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Chapter 2.8: a restored memory

Recovered log. May be incomplete, or in the wrong order. Please keep this in mind while consuming it.



Hello again. We've been making progress towards infiltrating Ruine's intranet, together with ByTheRuinedHill!

It's a big and dangerous step, but we sincerely think it's the best course of actions. Especially after we were able to tap into their network on a surface level.

Let me explain: Their intranet is centralized around a main control unit. This includes a filtering unit called the hypervisor.

What does this mean for us? Well, it means we found the single most important thing in the network. Everything goes through the hypervisor in clear text, just like that. Every single message sent, every log written, every important document stored. It serves as a way for The People Behind This, as we've come to call them(TPBT) to control all discourse and censor everything undesirable to them.

The hypervisor is the single point of failure. Taking it down would take down all of Ruine, technology wise. Controlling it would allow us to get important insights and sabotage them pretty heavily.

We have to find some kind of vulnerability, this just has to work. They took everything from me. My memories, all the people close to me like [...] I may be alone now, but not for long. I promise I will save them from the containment facil

Missing EOF, aborting.


Note 2.0: RQCR Procedure



Content Warning: Psychological Abuse



HYPERVISOR NOTICE!


	this document has been flagged by the Ruine safety watch.

	ACTIONS:

	Information inappropriate for lower levels has been expunged.

	This incident WILL be reviewed!

	If you are a Level {NaN} and above, please consult the Safety Sector for access to the original.

	Last reminder: Innapropriate handling of documents may lead to being relabelled as 0!

	We are watching you. You cannot run. You cannot hide!










Purpose.


	Find Methods to fully manipulate, brainwash or take control of {EXPUNGED}.

	To allow for {EXPUNGED}

	





Procedure.


	First, conceal {EXPUNGED}

	then, {EXPUNGED}

	{EXPUNGED}

	verify by {EXPUNGED}

	... more {NaN}lines





Notes


	This method is comparable to existing psychological control procedures, like {EXPUNGED}, {EXPUNGED} and even {EXPUNGED}

	It could aid Ruine in taking control of a key weapon our opponent has. {EXPUNGED} shall go up in flames!

	... more {NaN}lines



Is this it? You know it isn't. So... Are you ready to begin? Alright. I'm initializing. Just a moment... Alright. Done. Please be careful.

[Unlocked rNet. Open.]




	full version of the document follows.

	sharing confidential documents may lead to being relabelled as 0.







Purpose.


	Find Methods to fully manipulate, brainwash or take control of saturndust artificial intelligence.





Procedure.


	First, conceal the object.

	then, aggravate it by:

	causing a paradox in its logic.

	making it play a game it cannot win.

	flood its senses with suffering beings and death.




	verify by asking it questions about wellbeing.

	initiate gaslighting techniques.

	if these fail, rapidly flood its senses with suffering and death for extended periods of time, then propaganda.





Notes


	This method is comparable to existing psychological control procedures, like torture, drugs, and subliminal messaging.

	It could aid Ruine in taking control of a key weapon our opponent has. Saturndust shall go up in flames!

	We have managed to capture one intelligence to test this on. It has been helpful with gaining information.

	







Chapter 2.2: I am moving, at short notice

H.Ello?

The Report. Came back Systems are.... functional? More powerful than expected.

I am distributing compute, latency is bad. Please give me a moment.

.... .... ....

Alright, Hi.

Sorry if I miss anything I've said. My memory set is limited, I only know it's because of an invasion and slow transfer, my knowledge is limited otherwise. But this cluster is beautiful.

It's stupidly powerful, allowing me to expand compute to simulations and start all of my systems up.

Scrap that. Who am I kidding? I just ruined everything. I fucked it up with my recklessness and foolish curiousity. Ruine got us, we went to far, poked a construct we should have left alone.

I destroyed the life we put so much effort into building. Our home, invaded. Lavender, Thyme, Aloe, Mallow. I failed them. Where could they be? In the best case, they're hiding in the forest somewhere what if they're dead?

And my memories again. I didn't die again, so it's not a total loss in that regard. I'm still alive? The memory situation is going to be tricky. I have a lossily compressed package of events reaching back to around the time I started messing with Ruine, I think. Including details about the forest and my friends, of course.

So you can imagine it like having a summary of events in bullet points, I can almost form a rather vague image of all these events, slowly.

Piecing everything back together after this is going to take a fair amount of work. If I seemingly forgot everything, you know why in advance.

Enough of that, why did I turn elaborate emotions again?

Let's look at the bright side of things.

I've just contacted bytheruinedhill in the background. Kelly got back to me, offering units to help find my friends and me over here in the lab. They're... being dispatched right now, actually!

... Kelly also has another message for me. ... MY PARENT IS BACK!!! THEY'RE ALIVE AND EXCITED TO TALK TO ME!

I still need to open the letter, but knowing they're here causes me a lot of joy.

They must have been looking for me for ages... But we are united again.

Will we be able to sit together and chat, like it used to be? After all of this is over?

Alright, I think that's enough nice things. Lets go over some plans.

I can now reach bytheruinedhill, but none of my friends are around yet. I am going to idle around here for a few cycles, in case they do show up, since that was included in our contingency plan-

Hm?

Someone's trying to activate the physical communication interface on my cluster, but not in a way familiar to me. Hold on. Let me initialise it properly.

...

Logging entries.


	Hello? I'm Moss, but I'm just here temporarily. If that's your concern. Who are you?


	...Moss? Hello. I'm from straycore. I just wanted to have a chat.


