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Filed But Never Forgotten

“Some truths do not shout.
They wait in quiet mirrors,
in skipped pages,
in dreams you dismiss as digestion.
They do not disappear.
They remember you.
Even when you forget them.”
Unknown Archivist Entry, Shelf 41,
Filed under: Things He Wasn’t Ready For
Cross-reference: Decree Fragments (Unattributed)

“You didn’t bury it.
You gave it your name,
let it wear your face,
and told it to smile until the world forgot it wasn’t you.
It didn’t die.
It waited.
And now it remembers
what you swore never happened.”
Redacted Transcript, Memory Room 3C
Reclassification Pending
Note appended: Subject demonstrates non-submission response; continuity preserved via split.
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The Desert Was Definitely a Metaphor
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YASIN ELRAHIM WOKE up in a desert that didn’t exist on any map. Not because it was magical, though it probably was, but because it wasn’t real. Not physically, anyway.

It had the look of reality: dunes that shimmered, towers on the horizon, a sky that didn’t seem too committed to being blue. But something was off.

For starters, there were two shadows behind him, even though the sun hadn’t made up its mind about showing up. One dripped. One smoked.

And beneath that, beneath the obvious theatre of it, the air felt slightly pressurised, as if the desert itself was holding a breath it didn’t want to share. The temperature dipped by a fraction. Not cold. Just... deliberate.

He dusted sand off his shirt, which was somehow still tucked in, and muttered, “Nope. Not dealing with this today.”

A figure appeared on a nearby dune, arms folded dramatically. His body was made of smoke and flame but held together like a very angry sculpture. He stared down at Yasin and shouted:

“You! Are you even aware of how emotionally flammable you are?”

Yasin blinked. “Excuse me?”

Another figure appeared to his right, dressed in flowing robes that shimmered like oil on water. His eyes were impossibly deep, like staring into a regret you hadn’t remembered yet.

“He’s repressing everything,” said the watery figure with a sigh. “Like a sponge pretending it’s a rock.”

“I’m not repressing anything,” Yasin said, trying to sound authoritative, despite being barefoot and maybe in his own mind.

“You named your anxiety ‘Wednesday’ and told it to wait outside.”

“That’s called compartmentalisation,” Yasin replied, crossing his arms.

The smoky one, the Ifrit, apparently, snapped his fingers. A flaming chair appeared. “Sit. Let’s unpack.”

Yasin didn’t move.

The watery one, the Marid, he guessed, handed him a scroll. “We’ve prepared your Intake Form. It contains 1,148 emotionally revealing questions. Most are rhetorical.”

The scroll unravelled itself with a groan.

Question One: “When did you first feel like an imposter inside your own life?”

Yasin took a slow breath, looked up at the sky, which was now a rotating mirror, and whispered, “Why couldn’t I have just had a midlife crisis like everyone else?”

For a moment, a sound trembled at the edge of hearing, a single deep chime, so low it could have been his pulse pretending to be important.

Then the desert resumed its performance.
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Chapter 1: The Intake Form
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THE SCROLL WAS STILL unfurling.

It had looped once around Yasin’s feet, spilled across a dune, and was now being nibbled on by a lizard that promptly burst into tears after reading Question Twelve.

“This is ridiculous,” Yasin muttered.

“Everything you refuse to confront always is,” the Marid replied gently. He was now lounging sideways on a floating puddle, sipping tea that somehow evaporated mid-pour.

“Can we skip to the part where I wake up and pretend this was a cheese-heavy dinner hallucination?”

“No,” said the Ifrit, who was now pacing, leaving smoking footprints. “We’ve done that loop four times. You just repress harder. It’s like emotional whack-a-mole with you.”

Yasin squinted at the scroll. The ink was moving. Literally. The words twisted and rearranged as if the questions were rewriting themselves depending on whether he was being honest.

Question 27: “Do you keep busy to avoid being alone with your thoughts?”

The scroll added a sub-question:
“Even this one?”
He looked away. The scroll hissed smugly.

The Marid cleared his throat. “The intake process is not meant to punish. It’s a... recalibration. We’re simply helping you remember what you’ve forgotten.”

“I haven’t forgotten anything.”

“Good,” the Ifrit grinned. “Then the next part will be easy.”

He clapped once. A black door appeared in the middle of the sand.

It didn’t have a frame. Or hinges. Or a wall.

Just the door. Alone. Standing. Waiting.

Yasin stepped forward.

The scroll tightened around his wrist like a leash. He looked back at the Marid, who nodded solemnly, and the Ifrit, who cracked his knuckles with far too much enthusiasm.

“Inside is your first room,” the Ifrit said. “We’ll call it... the Observation Chamber.”

“Sounds invasive.”

“Compared to your own mind?” The Ifrit smiled. “It’s positively polite.”

