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[Input 1]

I apologize if some of this will read like incidental details. I have come to discover the order and operations on the various levels of the Tier system can vary, so I will try to express the nuances of my level in case you're reading this from a location further up or lower down. However, if you grew up nearby me then much of this will read as commonplace. 

So, the best I can guess the world is an orthogonal column: every angle is at 90 degrees, the vertices are perfectly aligned, and each floor and each wall of each level are congruent. This is why the dimensions behind that door inside my father's office stood out with such salience to me. There was something "off" about it. I would catch glimpses inside what should be a small square room, and it was like I saw the old angles in some new ways. 

My father worked at the Civic Hall. I wonder what yours looks like? Ours is a great partitioned space in the center of the level. The first time I went with my civil servant father to his Office of Planar Engineering it was the annual “Show Your Child Their Work Day.” This was my first time inside that central, integral space. Although I had examined our Civic Hall on many visits to its exterior, when I would walk next to the tall partition and visualize its total perimeter as a concentric square within the larger square of our Block. I would daydream thus until, searching over my shoulder, catching my father emerge from the sliding doors, I strode over as fast as reasonable and we would walk down the line to our apartment.

Once as we strolled along the geodesic path delegated to Engineers, my father told me about a man transferred from the level below. The man explained how at his office in their Block's Civic Hall his position was to type "continue" after each iterative A.I. prompting. I remember as a child asking what the prompting was for. My father responded, "to keep the whole thing going."

My father told me more about "keeping the whole thing going” during my first observance of the Holiday of Vocational Development. I was sitting at his desk in the center of the square room surrounded by doors branching into smaller rooms and other workspaces used by the office. Next to my father's desk his colleague was sitting in front of a monitor drafting a recursive series of identical planar quadrilaterals: he was one of the many denizens on our level who helped plan the infrastructure, and whose directives came from the proverbial "top floor." This reference made the Engineer smile, since civil servants like us are rumored to have their offices near the top of the world, "but everyone knows it's not really the top. If there is one." He added, reciting or paraphrasing some old scripture: "we are the nameless in a cosmic world of endless ascending verticality." I looked to my father's face for guidance on how to take these words. He didn't seem to react. I don't recall him ever being taken in by religious sentiment.

Since it was technically part of their duty as civil servants to instruct the children visiting on field trips or Holidays, they went on to explain how their office drafted subdivisions of the plans that are used for future architectural additions to the Building. My father's job was to contribute to the designated boundaries of the map. The boundaries which his office was authorized to survey, since over these prescribed limits the rectilinear spaces and rooms on levels in Tiers faraway, likely, have their maps maintained by denizens on those distant levels and foreign Blocks.

These were some of the general notions being outlined for me as I sat there learning the basics of my father's work. Perhaps because it was my first year being old enough to celebrate the Holiday, he chose this occasion to give me my first carbonated soda water. Therefore, as I was returning from the bathroom stall for the third or fourth time, a Cleaner happened to emerge pushing their cart of sterile chemicals and mops, and their arrival allowed me to glimpse into that unreal room behind the door for the first time.... 

When I returned to the office desk my father's colleague joked to him, "he's unhinged the lattice." A few years later when this man became my own colleague, I realized he was referring to the effects that soda water had on me. Effects that persisted into my adulthood. On top of failing to understand the reference, my mind had become lost to everything else as I was absorbed by a series of mental images. At that moment I was thinking about the room. I didn't even bother to mention to my father how I had spotted a Cleaner. This was a little game we played, where whenever one of us saw a Cleaner—since they're a rare sight on our Block—we would point them out. Yet I was too distracted for our fun games, thinking about what had just diverted my gaze in the central hallway: how that small room appeared to have a lighting malfunction inside. 

This was the first thing to catch my attention about the room, since I've never seen any space (including janitorial closets at school) without automated illumination. The room was pitch black. So, as anyone would infer, I figured the room's sensor must have been in need of maintenance. To me this might be a sight worth noting in-itself, because it entailed soon the Mechanics would be on their way. Then it leaped to my young mind the venerable idea of being merited for relaying this information about faulty lighting to a nearby Engineer. Maybe I would even be able to watch them "make a call" to one of the levels below and summon a “fixer,” as they usually call them where I'm from. Yet before I could perform what I learned in school to be one of my civic duties—"the oath to report any failures of infrastructure"—I was distracted by the fearful asymmetry displayed in the room.