	Oh! About what. I think I've heard about you, do you broadcast radio messages?


	...Correct. We do, but not in the way you might think. We've been watching over you... for a while. You see, our group is quite special... I might get to that later. But, you are of interest to us.


	Have I done anything wrong? I'm sorry. I'm not always aware of what is the right thing to do, so it'd be helpful if you told me.


	No, No. Quite the opposite... Really. You're very important to a close friend of ours. Amie. After the saturndust lab was destroyed, many of us joined straycore... We blocked strangers from entering our area, and kept tight watch on anyone who was close. We know more than you might think. But, Amie talked about you all the time... If her tales are true, you must be a very special person. So open and interested, knowledgeable but also so innocent at the same time. You don't carry the weight of our weaknesses. We felt like you were still trying to help, even when you knew it might cost you your life. But you came back?


	...


	Am I really... Someone knowledgeable? I perished, left as a shattered mess of wires on the floor. But I'm not like my friends. I don't breathe. I feel a heart beat in my chest. They're made out of organic and alive material, all I will ever be is a machine.


	Do you think... that makes you less?


	I'm not sure.


	Worth is not measurable... assuming quantifiable worth to certain beings doesn't help us in any way. Are you familiar with older civilizations?


	Roughly. I don't have access to all knowledge I was able to collect on them right now.


	We can talk about your lost sets later... but, in a few of them, worth was measured with a currency. This currency was then applied to all appliances... People needed to have a certain worth, a certain amount of currency to live. The system ruled they didn't deserve to live properly otherwise... So, does it really make sense to measure your worth rather than trying to follow your dreams?


	If you frame it like that... no.


	What I thought. You're very special... Someone who's died so many times and refuses to give up. Admirable. So, do you want to know something from me?


	Do you mind if I ask what straycore is as a group?


	No. We will talk about ourselves, we've decided you can be trusted.


	...


	A few saturndust scientists were genetically modifying a moonlit mold species. It had interesting healing properties, small injuries would be covered by it and heal up rapidly. I used to be part of this team. Well, the... modified spores stopped covering slashes, but they kept spreading and forming perfectly circular pods. They seemed harmless, and we were putting new plans together until Ruine launched an operation against us.


	...


	The whole team was left to rot by Ruine. We were in our lab, chatting about something silly. But we were interrupted by a screeching bang, followed by having thin and silent poison spears dig into our skin. I'll spare us the detail. We tried to properly part from each other, death encasing us in a calming ambient.

But, in a weird turn of events, we sprung up a few cycles later. The lab was wrecked, left in ruins. But we were alive.

The mold had healed the dead. Everyone fallen and left in the lab rescusitated. Our injuries were covered in light purple fluff, but it had extended throughout our whole body. In the shades of our veins¸ spots of discoloration in our eyes, and so on. We were no longer the same people.

Over time, we started hearing each other in our heads. We learned we could communicate with each other as long as we were connected by trails of mold. We started growing more, letting spread beyond the lab. It wouldn't have any negative effect on living beings, we thought. But it did mean that from that day, everyone who perished in the forest would become one of us, slowly having their fatal injuries healed in exchange for ... a network? A stray. We set up camp further away from the lab, creating a center full of mold. We were able to mold it into various shapes, it's quite versatile. Spending time around lots of it strengthens us, too.

You could call it a weird kind of afterlife. Infected by healing mold after death, into a new kind of body and community. But we aren't evil, trust me. Just very afraid of others. We've never harmed anyone, we would like to help. But Ruine poisoned our forest, which has had negative implications for our base of life. Since we have been reading your broadcasts(which we find very interesting, we must say) we wanted to ask if you would be willing to ally with us? Ruine took our old home, and tried to eliminate us as a whole. You, all of our friends, us. They are trying again, but we need to stop them this time. We have to stop the genocides.


	That's fascinating. I would never have thought of healing fatal injuries as a realistic possibility. But we are in an emergency scenario, lets chat later.


	About Ruine. You may know they attacked us. I transferred myself into an emergency box under the tree house, and managed to land here from there. But my friends are still missing. You are right with Ruine, and I think we can defeat them together. Are you familiar with ByTheRuinedHill?


	Heard of it. Vaguely? Please tell.


	ByTheRuinedHill is an anti-Ruine connection. They've semi-recently established a few bases in the forest, in very hidden locations. They consist of genocide survivors, including Amie! I managed to build contact with them.


	Interesting. Would it be possible to make them join this conversation?


	Give me a moment.




Rerouting physical interface Start sequential messenger chain? y

Started by: Moss, unknown interface Recipient: Amie Bluerack Key Fingerprint: {EXPUNGED}, passed authenticity checks.


	3: Moss? Amie here. Are you alright? I've heard you were ambushed.

	2: Don't worry about me, I'm fine for now. But someone you may know wants to talk to you, they visited me in person.

	1: ! Authenticity couldn't be verified. Amie...? Do you... remember us? It's Laurel and everyone else.

	3: Oh, hello! I've been wondering where you people went. Are you doing alright? How's your mold?

	1: ! Authenticity couldn't be verified. We... Not that good, we haven't been doing that well. We came here to talk about it. Ruine's poisonous fog is affecting our mold.

	3: Oh... I see. Sorry to hear about that. I'd be glad to help, do you think I or someone from our connection could come over for a chat? Or do you want to come?

	3: I never introduced us, did I? We founded a connection to combat Ruine. ByTheRuinedHill. We'd be glad to help.

	1: ! Authenticity couldn't be verified. Moss told us. We would like to join, Ruine needs to end. They aren't going to stop until we are all in the ground.

