomes an isolated, vulnerable entity, without the external reinforcement of a 
neighbourhood that knows your name and your history… 
 
The fallout of fragmentation is rarely immediate or dramatic… It is often experienced as a pervasive, low-level 
grief, especially by children… Who must carry the emotional and logistical burden of divided loyalties… They 
lose the deep, unconscious certainty that their world is stable… Replacing it with the need to constantly switch 
codes… Manage conflicting narratives and navigate boundaries that are often blurry and painful… 
 
My mother, a woman who stayed committed through decades of challenge… Once told me that commitment 
wasn't about finding the right person, but about developing the right attitude toward the person you chose... It 
was about viewing the relationship not as a finished product… But as a long, continuous construction project, 
requiring endless modification and repair… That perspective, that relationship survival is a measure of shared 
labour, not fate… Is largely absent in the modern search for effortless compatibility... 
 
I believe that the value of permanence is not just about avoiding the pain of separation; it’s about cultivating 
deep, shared knowledge… When people stay together through decades… They create a unique archive of 
shared jokes, specific traumas and private languages that define their identity... When the family breaks up, 
that archive is dispersed and often corrupted and the individuals lose their primary historians… 
 
My name is Clara and I continue to believe in the quiet, powerful strength of staying... I recognize that the 
freedom to leave is a necessary right but I also mourn the collective loss of the will to stay... To counter the 
modern tendency toward fragmentation… We must consciously choose to rebuild the structural elements of 
connection, insisting on shared rituals… Prioritizing presence over productivity and viewing compromise not as 
personal loss but as the essential mortar that holds a life together…  
 
The family is not falling apart because it is inherently weaker, but because the culture no longer values the 
necessary glue of unwavering commitment… I hope that one day, we will learn again that the truest measure of 
a successful life is the integrity of the bonds we maintain, not the ease with which we discard them… 
 
 
 
 
 



 

Page 25 of 29 
 

Chapter 10… 
 

“In the past success was measured by hard work but today success is measured by connections”… 
 
My name is Julian and the concept of success used to possess a clear, visible lineage... It was a story you could 
trace back through calloused hands… Late nights spent hunched over ledgers and the steady, incremental 
accrual of skill and reputation... Success in the world of my memory was fundamentally transactional… You put 
in the labour and the world, eventually, delivered the reward... It was a linear, predictable, and deeply satisfying 
equation of effort equalling outcome… 
 
I remember watching my own father build his small construction business brick by brick, literally and 
figuratively… His early triumphs were marked by exhausted weekends… By the willingness to do the most 
difficult, unglamorous tasks himself and by the sheer persistence required to show up every day and deliver 
dependable quality… His measure of achievement was the durability of the houses he built and the reliability of 
his word… His connections were secondary; they were a natural consequence of his reputation for hard work, 
not the engine that drove his progress… 
 
Today, the landscape of ambition looks dramatically different... Success has become relational, measured less 
by the quality of one's output and more by the size and quality of one's network… The contemporary narrative 
champions visibility, influence and the strategic deployment of social capital… It is no longer enough to be the 
best; you must also be the best known and often, the most strategically linked… 
 
This shift has changed the primary currency of ambition... Hard work, once the gold standard, has been 
devalued into a mere prerequisite… a Necessary but insufficient condition for climbing the professional 
ladder... The real value is placed on access, on the introduction that bypasses the line, on the endorsement 
that validates without scrutiny... We live in an era where the shortest path to the top is frequently paved with 
introductions rather than actual production… 
 
The profound dishonesty of this system is that it often rewards the appearance of expertise over the substance 
of competence... Someone who is highly skilled at self-promotion, at attending the right events and at 
cultivating the right strategic alliances… Can often outpace someone who quietly dedicates themselves to 
mastery of a craft... The latter is waiting for their work to speak for itself, while the former is busy speaking for 
their work, loudly and constantly… 
 
In the past, the professional world felt like a series of closed doors that required relentless effort and proven 
ability to unlock… Now, it feels more like an intricate, sprawling web and the primary objective is finding the 
filament that leads directly to the core, bypassing all the necessary climbing... This focus on the shortcut 
fundamentally undermines the value of genuine, arduous experience... 
 