In that brief glimpse of the room, I thought I judged half the calculated area of the square space inside to be gone. Needless to say, this is a physical impossibility given the structural recursion of the quadratic tessellation enclosing us. We know we live in perfectly symmetrical cubes. Squinting into that room's darkness my eyes could only do an informal calculation using geometric intuition, but when you are born to be an Engineer on one of the highest levels in the Building, you take this intuitive feeling and your ability to wield it to heart.

[Input 2]

As time passed the ultimate assessment by the adult denizens was that, even for the son of a civil servant, I showed an unusual amount of enthusiasm about attending the Planar Office. 

I don't know how the civic educational system goes for you (I would be curious to know). On my Block students are encouraged to intern outside the vocational office they are born into. On average students choose a Civic Hall between 1 to 3 levels up, or 1 to 3 levels down. In an unprecedented move, during my freshman year at the Civic School, I applied to my own level's office for my internship opportunity. This necessitated extra paperwork requiring me to visit the Planar Office two additional times as a part of the authorization process. My intention to keep surveillance on the special door had to be modified, however, after I was placed in the office for my academic internship, and then later for my employment, since none of my daily tasks stationed me close enough to the object of my fixation. I had been dreaming of becoming a permanent sentinel in that workplace, stationed forever watching the door. 

Thus, exacerbated by a type of frustrated longing, day after day for ensuing weeks and for years at a time, not including hibernation periods, I developed a pathology for those brief instances of contact with the spatially unknown. During our scheduled deep sleeps, I swear I quite literally dreamed about it, the door, opening up for me and letting me enter inside it. While when I was awake, it was a still image on a screen that I could study in my mind's eye at all times. 

Through various movements of cunning and compulsion, over the years I was able to advance through that corridor next to the special doorway just enough times to learn something from it. Occasionally I was statistically favored by the subtle permutations in my colleagues' routines, creating trickle-down-like effects on the rest of the office's schedule—making it so that although I would arrive to my desk on time, sometimes there would be some straggling party who was not so punctual, and their tardiness would become my gain: as on my way to my cubicle I would catch some higher-up (always a superior Engineer as I soon came to determine) open the door and emerge from that small space of—was it glowing?—darkness.

And as I walked through the office corridor each time, I managed to gaze into the room from my view on the linear pathway the less it came to make spatial sense. The more it struck me as being perhaps non-Euclidean. I surely was becoming ill.

I was even beginning to see the known rooms in a new way. As I became older and my mind bent straining to see those angles in an obscure place, walking into every space gave me a feeling of malfunctioning. The feeling of malfunctioning might be better described as embodying the first function we are taught when plotting a non-degenerate line on a planar graph: the basic operation, x=y. For example, when entering the Nutrition Support Room the vector of my gaze on the panes of walls had a trajectory that traced the whole perimeter in a discreet blink. Stepping through the doorway, like a line through zero point, the square room was there all at once. That's how it was supposed to be, I guess... But other times when I was walking into the NSR it revealed itself through the modulo operation, as my movement through space became a stepwise expansion of my perceptions through points in the field of my senses. Yeah, I know how it sounds. But as I moved to the nutrition stations, really, my vision returned a spatial remainder of the points I left behind myself, as if the promise of the equation fulfilled. 

So, while my primary mode of understanding was to judge the square rooms already there, on other rare occasions the rooms opened up for me. I would then feel as congruent as all four corners.

[Input 3]

I mentioned that my obsessive compulsive fixation, like the rare sight of a denizen addicted to the IV drip, manifested itself in a dissimulation and a subterfuge perpetrated for self-gratification. I did this in one notable way. I attempted as frequently as possible, without arousing any medical concerns, to attend the office bathroom. The trajectory back from the stalls could tempt me with a brief view of the door—which, of course, probabilistically increased the statistical likelihood of me seeing the door open. In these ways, and maybe some more I am ashamed of, I came to identify more properties about the unknown room.

First, I was able to estimate that it was much smaller than any of the surrounding rooms, probably the size of a closet. This is despite the exterior wall of the room presenting a facade of equiproportionality to the desks and cubicles in the office. By the time I was a Managerial Drafter after over a decade of study, and a few years following my father's death, I came to plot the geometric anomaly in my free time. I determined the two interior walls must be bisecting the compact square space inside there. However, I would not know what to name that shape cutting into all sensible geometry until much later, when I first learned to calculate the hypotenuse.

[Input 4]

More years went by. Some highlights included seminars on planar engineering, the introduction of a new recursion formula, intra-Tier cooperation between the seven levels of our system (we designed shared letterhead for the new standard graphing paper), and an exclusive workshop for the senior Engineers. Among other things the workshop offered strategies on drafting projections into the simulated spaces of the Building’s map. Though participants must sign a Non-Disclosure Agreement about the details regarding the "tessellation program," the workshop I heard was for the most part comprised of general tips concerning time and stamina management.