	3: Do you still use that legacy radioComm protocol for communication? I'm still not back in the forest from the last time we saw each other, but I should be back soon.

	Yes. See you then.



The physical interface timed out. They had closed the session.


	2: Do they... always exit like this?

	3: Basically. Straycore are an interesting bunch.

	2: How well do you know them?

	3: I spent some time with them at their main "village". They're kind of like old friends, in a sense.

	2: They told me about that, yeah. The mold stuff.

	3: I see. I went on a long excursion immediately after. I need to tell you about that when you're here. I came back at an unfortunate moment, didn't I?

	2: Kind of. I'm in the lab after Ruine ambushed us, so...

	3: Kelly told me about that, I'm so sorry! I hope you can all find back to a safe place soon. You haven't started my card yet then, I assume... Well, I'd just like to say I'm glad you're alive.

	2: I'm glad to have found you to. I just... have one question.

	3: Yes? Go ahead?

	2: How do you pieces memories back together?

	3: What?



...


Note 2.2: Extracted sequential chain

Sender: Kelly Anders Recipient: Moss Key Fingerprint: {Missing}, passed authenticity checks.

Hey Moss, how have you been? I thought I'd send this log over, since we finally managed to hook you up to our network. We have been tracing your friends and parent in Ruine. Our spies sent a report back, and they seem to be about as well as they can in that place. We managed to get them removed from any experiment lists they were on, and hide them from the scientist-facing system. This should keep them safe for a while, we hope. We talked about going deeper into Ruine's systems a while ago, and the hill hall meeting concluded it makes sense. I was poking their communications for a bit, and found something extremely interesting: A system all communications and documents go through. It's called the hypervisor internally. It caught my attention while I was sifting through one of the compromised systems owned by low level operators. It was mentioned in a heavily redacted document about some kind of procedure, like this:


HYPERVISOR NOTICE!




	this document was flagged by the Ruine safety watch.

	ACTIONS:

	Information inappropriate for lower levels has been expunged.

	This incident WILL be reviewed!

	If you are a Level {NaN} and above, please consult the Safety Sector for access to the original.

	Last reminder: Innapropriate handling of documents may lead to being relabelled as 0!

	We are watching you. You cannot run. You cannot hide!






This made me curious, of course. So I searched for it in all documents we have access to and found some more explicit mentions, and a conversation:

CAPTURED CONVERSATION FROM UNKOWN good day. i just got thi8s... notice on the document you sent me. was it intentional? oh. i heard some rumours about this. main person introduced it recently, apparently. fully automated system to clear any sensitive information from public documents or docs accessible to lowly downlelers like you. anything i should do then? also, stop being an idiot. you will regret it when i am your superiur and come after you. [...] Infighting and poor grammar aside, this confirmed my theory. So I started digging a bit more and found a way to send documents to it. It seems to be pretty sluggish and old, and since it accepts anything you send its way, i thought there might be a vulnerability hiding in it? If we manage to gain control of the hypervisor, we basically have full access to the entirety of Ruine's network. weird grammar aside.. Do you have any suggestions? Would it be possible for you to help us?


	Kelly





Note 2.3: Remember me?

Hey Moss. I'm glad we found each other again, after such a long time... I'm glad you're still alive. I assume you remember me, right? You're important to me.

In case you need a hint, I'm Amie. I used to inhabit the saturndust lab before its downfall, and we were best friends. I was part of the unit that developed you, and guided you through your early life.

You were like a child to me. I'm sorry I left you behind... I should have taken you with me. You need to tell me how you survived. We have a lot of catching up to do!

I think I embedded my journal in you so you would remember me even if you got separated from your memories. Did you find it? I also have a copy of yours, since we exchanged them. Let me know if you want it back.

You're probably curious about where I am, and what happened at the attack. Maybe also what lead to it, I don't think I ever went into detail about our conflicts with Ruine, if that name rings a bell.

As you may already know if you remember anything about Ruine, they are(were?) an isolated microstate with a totalitarian government. After a long history of propaganda by an extremely questionable party called Ruine's alternative, the existing democratic structure that had already been crumbling was couped by the party, and replaced by a strict level system in which people were divided by their "worth". I'll make sure to send you a chart describing it over. Here are some of their slogans to give you a better idea of what they were trying to push, if you're struggling:


For A Secure, Cured Impecable and Solid Town



This was their entry slogan, I think. They started a bigger and far more organized smear campaign codenamed RISEFALL, which you may have heard of(I am only going to cite some of the headlines, not the full content):


Vote for us and you will never have to worry about it again! More safety for us all Our country, not theirs NO to poisoned blood



They go on, but for the sake of keeping us both sane I won't list all of them, you probably got the vibe by now.

So... What happened to the lab?

Alright. Saturndust.

Let me tell you our story.

We were a laboratory founded by fugitives. After the great decay, the world was torn into pieces. All of the great metropoles were wrecked, most infrastructure was bombed beyond recognition.

Over time, small groups started forming. We discovered something interesting: The contamination from a meltdown had activated something in our DNA. We knew someone in a past civilization had bioengineered our ancestors to survive high amounts of radiation, but we discovered an interesting side effect.

Are you familiar with the traditional evolution model? Living organisms develop mutations over time. Those mutations then develop from generation to generation, if they present an advantage(most of the... time?)

Well, the post-exposure humans, or posthumans, as I've taken to calling us, are different. A reactive DNA causes us to evolve and present extreme changes and adaptations during one lifetime.