I think back to the education I received, which emphasized drilling, repetition and the slow internalization of 
complex rules… The goal was to build an internal, unshakable foundation of knowledge… Modern education, 
however, increasingly emphasizes group projects, networking events and presentation skills… Training students 
not just in content but in the performance of competence and the art of collaborative visibility... They are being 
taught how to navigate the web, often before they’ve learned how to build a strong single thread… 
 
My father often spoke of the value of sweat equity… The belief that the value you gain is directly proportional to 
the effort you expended… That concept is now largely obsolete… We see individuals with immense influence 
and wealth generated not from decades of tangible labour, but from a single, well-placed venture capital 
contact… a Viral social media moment, or a strategic family connection… The return on investment for 
networking now dramatically outstrips the return on actual physical or intellectual exertion... 
 
The relentless demand for connections also places a heavy emotional tax on individuals... It means that even 
leisure time becomes a form of performance… Where every interaction is subtly scrutinized for its potential 
professional utility… The simple, unburdened act of meeting a new person for genuine human curiosity is 
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replaced by the calculated assessment of their potential utility as a bridge to the next opportunity… 
Relationships are stripped of their intrinsic human value and recast as instrumental tools… 
 
We are encouraged to view our professional identity as a brand to be marketed, rather than a skill set to be 
refined… The focus shifts from the internal quality of the work to the external perception of the worker... This 
leads to a constant, exhausting cycle of self-commodification… Where one must continually signal their worth 
through digital channels and public appearances… Rather than simply letting the work itself serve as the 
proof... 
 
I remember my grandfather, who was a foreman in a factory… Being promoted based on a meticulous tracking 
system that measured his efficiency, his defect rate and his ability to lead a team through production goals… It 
was an objective, if sometimes unforgiving, meritocracy based entirely on measurable metrics... Today, the 
criteria for advancement often seem opaque… Hidden behind closed-door recommendations and pre-existing 
relationships… a System that inherently favours those who start with proximity to power... 
 
This focus on connection also creates profound, structural inequities… For those born into established 
networks, success is often a matter of leveraging existing assets... For those who start outside the system, the 
barrier to entry is doubled… They must not only work harder to develop the required skill but must also expend 
massive amounts of energy… Simply trying to penetrate the impermeable wall of the established inner circle... 
 
The core difference is the source of validation… Hard work is validated internally, through the self-knowledge of 
difficulty overcome and quality achieved… Connections are validated externally, by the approval and 
endorsement of others… By prioritizing the latter, we have made success an external game of approval-
seeking.. Rather than an internal journey of competence development… 
 
My name is Julian and I hold onto the belief that true, lasting achievement is still rooted in the quality of the 
effort expended... I consciously choose to spend my time refining my ability… Deepening my expertise and 
ensuring the substance of my work can stand on its own, independent of who I know... I resist the constant pull 
to turn every social interaction into a networking opportunity… I understand that the world currently rewards 
the networked over the industrious… But I find my integrity and my personal satisfaction in the older, more 
difficult equation…  
 
I hope that the value pendulum eventually swings back and that future generations will measure success… Not 
by the length of a contact list, but by the tangible, beneficial output of a life dedicated to genuine 
craftsmanship… The foundation of a good life should be competence, not acquaintance… 
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Chapter 11… 
 

“In the past trust was earned slowly but today trust is assumed quickly or rarely given”… 
 
My name is Adelynn and when I consider the weight of human connection, the heaviest, most essential 
element is trust... It is the invisible bedrock beneath every promise, every contract and every heartfelt 
disclosure... My earliest memories of the world are coloured by a kind of fundamental, simple faith… The belief 
that most people were essentially reliable… That actions matched intentions and that truth, though sometimes 
inconvenient, was the default setting… 
 
In the era I look back upon, trust was not a gift freely dispensed… It was a delicate construct, built with patient 
layers of demonstrated integrity… It required time, observation and the quiet assurance of watching a person 
perform consistently under varied pressures... My grandfather, a man of few words, used to say that trust was 
like old wood… It had to be seasoned properly and only then would it hold its shape under load… You earned it 
by showing up, by speaking plainly and by correcting your errors without needing to be asked... 
 