After typing all of the above paragraph, I realize I might be giving you the impression I attended this workshop. Alas, despite 10+ years of service I hadn't gathered enough experience to qualify for these annual excursions, which took place each year on the Block above the one who hosted it the year prior, until reaching the top of our Tier system (my Block) and the order would restart at the bottom level. So, I had to hear indirect reports about details concerning the workshop, since, as mentioned, no one on any level is allowed to say anything specific about the Building-wide professional development initiatives. 

In my younger years when I was passionate about playing Engineer, I counted down the days until I tallied enough hours qualifying me with the seniority necessary to attend the workshop. It was considered a milestone in our office. I also figured (really, hoped) maybe I would learn something at last about that door and that room. But I began to evaluate those around me each day in the office, and they came to be a type of tangible presence attesting to perhaps the weak intelligence I would gain from any government-sponsored workshop. For if there was any significant revelation to be had about the askew space, then anyone who learned it wouldn't need an NDA to keep silent on specifics: their silence would resound from their absence into the mysteries of the doorway.

At my worst I became convinced I was never going to learn anything about the room from this side of the door. As the years went by, I realized every single individual to enter or exit the room, if not a Cleaner with their supplies, was someone who I never saw in the office on a regular basis. It was someone who I definitely never ran into in the bathrooms. 

The workshop, that door, the Cleaners (maybe not them), the nameless superiors, my esteemed colleague's occasional talk about "we, the nameless in the vertical." It was all becoming pretty obvious to me. 

On some level in me, maybe because of habit and regardless of how many things have since changed, it is still my goal to attend that workshop someday. Or at least locate a syllabus somewhere. Nonetheless, I did take practical advantage of the opportunity presented by the 65% reduction in office capacity due to the Workshop Getaway Week, and I entered the door. 

[Input 5]

After all of these years who would have thought it would have been as easy as stepping inside? Although now I do wonder what I would have done if the door was locked. Do you think I would have stood there and kicked at the door until it gave way? Would I have, perhaps invigorated by adrenaline, kicked it down in one or two fell swoops? Would I have time to dash inside before one of the low-seniority office Engineers from the other side of the square came out of their cubicle and walked over to investigate the commotion? What would I have done then? What was even my plan had I slipped undetected into the room? 

Like I said: these are all retrospective questions. I had no time to think of anything, because I was not thinking, I was praying. To what? Like my father before me, I am skeptical. Yet the babel pushed inarticulate feelings out my mouth and up through the ceiling into our neighboring levels and beyond into the ascending vertical, where words become isometric with shapes, and begin to make sense as transformations on a higher plane.

Inside the room was bigger than I calculated. It was about four times the size of a closet. While the bisecting walls I was able to graph as a child, in reality, formed an inscribed corner of a square, as if lopped off from the rest of its body by a diagonal line. This is to describe in the language of the moment what I would come to know this formation as: a triangle. To be specific, an inverted one. Viewed from the doorway, the room formed a V-shape. In the left corner, I saw a black corner-table with a thin monitor and a small transparent keyboard on it. The computer's light bathed the opposite corner where I beheld the ineffable sign I had been waiting for and meant to follow. 

My eyes did follow it at first, tracing the two longest legs of the sharp icon protruding from the right corner of the ceiling, as it stabbed its tip down signaling a dark hole in the ground for me to discover. I went to the lip of the black mouth, finding its insides smooth and containing no ridges, no stairs, no teeth, like our own mouths. Just a flat, almost polished slope spiraling down into the dark below.

[Input 6]

You must know by now I could have no way of understanding what a slope or a spiral was. I could only relate to it by obtuse associations. 

Underneath the protruding triangle in that isosceles room, gazing into the dark hole with a slope disappearing into its deep well, I didn't stand there very long making mental associations to fill in my gaps of knowledge about this foreign geometry. In fact, all of these recalled thoughts passed through my head as normal cognition flashes within a matter of seconds. After which I found I had lost myself down the slope.

I use the word "lost" in a literal sense. Through some very basic arithmetic we can calculate the total height of our Block in the Tier system: the vertical space of each level multiplied by 7. So, factoring the initial radius of the spiral and my rate of speed, within a few minutes it was apparent that wherever I was headed was beyond the bottom Tier of my system. 