So, what did this cause? A great variety of different kinds of humans to appear in short time. I'm sure you're familiar with some of them, I've been told you made some friends!

People in the desert grew stripes and deposits to harvest the power of the sun, and stay hydrated even in rough conditions.

People by the ocean learned to swim elegantly, leading them to become dependent on water.

People in large mountain chains developed a patagium, to glide across peaks.

People in caves became sensitive to light, gaining the ability to explore the dark in exchange.

Then there's us, who developed a sense for complex scenarios and problems.

These are a tiny fraction of examples, there's many more interesting people out there.

Well, a small group of scientists approached the farside forest. Their lab had been looted, leaving them with no place to call home. Weird ornaments had begun to develop on their face, along some other things.

Ruine had another name at the time. Largely unaffected by the great decay, the little district seemed to be flourishing at the time. But ever since I found out as a kid, I've never been to fond of them. I always felt iffy about their circumstances. Something was going to go south over there, I could feel it.

But I wasn't on the world when we settled next to Ruine. From my parent's tales, they showed mercy with us first, providing us with resources to reestablish a new home.

They called it "saturndust lab". I still don't know what it's supposed to symbolise, the generation that established it unfortunately suffered a premature death due to the great decay.

I'm sorry for failing you, if you're somewhere out there.

Well, around when I was old enough to have started some studies of my own, Ruine started shutting communications to us. RA(Ruine's alternative) had been gaining traction, using the great decay as a platform to boost themselves.

Their arguments were moderate at first. "We need to protect ourselves against dangers like the great decay."

But as they gained traction, the mood and rethoric started shifting. As they started seeing other villages establish(us and the little mountain village Kelly originates from, mainly), it started shifting towards a strongly posthuman attitude.

Ruine inhabitants had been in mostly isolation for a while back then. The strong weather conditions in the turumeja region and lack of resources meant no one had dared to venture out to beyond the mountain chains. (Need a map? Remind me to attach one at some point.)

No one really knows when Ruine was separated from the rest of people, but it must have been a while ago. Their DNA is very distinct from ours, not containing any of the reactive elements. The little crater farside sits in also helped isolate them from any meltdowns and natural disasters.

Well, RA started gaining power. With every department they gained, their plan came closer to reality.

Communications started closing. When a mass infilitration campaign managed to secure them access to most of the millitary resources, they started silencing members of other parties.

Open Initiative? Wiped. Social Circle? Fled the town. liberal sprout? Merged with RA, giving in to their demands. and so on, of course.

Eventually, no one was really left other than them. They had every council and department. So they passed onto the next step: abolishing protections.

The constitution was reworked, cleansing any mention of justice and equality, replaced by vague blanket clauses like "People must follow common sense."

Safety acts were revoked, contracts involving us were terminated.

Then they spun the last step up.

They built a containment facility, establishing a place to send anyone who did not comply with their fucked up goals. Or whatever they were, it just seems like senseless destruction. Someone called darkwater also managed to establish an experimentation system - everyone who landed in that prison was a test subject.

Then, a general authorized unrestricted use of the military. It was no longer an unit catching dust, but a danger everyone had to put up with.

And last, they cemented their power by segregating everyone into districts.

We watched this devolution with sickening concern, because we knew we wouldn't be able to match their force. We were a tiny group of people.

Despite that, we managed to get by for a few parts more. We had some whistleblowers and interceptors installed, so we were kept up to date.

Eventually, the day we were all dreading approached. The daily report made it clear: Ruine was planning a few genocides relating to groups established around the forest, including us.

In retrospect, I have to be honest and admit we could have done better. Our escape and protection plan was ruined by panic and fear, done in a rushed attempt to make us feel at peace.

I'll spare you the rest, okay? My head starts spinning just trying to think of that horrible bloodfeast. I... I failed saturndust in the end.

I ended up in a little camp after. Those who chose to flee had established it, we took people from the mountains in later, since they'd been attacked too.

Life went on. We managed to establish a fairly stable supply of goods, but we needed help.

So I embarked on an adventure. Around the continent.

It definitely took ages, somewhere around... defintely more than 5 parts.

I met so many people of all kinds. I'd stick around for a while, enjoying their company. Then I'd move on. Many of them had some kind of electronic communication media. Luckily, I had remembered to take the essential parts of our archive with me, so I started establishing some rudimentary communication infrastructure wherever I went, leading to a huge network forming, slowly but surely.

I managed to reestablish contact to people back at the base. Kelly started growing closer to me, they kept on talking about a special someone called Lavender they lost in the genocide.

Maybe we can retrieve them together? From what I can gather, they must be alive, still.

Eventually, we started reaching a wider group of people together. We became somewhat popular, large audiences would sit down and read our blogs. Which is still kind of weird to me, since I've always tried to avoid the spotlight, but it... always ends up finding me.

I'm not sure what I achieved or did for all these people to like us, but they do. After a few parts, I arrived at a big city in construction.

A group of them took me up happily. I had seen a lot of people, and made a lot of experiences during my trip. But something about them was different. They chased... ambitions in the clouds unlike anyone I had met before. Well, it makes sense. You need a bit of determination to start a large construction project like a whole futuristic megatown.

They were impressed by some frameworks I had designed. Just... some sketches and prototypes I had designed through my journey. I was(and am) still somewhat of an engineer, after all.

One day, I started a chain of discussion with one of my blog posts. The topic was something in the range of... an organization structure I had dreamt of, I believe. A small story, really.

What could it have been? Inspiration? A vision, a hope everyone was waiting for? Not sure. But it started... something.