Today, we inhabit a complicated landscape where trust operates at two contradictory extremes… On one hand, 
it is demanded instantly based on digital presentation, and on the other… It is withheld perpetually due to a 
pervasive, media-fuelled cynicism… We find ourselves in a world where we are expected to trust massive, 
unseen institutions with our most personal data… Based on a ten-second privacy policy but we hesitate to trust 
the sincerity of the person sitting across from us at a coffee shop… 
 
The advent of instant communication and the culture of rapid digital commerce have fostered an expectation of 
immediate validation... We read reviews from anonymous strangers and make high-stakes financial decisions 
based on a few clicks… Assuming good faith simply because the system allows for the transaction... This is not 
genuine trust; it is convenience-based reliance… a Fragile, transactional confidence that breaks the moment 
the system glitches or the algorithm fails… 
 
The past’s system of trust was decentralized and personal... It was maintained through local reputation, 
community knowledge and the tangible accountability of a small, interconnected society... If a neighbour lied, 
the damage was immediate, visible, and spread through direct word-of-mouth… The consequence was 
personal exclusion… Today, reputation can be fabricated, shielded by anonymity and quickly rebuilt with a new 
digital profile… Making accountability a diffuse and often abstract concept... 
 
I remember my mother relying on the handshake agreements she made with local vendors... There were no 
complex written contracts… Just the shared understanding that a person’s word was their bond and that failure 
to uphold… It carried a cost that was greater than any monetary fine, the loss of face... That reliance on the 
integrity of the individual human being feels almost quaint in an environment where every significant 
transaction requires extensive documentation… Legal oversight and multiple layers of digital security... We 
trust the paper and the code far more than we trust the person... 
 
This cultural atmosphere of high digital reliance and low personal faith has made genuine, deep connection 
challenging... True intimacy requires a leap of faith, the willingness to be vulnerable and believe that the other 
person will handle your truth with care… When trust is a scarce commodity, people become guarded, sharing 
only the sanitized, curated versions of their lives… Always fearing the potential betrayal or the public 
misrepresentation of their private self… The hesitation to fully commit is a direct result of living in a world where 
everything, including a person's sincerity, can feel temporary… 
 
The proliferation of carefully constructed appearances… Often aided by filters and selective sharing, further 
complicates the process of earning trust... We are constantly confronted with polished surfaces, leading to a 
profound scepticism about anything that looks too perfect… The old process of earning trust through repeated, 
verifiable action has been supplanted by the need to constantly navigate the question: is this real, or is this 
performance?... We waste energy trying to detect deception rather than simply building a connection based on 
honesty… 
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My great-aunt, who ran a small community bank, taught me that trust was an investment that compounded 
slowly… She would lend money based on a deep, personal knowledge of the borrower’s character… Their work 
history and their ties to the community, not just their credit score... The risk was higher, but the relationship was 
richer and the eventual repayment reinforced the bond... Her system valued the human narrative over the 
statistical probability… 
 
The modern preference for speed and the desire for instant gratification have fundamentally undermined the 
slow work of building trust… We want to know immediately if a person is "worthy" of our time or attention… 
Using quick screening mechanisms and superficial judgments to categorize them… This is an efficient way to 
filter potential connections but it is a terrible way to discover profound human depth… Which often resides 
beneath an awkward exterior or a complicated history… 
 
What is the societal cost of this eroded trust?... It is a pervasive sense of social fragmentation, where 
individuals retreat into small, highly scrutinized circles… Afraid to open themselves to the wider world... It is the 
cost of constant suspicion and the draining; defensive energy spent on self-protection… When we cannot 
fundamentally trust the intentions of our neighbours, colleagues and leaders… The foundation for collective 
action dissolves and society becomes a collection of competing, defensive individuals... 
 