Although on my level we cannot run, due to the downward momentum I was experiencing using the slope way I approximated something very close to it. The running made me feel a sensation I never knew, because up to that point I'd never experienced angular momentum transfer in practice. So, entering perhaps a fugue state, I just kept running and heaving, transforming into an altered version of myself as I twirled.

At occasional intervals I would spy small chambers whirl passed me as I ran by them. After seeing a few I was able to piece together that they were open landings in rectangular rooms with crosshatched structures attached to the farthest walls. In our Tier we are not known for our upper body strength, though as I descended further into the Building it occurred to me maybe denizens here were more capable of climbing up these things. 

Because the slope way must have had no end, as I began to tire (which in fact happened long before I realized it) I glimpsed into one of the branching chambers and noticed beyond the landing a narrow corridor formed by a gradual incline receding upward. I stepped on the landing and proceeded. A personal motivation I had for continuing my movement was due to the astonishment I was feeling as I was able to touch and examine the square patterns in a hard mineral wall next to me. It was unlike glass, and it was unlike plastic.

"That's a real wall!" I exclaimed to myself. Don't ask me what I meant by "real." 

As I approached the top of the incline I saw a black door. I stood before its threshold for a few seconds before entering to find a similar hallway to the one I was accustomed to on my own level. I began strolling and

[Input 7]

I apologize; I had to send the last input in haste. Someone showed up. Or was about to show up. There are others here. But I think it is okay. I found another computer.

So, I was strolling outside of the slope way I had just used to travel to wherever I was. I was busy taking in the array of identical doors paralleling each other along the hall, some of which were locked. The doors that did open contained identical slopes in closet-sized rooms, twisting down like the way I had found. Other doors contained rooms that were more like shafts whose floor spiraled up and out of view. I wondered about these ones going up, because of course I knew the layout of my own level like the back of my hand—and I was certain there was only one door with access to my place on the Block. The one door I spent most of my life trying to find a way inside. How could there be more than one?  

I unsettled myself thinking about all these alternative sloping byways that might tunnel into my house, so on my first attempt to get back to where I wound up, I thought in my abstraction I must have grabbed the handle to the wrong door. It was locked. However, standing in the middle of the hall surveying the doors and activating my acute proprioceptive and navigating abilities, I realized that indeed this was the correct door. And now it's locked. 

What else could I do but investigate the floor? At least I had a goal. My plan was to locate some superior to whom I could report my status as a civil Engineer on Level No.__. With this intention in mind, I walked to the end of the hallway; it formed a T diverging into two opposite directions. And as when I would free-graph for fun, if I was ever stumped at a point of intersection, I always chose a negative x-coordinate: I went left. Proceeding to the new hallway.

As I went, I entered a new architecture through increments so small and variations of such slight degree that my passage became imperceptible to myself. My transition from a rectilinear world to these new angles and shapes seemed to deepen with each step. I felt claustrophobic walking through the new angles. There were edges everywhere. The ceiling in particular felt like it was threatening to stab me. It was the same sharp design as the ceiling in the V-shaped room I had exited my office through, if that room was widened into a flood-channel and extended into a hallway that I couldn't see the end of....

The idea of the ascending verticality once again entered my mind, rising forever into what was once a sky and what was once a night and was now the unknown volume of the Building. It all came forward and started to make me woozy. So much we can't understand, right? 

Walking the hallway from time to time I would find a door nearby, and since I was underneath that protruding cusp of ceiling, I would dash over, rattle the handle, and fail to open it with a sigh. I didn't know where I was going but I knew I needed to get out of the hallway. I was wandering long enough to begin to feel hungry—perhaps accounting for my earlier bout of nausea—when I began to hear muffled noises amid my own aimless echoing footsteps. It sounded like shuffling fabrics followed by the steady slapping of light thuds. I approached the source several yards away and found one of the many, many doors to be finally open.

When I entered, I was confronted by a horde that made my stomach heavier. I peered into the glassy eyes of innumerable Cleaners, all of whom had halted because I was impeding their passage through the door. I had never been face-to-face with one, let alone so many Cleaners at once. I guess the way I was feeling also made me fit in with their staggering ranks, which I found myself attending as I began to move in a line with them up the main hallway. 

I walked among the unnumbered bare feet and loose-fitting gowns trying not to step on any toes in my work sandals. We didn't move fast yet after I entered the procession I was compacted. In fact, as we streamed forward, I glanced a Mechanic fixing the frame of a small doorway, but I was unable to extricate myself from the column of workers. With what time and space I had I desperately gaped at the doorway, nearly twisting off my own neck in the turning, doing a full 180° and back-stepping for a few paces, I discerned what I thought must be an inverted triangle pointing down to what I only assumed was another spiraling tunnel.  