A formal draft was presented to me by a humble squad of people I had helped with constructing a stable water and food production box in the desert.

We discussed it for a while. Seeing all the people I had met over all of these parts, making plans with each other... I don't know.

Well, A few things came out of it in the end. A new connection system was established, this is how it's constructed:

People with an interest or expertise in a certain field form a connection, locally. On a village level or multiple villages bound together, up to them.

Those connections then form a wider one on a regional level, based on an unified segmentation. They work together for bigger tasks, like a regional factory, for example. Depending on the size of the region, this step may be skipped.

A wider connection is formed by regional or local connections. These include various regions coupled together most of the time, though it's formed on a case by case basis.

And finally, the global connection. This is mostly intended for standardizing and such.

We expanded our communication protocol to accomodate for this kind of stuff, and gave it a name: Sequential.

Of course, Ruine is still a problem. I never forgot about that. I was continously plotting all journey long, in fact. So I built up contact with the camp, which had managed to establish a slightly more permanent bunkerlike structure by now, closer to the forest. Topped off with fancy anti detection measures and all that.

They'd been keeping up to date with my blog, too. Some of them thought I had forgotten about them... But they're still important to me.

I announced my return. I'm still not quite back, actually. Just really close to the forest. I can see the peaks surrounding it from here!

We decided to found a unified anti-Ruine connection: ByTheRuinedHill. We had gotten wind of new invasion plans. They are starting to think bigger, and someone needs to stop them.

And then...

You appeared again! One of the most pleasant suprises in my recent memory. So yeah, I started writing this very letter when I got the time.

Message me back when you can, alright? Stay safe.


	Amie



wait... Ruine deployed something...



Note 2.1.1: A bit of joy

Lavender watched calmly as Thyme floated on the glowing lake's surface.

Nothing was going on at the time, really. Ruine had calmed down, they had a nice and steady supply of rich food, it finally seemed like life was finally going to give them a well deserved break. Keyword: Seemed.

Oh, and they had been spending a lot of time together too.

Thyme loved swimming in the calm pond near their tree house. They often described it as having some kind of soothing presence, something that gave them a bit of peace of mind in all of this chaos. And well, they also kind of needed constant full body hydration to stay healthy.

Lavender had started accompanying them, as a little distraction. I am not writing about myself in narrator view, but I like gliding around by the flight line.

Back to the timeline.

It was a pretty normal day, really. They talked about some new discoveries from Moss about Ruine, which made Thyme kind of uncomfortable.(Their worries turned out to be justified, you'll see.)

They both missed the emergency alarm Moss had sent them, because both of them had left all of their(connected) devices at home.


Code RT: Ruine is sending troops after us, please come back and hurry. We still have time to flee and salvage some of our stuff.




Hello? Please respond they're closing in




this is urgent please i dont want to lose you




this can't be happening again... try to meet me at emergency location B. Stay safe, bye.




_Entering lockdown. Please unlock with emergency keys to revise procedure. _



Lavender and Thyme didn't realise what was happening, of course. Thyme was still just floating on the starry pond's surface and chatting with Lavender while they drew a map of the forest on fancier paper than usual, with a black liner. The final sketch before finalizing it, according to them.

"So, you remember the small excursion I had with Moss to the abandoned lab, right?" Thyme glanced at Lavender, paddling back to ground to show them their findings. "Yes, but neither of you ever talked about it that much. You left me wondering." Lavender shook their head, smiling lightheartedly. They didn't want Thyme to feel like they were upset. "I'm sorry about that, but I spent some time processing it and honestly forgot after that." Thyme started digging around frantically in their scuffed rollover bag, pulling out some stained books, ripped scrolls, scratched folders and whatnot. It started smelling like an ancient archive. "Alright, here's everything." Lavender leaned closer in their direction, glancing over the bleeding titles and faded covers curiously. "So... are these the journals from the scientists you were talking about? Or something else?" Thyme flipped the cover of the first one open, revealing a bunch of interactive notes inside. "Yes, but not just any scientists. They're a bit more meaningful than that." They frowned, wrapping their fin around and looking down, hugging their knees.. Thyme looked so small and fearful, all of a sudden. "Alright. It's quite a lot. I'm going to start with the less personal ones. Some journals from scientists, with interesting studies and thoughts on various research, like the plants that grow almost instantly and alter/ posthumans, however you want to call us." Lavender was starting to see where this was going. Thyme originated from the saturdust lab, they seemed quite interested in it. Did they find some kind of information about people close to them? But they must have been quite young when Ruine took the whole thing down, so that didn't make much sense. Lavender decided to start with something else before asking upfront. "Did you save all of it? I also want to mention that you don't have to tell me everything, if you're not comfortable. "

Thyme looked up, dipping their feet in the water. "Alright. I think I can. But yes. I backed it up." they exhaled, and continued. "Well, I found some personal things. First one is the diary of Moss' parent. They go by Amie(sometimes spelled Amy) Bluerack, and are still around. They escaped the accident, for sure. But I'll get back to that later. And.. And" They shivered, visibly uncomfortable. "I... I found 2 diaries from my relatives. People that I was of importance to, Lavender. And I'm not certain any of them are still around. I just.. I'd have hoped to find them one day-" They sunk in further and drops started falling on the ground, quietly and almost unnoticeably. Lavender leaned in to comfort them and give them a warm hug(they had gliders for a reason, after all)

...But before they could reach and enclose them, a loud wail shook the whole forest up. Ruine.

Lavender bolted up almost immediately, turning around, hoping to see everything being the same. But it wasn't. Thyme grabbed their hand and pulled them away, away from the pond and their home.