The final element lost is the quiet dignity of being fully believed... In a sceptical age, when one speaks a 
profound truth or shares a vulnerable memory… The act is often met not with empathy but with a critical, 
dissecting scrutiny… The default response is to seek verification, to search for a hidden motive or to assume an 
ulterior end... This makes the act of truthful communication feel exhausting and often pointless… 
 
My name is Adelynn and I believe the path forward is to consciously reinstate the old principles of slow, earned 
faith… I choose to spend my attention on people whose consistency I have witnessed... Not those whose 
perfection I have only observed online… I prioritize the clumsy, unedited, face-to-face interaction over the 
polished digital presentation... I understand that the world outside demands speed but I consciously practice 
the slow, risky, necessary art of giving someone the benefit of the doubt… Allowing them the time and space to 
demonstrate their true character… 
 
To build a better future, we must not rely on technology to enforce our agreements, but on the integrity of the 
human heart to honour them… We must once again view trust not as an instant digital given or a perpetual 
impossibility, but as the highest, most valuable achievement in any relationship… Built deliberately, sentence 
by sentence, action by action, over the long, complicated course of a human life… I will keep choosing to 
believe in the integrity of the slow reveal… Hoping that by practicing deep, sustained trust in my own small 
corner… I can contribute to the rebuilding of that essential, invisible bedrock for us all... 
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AUTHOR'S NOTE… 
 

To undertake a project based on an absolute negative, the solemn vow never to repeat a single sentence or 
thought across eleven continuous chapters… Is to engage in a fascinating kind of self-imposed literary 
discipline… This novella was born from that singular, demanding constraint... 
 
It began with a simple architectural brief: eleven chapters, a rotating voice, eleven contrasts... But the process 
quickly transcended structure... The real challenge became the sustained, rigorous search for new language to 
describe timeless human experience… By prohibiting the easy reuse of metaphors, observations or 
conclusions… The work forced itself to dig deeper, to find fresh soil for every reflection on love, labour, trust and 
time… 
 
The result is a narrative that resists the comfort of repetition and the circularity of conventional storytelling… 
There are no plots, only meditations; no characters, only witnesses... These eleven narrators: Elena, Samuel, 
Marina, Adrian, Leila, Elias, Vivian, Marcus, Clara, Julian and Adelynn - do not interact with each other but they 
form a profound collective chorus... Their voices are woven together by the common thread of their dilemma… 
How to navigate a world that prioritizes speed and surface while the human heart still pines for slowness and 
depth… 
 
They are the archivists of the Present Nostalgia, recognizing that the past is not merely a bygone era, but a 
standard by which we unconsciously measure our contemporary lives... Their reflections are an attempt to 
reconcile the necessary freedoms of modern individualism… With the persistent ache for the collective 
security of a previous age… 
 
This novella is, ultimately, an argument against settling for the first thought, the quickest phrase, or the most 
obvious conclusion… If the structure succeeds, it is a testament to the fact that even the most familiar human 
themes… Family, work, health, success, still hold an infinite number of ways to be articulated… 
 
Thank you for reading the work not just for its content but for its commitment to the very values it explores… 
Dedication, persistence and the relentless pursuit of something true, even when the path is the most difficult 
one… I hope these chapters serve as a compass, pointing not backward to an impossible ideal, but inward, 
toward the core values… Regardless of the technological or social environment, remain essential to the 
experience of being human... 
 

THE END… 
 
Please everyone that receive and read this… Does not matter if you agree or not with what I have written here, 
please do not keep it for yourself… Spread it everywhere, let more people see and read it… 
  
Johann Heynecke…  
Cell. No: +2771 414 0699…  
Date: 2 November 2025… 