I was jostled forward by the bodies for several more yards until we filed into another open door. We were in a large translucent polycarbonate cubic space. The familiar geometry briefly made me feel homesick. This feeling dissipated when the Cleaners dropped with faint grunts onto rows of benches at the infusion stations. Here we fed before being able to move again. I found a strategic opening to slip to the left of the corridor as the rest of the workers were departing to the right, when I myself turned right at another corridor, traveled passed more rooms whose doors were all open exposing multiple NSRs, a Cleaners barracks, two supply closets, and a staff shower open to the public and having no partitions nor concealing curtains. I flopped down the hallway in my sandals, kept my head down, until I was startled by a double-file march of figures wearing black gowns and shoes as they approached from the opposite direction of the hallway. I dashed into the nearest door and as I did, I thought I heard verbal noises trail after me that for the first time resembled words. 

My stealth found me in another Nutrition Support Room. I began the process again. 

I became glutted and sick while my arm was bruised and bleeding from the IV tube. I was between the see-through walls and transparent ceilings and floors as we all sat on those benches staring vacantly past each other across the invisible space. Each seat on the benches were separated by a mechanical arm and there was an occasional hissing of pressurized clicks as every 15 minutes it released a thin hydrophilic tube channeling nutrients into an IV.  The rows of denizens suddenly stirred in uniform movements as the needles were inserted into the black and blue splotches on their inner arms. On my level, though we also don't have any teeth, we still have the freedom to use our mouths; we can at least choose to perform a sacrament by lifting the cup of hydro fluid and swallowing the pills of life.

I turned my neck to look across the rows of feeding workers out the doorway into the next room, where one side of that room was clearing out and the people were leaving on unbalanced legs as they proceeded down the long hall to the showers or wherever, while another group from the opposite direction entered the chamber and occupied the empty positions in the sleep pods after the mattresses shed their protective hygienic layers for the new occupants. They sat on the edges of the beds and then they laid still for the scheduled sleep to come.

After the second forced drip at a bench, I tried to feign stabbing myself with the needle for the third one, only for the plasma to spill and pool on the clear floors. I looked down at my sandals, feeling the warm slippery sensation as gruel welled between my toes. I saw through the rectangular space between my feet an identical room replicated in the room below us and below that one for as far as I could see down the cubical shaft of our world.

If awakened from their hibernation, it means the staff has been alerted to an organic discharge or a malfunction. Among the other inheritances of a spatial hierarchy, I would have assumed would be order. Maybe in the purely rectilinear world I left behind there was less mess because there was more space—angles didn't deceive you into colliding with walls and dropping things... As the Cleaners shuffled toward the infusion stations in order to throw the vacuum-blanket over the mess I had made on the floor, I in the meantime had placed my back against the farthest wall in the room, which allowed me to blend in with the mirrored rows of heads sitting over their IVs in the adjoining cube on the other side of the walls. Trying to hide I ended up being as ignored by the cleaning crew—as I slid along the glass wall and inched towards the entrance—as any of the other shapes or figures they didn't recognize through the lucid panes in the neighboring NSR.

I made it into the hallway and merged with an oblivious train of bodies who I followed. I consoled myself with the thought that I was moving in the opposite direction of the Nutrition Support Rooms, so though I kept finding myself at infusion stations, I was really hoping the last of the force-feedings was behind me.

I happened to join the shift of another group of the Building's staff, but before I had time to learn my new vocation, we all arrived at the bedchambers. The members of my staff crawled into their plastic pods and waited for sleep. I pretended to sleep by putting the hem of my garment on the track preventing the plastic lid from sliding shut. Then at the base of the track I held the lid in place by pushing it with my fingertips, so it appeared closed. I waited as everyone entered hibernation. It happened within seconds after their pods fogged with the gases.

[Input 8]

I fell asleep too from human exhaustion. In the blind whiteness on the plastic bed in the open pod I stretched myself awake. A little dreamy, I stared at the staff members in the pods, who I noticed by their attire were Mechanics, not Cleaners. The most essential attendants: they who can enter any door as long as there is a broken appliance within. In exchange for immortality, they are in service to sleep. This rumination gave way to a more practical thought when I realized the reason they could come and go as they please was because they had the keys.

I searched the room, rummaged through drawers locating a number of tools and objects I had never seen before. I looked in the lockers and underneath the sleep pods, places I failed to find the keys. With no other options left, I put on a gas mask hanging from a hook and
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