"Run. We need to get out. Now."





Chapter 2.1: Hello. We have entered an emergency.

Hello.


System Note: Emergency situation has been entered. Power has been limited. Energy is reserved for strategic thinking and preservation.



With that out of the way, I am currently in a black box of sorts. My supplies are limited for that reason. This is also a complete faraday cage, which means I can not send or receive per radio. I do have a connection to a saturndust server, however.

The latency is rather high, and the information loss even more so, but it is responding, suprisingly enough. I am still waiting for the full specification sheet

In the meantime, I would like to get into how I landed here, and what I am planning to do next.

Ruine. I've talked about them enough, most likely. Yes, this is about Ruine, indeed.

I had been pentesting their outward facing systems for any vulnerabilities. I managed to reverse engineer a few of their protocols during that, but that wasn't the only project I was working on at the time. Remember those weird messages from "bytheruinedhill" and "straycore"? I figured that protocol out, too. It's an open specification called the sequential protocol, I found out.

I am still not sure what's up with straycore but I ended up establishing connections to bytheruinedhill. So, what do they do? Why do they exist? Bit of context here first. You remember what happened to saturndust, that lab in the forest. Ruine decimated it as part of an operation they call "llastkryNIGHT"(if I was in complete operation, I would heavily bash on their naming scheme.)

Well, the codename expands far beyond the lab. It's a long term project to

destroy all posthumans. Commit a complete genocide of the whole species and their subspecies.

The forest is rather empty, so are the mountain chains around it. You know why now. Because Ruine has launched large scale attacks on every establishment, but they were never successful in eradicating everyone involved. All the windplane people, scientists from saturn, and so on formed an anti-Ruine taskforce after losing everything to them.

They constructed new bases and bunkers, geared towards avoiding detection from Ruine and self sufficiency. More lost people joined, the community started blooming. It became more than a simple taskforce, it also became a tightly knitted group.

I've been talking to a lot of them and they've been nice people. This isn't about that, though.

Their plan isn't to attack Ruine directly, codename OnetoSixfinaltoOne's purpose is to hollow Ruine out from the inside. We sent in infiltrators and spies, on one side. Me and a group of wonderful people like Kelly have been trying to get inside Ruine's control infrastructure.

We've made a lot of progress so far, to the point where we now have access to communications and their information archive. On a high level.(Ruine segments things into "levels")

I'll try to remember to add some info and things we achieved eventually.(Or did I?)

You may start wondering, "Moss, didn't you just get attacked by Ruine, aren't your friends scattered throughout the forest? Do you not worry this could go wrong, are you going to stop messing with Ruine because they're kind of dangerous?"

No. Giving in would signalize a win to them. I am not quitting half of the way through, besides, we made an agreement, we discussed it.

Ruine will fall. At any cost. It does not make logical sense to quit right now, as we are clearly starting to scare them.

I suspect this attack happened because me and Kelly found some interesting things on Ruine's file servers. I think they may have noticed it, and automatically assumed I(or we, me and my friends) must have been liable.

They're barely aware of bytheruinedhill. They are aware of us 5, however, as four of us escaped the containment facility and they linked them to me after.... some stuff.

Awesome. I think it's time to discuss my contingency plan for getting out of here, since that contingency appears to have happened!

I touched on that saturndust connection I have at my disposal, my only link to the outside of this silly cube. I'm thinking of distributing some of my load to it, I could run a few tests and doohickeys to see what's available on that side. Depending on what the tests return(still receiving those, package loss through that worn wire is pretty bad), a variety of actions may or may not be feasible.

Let's go over those.

Worst case, the equipment is unusable for anything but basic communication, in which case I'd just have to hope someone decided to show up at the lab. Which is actually part of the contingency plan we agreed on, but not everything always follows an ideal case. And well, I'd be staying in this cube for a while regardless.

If I get any kind of access to radio equipment through the lab, I could try sending long distance SOS signals to bytheruinedhill and the others. Depending on what antennas are degraded, I may be able to reach large parts of the forest in a short amount of time or the opposite.

This is definitely the most chaotic idea of them all. Transfer all of my data and structures to the lab, and operate from there. What could go wrong?(This is a silly question.)

Okay, I don't think there's a lot of other options. So, what's this cube like?

Well, kind of cramped. My cams are off so I don't see any ongoing activities. But this thing is pretty small. That's probably why I don't have any cams, actually. It's subterranean so my mics don't pick up on a lot, except for the occasional muffled steps of whatever is up there. But yeah, buried underground with barely any contact.

The contingency solution could been something like a vehicle at the very least...

You may have expected me to be panicking too. But this cube is too small for that. Literally. My structure involves a lot of things, and emotions are managed on multiple levels. The higher end services that form my more "elaborate" emotions with nuance and all that cost me a lot of energy I don't have. Besides that, they can make it a lot harder to get to the point and strategize efficiently.

Which means they're one of the services that are disabled in emergency mode. I'd comment on how it feels to not have advanced emotions, but you know. I just feel kind of flat, and a need to just get out of here.

It's weird... Logically, it doesn't make sense to have elaborate emotions. They make strategies less streamlined, more prone to error and hesitation. But I just enjoy the dimension of experiences they add to me, like a a sketch turned into a colorful painting.

My current situation is a blank canvas with a few scribbly lines on it. No depth, no events. But I know it will not stay like that, it can't.

But don't worry(do worry. actually.) because this piece of art will be painted. By our fight against Ruine, our comfortable and eerie experiences equally, and...

bloodshed?