Yasin reached for the handle. It was cold. Freezing.

And beneath the cold there was something else, a faint pressure in the air, as if the door were not merely an entrance but a decision that had already been made.

The moment he touched it, the door pulled him in.

Scene Shift: The Observation Chamber

The room was white. Perfect white. Blinding white.

Except for one thing.

In the centre sat a mirror, a tall, full-length thing, cracked right down the centre.

Yasin stared.

And the mirror stared back.

It showed him... but not him. Same face. Same hair. But something was off. The version in the mirror wasn’t breathing. Wasn’t blinking. And its eyes, too sharp, too knowing, didn’t follow him.

They waited.

The Marid whispered behind him, voice echoing even though the room had no walls:

“Meet the Observer. He doesn’t speak. He remembers.”

The Ifrit followed, arms crossed.

“We call him your Mirror-Twin. He's what's left after all your lies walk out the door.”

The mirrored Yasin smiled.

And Yasin didn’t.

For a moment, only a moment, the air shifted again. A faint drop in temperature. The trace of ozone like a match struck far away. And at the edge of hearing, a single deep chime, so low it could have been the room swallowing a verdict.

Then it was gone.

Yasin turned to the Marid. “Is this another metaphor?”

“Everything is.”

The Ifrit chuckled. “Except the part where he eventually replaces you if you keep lying.”

Yasin backed up. “Replace?”

“Temporarily,” the Marid said soothingly. “Like a... psychic intern. While you recover.”

“I don’t need recovery.”

His Mirror-Twin tilted its head. The smile widened.

The scroll slithered up his arm and wrote across the glass in thick black ink:

Question 31: “When did you first pretend to be okay, and forget how to stop?”

Yasin felt something shift in his chest.

He turned to leave, but the door had vanished. In its place was a stairwell descending into darkness.

Of course.

The Ifrit smirked. “Ready for Section Two?”

The Marid looked down at his tea. “It’s always the stairs.”
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Chapter 2: The Stairwell of Selective Memory
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THE STAIRS WENT DOWN farther than physics should allow.

Yasin wasn’t sure if he’d walked five minutes or five years. Time wasn’t working properly here. Gravity was inconsistent too, sometimes his feet sank too deep, other times they barely touched the steps.

Above him, the Observation Chamber had gone silent. Below him, something hummed, like a thought that had been ignored for too long and was now planning its revenge.

The scroll was still with him, now wound tightly around his wrist like a guilt bracelet.

Question 44: “How often do you rewrite your past so you can sleep at night?”

The ink smudged itself, as if even it knew the answer was impolite.

The steps grew narrower. The air thicker.

Soon, carved into the walls were doors. Hundreds of them. No labels. Just textures. One was made of keys. Another of withered receipts. One pulsed like muscle.

The Marid’s voice echoed again, except this time, it came from inside his head.

“Each door leads to a memory you’ve edited. Some were small. Others were structural.”

The word structural landed with strange weight, as if the stairwell itself approved.

A faint pressure gathered in the air. Not suffocating. Just deliberate. The kind of pressure that suggests something has already been decided and is simply waiting for you to catch up.

“You don’t have to open them,” the Ifrit added from somewhere in the dark, “but they’ll open for you if you linger.”

Yasin kept walking.

Then one door creaked open on its own. It was made of torn train tickets.

A memory slid out like smoke.

He was sixteen. Train platform. Rain. The last time he saw his mother cry. She handed him an envelope and told him not to open it until he was far away.

In the real memory, he never opened it.

In the edited one, he threw it out.

Now, standing in the stairwell, he watched himself, his younger self, slowly reach for the envelope.

The Marid whispered, “This is the version you didn’t allow yourself to feel. The one you buried under logic.”

Yasin stepped closer.

The Ifrit’s laugh cracked like a whip.

“Go ahead. Open it. Ruin your narrative.”

But the memory dissolved before the envelope could.

The door slammed shut.

Yasin stumbled forward, heart racing.

“Why show me something I can’t finish?”

“Because unfinished memories are the ones that rot,” the Ifrit said. “The ones you’ve neatly resolved. They’re lies. Clean endings are for liars and film students.”

A low clicking sound echoed ahead.

Another door opened.

This one was lined with sticky notes.

Each one had a phrase scribbled in Yasin’s handwriting:

	“Don’t make it a big deal.”

	“It wasn’t that bad.”

	“You’re overreacting.”

	“He didn’t mean it like that.”


Inside, a smaller version of Yasin was quietly packing his emotions into boxes, labelling them with things like “Inconvenient” and “Too Much.”

The Mirror-Twin stood in the corner, watching.

Silent.

Smiling.

And for a moment, the air sharpened again, that same cold, controlled pressure, as if something unseen
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