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Introduction: To the Reader 

[Introduction: A Consolation for Those Trapped in Their Own Sinkholes]
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We all live with our own personal "sinkholes."

It’s that hollow feeling during a hopeless commute, the bottomless pit of endless tasks, and the judgmental eyes of others that slowly erode our spirit. To live as a "salaryman" or a corporate worker in this fast-paced world is to walk precariously on ground that seems to collapse a little more every day.

I was no different. As I filled out Excel cells, I felt my soul becoming just as empty. I watched my dreams get buried under the constant drone of my boss’s nagging. But in that deep, dark hole, I picked up a pen. I chose to believe that the collapsing ground wasn't the end, but rather the excavation for a new foundation.

This book isn't about a perfect hero. It’s a record of us—ordinary people who get our toes stepped on in crowded subways, shake a tambourine at mandatory office dinners to please the higher-ups, and bet our entire day on that last 1% of phone battery. I hope that by reading these 27 small but fierce chronicles of survival, you discover that the sinkhole you’ve fallen into is actually a mine where you can find your own diamonds.

Now, would you like to dive into the avant-garde abyss of daily life with me?
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[Prologue: The Man Who Digs]


[image: ]


The world knows me as "Associate Lee."

From 9 to 6, I am a consumable part within a four-foot-wide cubicle, matching numbers in Excel sheets and offering mechanical smiles at my boss's tired jokes. If someone were to ask me about my dreams, I had a textbook answer ready: "To achieve 110% of this quarter’s performance targets."

But I have a secret that no one knows.

In the roar of the crowded subway on my commute home, or in the dead of night when the world has fallen into its deepest slumber, I dig a hole.

My hole is both deep and vast. Within it lies a crumbling city, a screaming protagonist, and a grand epic that could never be realized in the mundane light of day. On some days, my boss's nagging served as the fuel for my shoveling; on other days, the despair of the "Monday Blues" added depth to the pit.

People see sinkholes in the street and scream of disaster, but for me, a sinkhole is the only exit. It is the portal through which I dive, leaving the solid, suffocating ground of reality to enter the 77-chapter world I have created.

This is a raw, avant-garde record of how an ordinary office worker began to carve a hole in his own life, and how he found his true name within that darkness.

"Today, once again, I dig a hole—so that I do not collapse."
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Episode 01. Monday Blues: The Alarm as a Funeral Dirge

- Part 1: The Resurrection No One Asked For
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[The Sound of the Reaper]

"Beep... Beep... Beep..."

If the Grim Reaper had a ringtone, this would be it. 7:00 AM on a Monday. My body was fused with the mattress at a molecular level. Inside my head, last night’s Somaek (the devil's blend of beer and soju) was still beating a drum, and my eyelids felt as if the entire world's gravity had been concentrated right on top of them.

'Just five minutes... only five more minutes, and I’ll feel refreshed.'

I skillfully hit the 'Snooze' button. I completely ignored the fact that this was the most dangerous gamble of my life. When I finally opened my eyes again, the clock hands had miraculously skipped forty minutes. It was clear that Einstein himself had visited my room just to prove the Theory of Relativity.

––––––––
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[The Warp Speed Commute]

"Oh, crap! I’m dead!"

I bopped up like a coiled spring. Washing was a luxury. I did a 'cat wash'—splashing just enough water to look human—and sprayed fabric deodorizer on my suit jacket like a madman. Performing a feat of multitasking that bordered on the divine, I buttoned my shirt while pulling on my socks and kicked open the front door.

I didn't even have time to wait for the elevator. As I sprinted down the stairs, I thought to myself: 'The protagonist in my 77-chapter novel can teleport, so why must I be so bound by the laws of physics?' The moment I reached the stop and saw the bus pulling away, I finally felt it deep in my bones—Monday had truly begun.
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[The Human Tetris]

The next bus arrived, looking like a giant tin can packed with sardines in business casual. I had to make a choice: wait another ten minutes and face certain professional execution, or become the final piece in this nightmare game of Human Tetris.

I took a deep breath and lunged.

The doors groaned as they forced themselves shut, sandwiching my briefcase between a student’s backpack and an elderly man’s umbrella. I was standing on one leg, suspended by the collective pressure of thirty other souls. In this cramped space, personal bubbles didn't exist; we were all intimately acquainted with the scent of each other’s laundry detergent and the quiet desperation of the 8:30 AM commute.
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[The Silent Scream]

My phone vibrated in my pocket. I knew who it was without even looking. A Slack notification from my boss, Manager Park.

[Park: Lee, where’s that draft? The meeting starts at 9:10.]

A cold sweat that had nothing to do with the bus’s heater broke out on my forehead. I tried to reach for my phone, but my arm was pinned by a lady holding a giant Starbucks cup dangerously close to my tie. I was a prisoner of the morning rush.