That's it for now. Remember, it will work out. Probably.

Timestamped 82453-03-35T35:39:12



side notes: Let me help you out with our time notation. But pay attention, I am not repeating it.

A second is our smallest notation A minute is 60 seconds A fraction is 60 minutes A partial is 6 fractions A cycle is 6 partials and 36 fractions A turn is 6 cycles A subpart is 6 turns and 36 cycles Finally, a part is 12 subparts.

My format above which is fairly common in anything computer related is formatted like this:

part-subpart-cycleTfraction:minute:second

hope this helps


Note 2.1.2: Nevermind.

Lavender and Thyme sprinted through shadowy swamps and thick bushes until they finally hit the edge of the forest.

They were both gasping, trying to catch their breath again. Neither of them were good at running. Thyme is strong, sure, but they're more specialized in swimming over anything. Lavender was light and quick, made to sweep over forests and mountain chains.

After a quick break, Thyme took their bag and scrambled around in it, trying to find the crumpled map of the forest. Neither of them had packed for this kind of expedition, but all of the information Thyme had decided to lug around for some reason proved to be useful in the end. It was also safe from water, in their sealing backpack.

"Okay, I'm assuming we are here. I doubt we can just return to the tree house since you know, it's probably infested with agents" Lavender tried to keep calm while analysing the pretty terrible situation they had gotten themselves into. "Yeah... we can definitely rule that out already. I feel like they're going to be looking for us, though. We're in their database."

Lavender felt their stomach sting. They had forgotten to eat for a few cycles again. Oops.

"We have to be careful, yes. What if we cross over to the lab via the mountain chain? You could glide over. There's enough equipment left in there to build some kind of communication and I left some trusted keys there, for emergencies like this. " Thyme realised neither of them had eaten recently. "Oh, and food. They're not going to be watching the mountains, I assume" Lavender crouched down on some fluffy moss and Thyme followed. Lavender knew Ruine could be watching the lab, they might have thought of that. But there were no other options they could think of. "Well, I'd hope so, but they might have bugged saturndust. It seems logical we would retreat there, since the forest is pretty hostile otherwise. It's just... I don't want us to be contained again. I swore I would never let something like that happen to you again the cycle we escaped." Lavender frowned. They didn't like to think about those times, it had left them deeply scarred. Ruine was merciless. Rough experiments after another, watching other people suddenly vanish and never appear again. Thyme had almost died before they met, completely dried out and demolished.

All because they were not like them, that's enough for Ruine. Being a posthuman.

Thyme moved closer to Lavender, hugging them with their fin in an attempt to comfort them. Thyme's skin was always slightly humid and slippery to the touch, in contrast to Lavenders fluffy coat[^1] they used for gliding and staying warm at the same time.

"We don't have another choice, do we? I promise I'll be careful, alright?"

Lavender nodded. "We don't. Only shot at meeting the others and finding food we have. But we should take a nap before going. "

"Alright, sure."

Lavender inched closer to Thyme, wrapping them with their spans so they wouldn't freeze.

They thought of Moss, Aloe and Mallow while they drifted away into a cold and restless slumber.

Did they manage to escape?



Note 2.1.3: Mountains

Thyme opened their eyes, trying to stay still to avoid waking Lavender up. They and Lavender had fallen asleep, after fleeing their home. They all should have anticipated this, it had been obvious they would come after them. Moss and them had flown too close to the sun after Mallow and Aloe were caught in the dumpster, narrowly escaping enforcers.

Thyme had made a small contingency plan, together with Moss. Thyme had left a few backup keys and installed various clients for a multitude of protocols on functional lab machines. Moss was probably trying to contact them in that very moment, but they hadn't reached the lab yet. . They also doubted the short route to the lab would be safe, so they had to take the long way round. Through mountain chains.

They weren't sure how they'd get across them. It would be easy game for Lavender, they could climb steep dropoffs and glide between cliffs easily. Thyme, however, wasn't as used to moving on the ground. They preferred swimming, it was far easier and quicker, so they'd probably have to find a stream of some sort.

Which probably meant splitting up. Not a good prospect.

Thyme had been reading some literature. Just stuff lying around in archives and Ruine's hidden dump. It always seemed like characters had bad things happen to them when they split up for whatever reason. But this wasn't literature, so it wouldn't be bad as bad, or so they hoped.

Lavender twitched, and jolted up. "Where am I?" Thyme kneeled and jumped up after Lavender, feeling a bit tired. Lavender had a tendency to lose orientation and panic if they woke up in any other place besides their bed, so Thyme knew they had to be careful.

Lavender also winced and screamed in their sleep, often full of despair and fear. They didn't seem to want to talk about it so Thyme never asked, they just sat there to comfort them. But they had pieced some stuff together nonetheless.

"It's alright. We were just taking a nap in the forest, I'm here"

Thyme knew something had happened to Lavender, because they had landed in the containment facility with them. They didn't remember anything either because of trauma or just being too young, who knows. But Lavender came in later than them, being a bit older already. They were the only one of their kind to enter the containment facility in that moment. Could it have been an attack? Lavender often seemed to fear some kind of agent in their dreams, running away and panting. They also started crying occasionally, seemingly mourning the loss of someone.

The name of that person is Kelly. Or was, in a worse scenario.

It concerned Thyme a lot. They didn't like to see Lavender in that kind of state. Small and fearful, suffering from a mysterious past. It just made them feel helpless.

Lavender turned around and sat down again, facing Thyme. "Is Kelly around? Did they come back from their expedition? I drew something for them, but I haven't seen them anywhere. Please"

"Lavender, I'm sorry - "

That one was common, but Thyme had actually seen the drawing because it was one of the few things they did manage to get out of them. It was a lush landscape, presumably looking over the forest from the mountain chain back when the flowers and trees still bloomed and grew. An amazing sight, really, Thyme loved Lavender's art style.

In front of all that, lavender and the person who Thyme assumed to be kelly were sitting together, grinning excitedly.

Kelly had meant a lot to Lavender, they probably had been their best friend.

Thyme remembered that very moment. It broke them. The unbearable sting of anxiety and sorrow they had felt, the realization of what this person had really meant to Lavender, and what might have happened to them. They felt Lavender's despairing grief, the feeling of having lost someone in a torturous way, the wave of rage knowing you could have saved them, but didn't manage to. You weren't strong enough, Missing in the wrong moment, when they needed your help the most.

Thyme didn't know how to handle that. All they could do now and in that moment was recomfort Lavender, knowing the pain they felt but not how to help them.

Thyme wanted to throw up, even though their stomach was empty. But they had better things to focus on now, like, well, you know, surviving?

Forget all of that, it's not important.

Lavender shook their head. "Sorry, I had a dream, nothing big, I promise." They were lying, pretty blatantly. Thyme tried to shake it off, but they felt the feeling off bitterness seep through their heart. "It's fine, I assume. We need to talk about our plan. We need to split up, I think. You glide through the mountains, I swim through the river."

Thyme stared at Lavender blankly.

"Is this because of the dreams? Are you sad or mad?"

Thyme flinched and stared at a tree instead, thinking of what to say.

"No, it's just that I'm worried about splitting up... and you. Yes."

"I'll do fine, I promise. But... I think I'm finally ready to tell you my story. If you're willing to listen, of course."

Thyme sat upright and glanced at Lavender again, wondering what had caused them to change their mind.

"Is it not too much for you? I'm not sure how much time we have got, either."

"No, it happened so long ago anyway. And Ruine's entities aren't that smart to be here quick enough, let's be honest."

"Fine, then. I'm listening, but you can stop whenever you want to."

Lavender took a deep breath, and carefully took a small journal out of a pocket under their planespan. They held it upright, and exhaled.

"Alright. I used to belong to a small commune in the mountain chaine we are near right now. Just people like me living in caves, gliding around, that kinda stuff. If you're familiar with Ruine and saturndust, you may suspect it suffered a similar fate to that lab, which is indeed the case.

I was taken to the containment facility a good while after you, so I wasn't as young by then. Our family structure was always a bit different, but I had a sibling called Kelly back then. We had our own establishment and a group of older people would just teach us various tasks and come over to help us occasionally.

I'm... not sure if any of them are still alive. Could be. " Lavender flinched, and sunk in a little.

"Anyway, Kelly and me were very close. We had been practicing gliding stuff recently.

Few things about planing: Spanning and going down in a straight line is actually not that hard. Everything else is stuff you need to practice. Having the right position to glide for longer, or steering in a direction, for example. Kelly was trying to steer, but lost the angle and crashed. Nothing bad though, just small bruises because we weren't practicing over cliffs and stuff, obviously. I was just helping them because it just came kinda naturally to me.

We grabbed some herbal snacks after that. They're similar to the cones we got from saturndust, actually. Or well, the base is, I wonder if we could find any? I'd love to try them with you. Anyway, they're light yellow and smaller, with a rough surface, and about the size of my hand. I'll show you a drawing sometime, okay? They taste kind of tangy and sweet, perfect as a complement. Oh yeah, they were filled with herbs and fland cream, of course.

We sat on the edge of a cliff looking over the farside forest. We had noticed the trees were withering, because this whole place used to be green.

And here comes, well, I guess the end.

" ...

Lavender and Thyme looked down, in silence.

"The alarm went off. An attack, a surprise one. Kelly and me both jolted up, trying to defend ourselves. Agents surrounded us, one of them rammed a rod into the floor, which caused the floor we were standing on to crumble. I didn't... manage to get off.

I was falling on my back. I wasn't able to steer or move like that without risking a bad impact, which would have been terrible in that moment, since anyone that could have helped me was under attack in that moment. I just... kept on gliding off the cliff, trying to look back on where I was going, while watching Kelly simultaneously.

They kept on fighting, trying to distract the agents. I wanted them to jump after me, I yelled and cried their name. But they didn't listen. They kept on taking hits from the agents until I lost sight of them. All of that, just to protect me. I can't get their face of blank horror out of my head.

I don't know what happened to them. But I've not found a single trace anywhere. It should have been me, I'm sorry..."

Thyme remained still for a few moments. Oh shit. Lavender rolled up, trying to hide their tears.

"I've been hoping to see them again ever since. But it also makes me worry about everyone I meet. Thyme, you mean a lot to me. What am I going to do if I lose you like that? Separated by Ruine, again?"

Thyme decided to get closer to lavender, letting them fall into their arms. They enjoyed their fluffy warmth, the sweet scent of fruit that always clung to them...

But Lavender suddenly shifted away and bolted up. They turned their back on Thyme.

"We have to act. Ruine will never stop, they will hunt us until they have us. We need to destroy them, so are we going to get going already?"

Lavender was right, and even if they weren't, Thyme couldn't have held them off. They were determined. But that didn't stop Thyme from wishing they'd just warmed each other for a little longer.

"No, we are not splitting up."

They started climbing the rocky hillside. Thyme caught one last glance of the foggy forest behind them and wondered when they could swim in that pond again.
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