I closed my eyes and retreated into the 77-chapter world of The Digging Man. In that world, I was currently writing a scene where the hero falls into a bottomless pit. 'At least he’s falling through open air,' I thought bitterly. 'He has more legroom than I do right now.'
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[The Survival Instinct]

The bus screeched to a halt three blocks from my office. The doors hissed open, and the pressure wave of exiting passengers practically spat me out onto the sidewalk.

I didn't walk; I glided—or rather, I performed a frantic shuffle-run that only a salaryman one minute away from being late can master. My tie was flapping over my shoulder like a distressed flag, and my breath came in ragged gasps. I bypassed the line for the elevator and headed straight for the stairs. Every step was a prayer to the gods of punctuality. 'Just let me tag in before the clock hits 9:00, and I promise I’ll never snooze again.'
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[The Hollow Victory]

8:59:54 AM.

I slammed my ID card onto the scanner. Beep. The green light flickered—a tiny, digital halo sanctifying my survival. I made it. With six seconds to spare, I had cheated the grim reaper of corporate tardiness.

I slumped into my cubicle, my chest heaving like I’d just finished a marathon. My coworkers didn't even look up; they were already hunched over their monitors, their faces ghost-white in the glow of Outlook and Excel. I reached for my mug—the one with the chipped rim that said 'World’s Okayest Employee'—and headed for the breakroom. The first sip of office coffee was lukewarm and tasted like burnt rubber, but to me, it was the nectar of the gods. I had survived the first wave. Now, I just had to survive the next eight hours.
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[The Monday Survival Guide]

Before opening my first spreadsheet of the week, I scribbled a few notes in the margins of my notebook—wisdom for the fellow "Digging Men" out there.

[Survival Rule #1: The Monday Protocols]

	The Snooze is a Lie: That extra five minutes isn't sleep; it's a trap set by the universe to ensure you miss the express bus. Treat the first alarm like a fire drill.

	Master the "Corridor Camouflage": If you’re late, walk fast and carry a folder. A man with a folder looks like he’s on a mission, not like someone who just did a 'cat wash' five minutes ago.

	The First Coffee is Ritualistic: Don't drink it for the taste. Drink it to signal to your brain that the weekend is officially dead.

	Silence Your Slack: The red notification dot is the enemy of sanity. Don't look at it until you've at least sat down.

	Remember the Goal: You aren't here to be an "Associate." You are here to fund the "Creator" within. Every hour of Excel is a brick in the wall of your 77-chapter masterpiece.


––––––––
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I took a deep breath, adjusted my crooked tie, and logged in. The "Associate" was back on the clock, but the "Digging Man" was already planning the next chapter.
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Episode 02. The Subway Compactor

- Subtitle: Where Did My Bag Go?
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[The Gateway to Hell]

The bus ride was just the warm-up. The real boss fight began at the subway entrance. As I descended the stairs, I saw a sea of black and gray coats—the uniform of the corporate army—surging toward the platform. The "Subway Compactor" was about to activate.

The train roared into the station, already looking like a tin of overstuffed sausages. The doors opened, and for a split second, I saw the terrified eyes of those inside pressing against the glass. There was no room, yet the crowd behind me surged forward with the force of a tidal wave. I didn't walk onto the train; I was absorbed into it.

––––––––
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[The Battle for the Briefcase]

I was pinned between a tall man in a trench coat and a woman frantically checking her makeup. My feet barely touched the floor. But then, a cold realization hit me. My briefcase—the one containing my notebook with the handwritten drafts for Chapter 52—was caught.

It wasn't with me. It was wedged between the closing doors and the person behind me.

"Excuse me! My bag!" I squeaked, but my voice was swallowed by the screeching of the rails. I spent the next three stations performing a desperate, slow-motion dance, twisting my body like a contortionist to reel my bag back in. Every time the train jerked, I felt the handles groan. If those straps snapped, my 77-chapter dream would be scattered across the tracks of Line 2.

By the time I
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	Bag First, Ego Second: Always hold your bag in front of you. It’s not just for security; it’s a physical barrier between you and the crushing reality of other people's armpits.

	The Anchor Technique: If you find a pole, grab it and never let go. You are an island in a turbulent sea.

	The Mirror Rule: That stain on your shirt? It belongs to the universe now. Don't waste energy wondering where it came from.

	Mind the Gap, Mind the Soul: Use the noise of the train to brainstorm your next plot twist. If you’re thinking about dragons or sinkholes, you aren't thinking about the 9:30 AM meeting.

	Escape is an Art: Start moving toward the door one station early. If you wait until the doors open, you’ve already lost.
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