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10 Fragments of Eternity is a dive into the realm of imagination, where ink strokes become stories and sketches give birth to worlds. This collection emerged from a singular experiment: the author’s drawings were analyzed by ChatGPT, which distilled their essence and transformed them into narratives.

			Each short story is a reinterpretation of an image—a dialogue between artistic intuition and artificial intelligence. As you turn the pages, you’ll dive into visions born of paper and code, dreams captured in lines and pixels.





		




			
Fragments


			1- The Gardener of the Beyond

			A man dies and awakens as a skeleton in a strange garden where his body becomes fertile ground for mysterious flora. Gradually, he realizes he has a mission: to cultivate an ecosystem of vegetal souls.

			2- The Waiting

			A man discovers he has died while sitting on a toilet. But the passage to the afterlife depends on a mysterious mechanism he cannot activate.

			3- The Miners of Oblivion

			Workers tirelessly dig into a titanic skull, believing they are mining resources. But the deeper they go, the more forgotten memories resurface—until the origin of their very existence is revealed.

			4_The Judgment of Shadows

			In the afterlife, two souls face trial in a celestial court. To defend their past deeds, they must wear masks that embody their sins.

			5_The Last One Standing

			An extreme competition pushes participants to remain motionless for as long as possible. The one who endures the longest wins a place in a secret society.

			6_The Rooted Immortal

			A man discovers he has been turned into a tree after drinking a potion of eternity. He watches the world change around him, unable to intervene.

			

			7_The Man Who Refused to Die

			A man wakes up after his own death and finds himself tiny beside his own skull. He decides to build a new life there, refusing to accept his fate.

			8_Escaping Dreams

			In a world where people wear their imagination as clouds, a man loses his cloud and must find it before it escapes forever into the sky

			9_The Mind in Spare Parts

			In a world where intelligence is a marketable commodity, the elite purchase pieces of brilliant minds, creating composite personalities—unstable and unpredictable.

			10_The Invisible Hand

			A wealthy industrialist controls thousands of lives, deciding who rises and who falls. One day, an anomaly appears: someone begins to rise without his permission.
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			​Fragment 1 – The Gardener of the Beyond

			The moment of death is often described as a tunnel of light or a plunge into the unknown. For Adrien, it was a cold shiver followed by absolute silence. When he opened his eyes—or whatever now served as eyes—he found himself standing in a vast garden bathed in an unreal glow. The air was thick with unknown floral scents, and each breeze seemed to carry an imperceptible whisper.

			In front of him stood a figure among the tall grasses. A being whose body seemed carved from gnarled wood, its cracked skull blooming with strange flowers.

			“Welcome, new gardener. Your mission begins today.”

			

			Disoriented, Adrien looked down at his bony hands. Around his ankles, roots were gently coiling, as if anchoring him to this unfamiliar soil.

			“Who are you? Where am I?”

			The sylvan being tilted its head slightly, and a rustling passed through its leaves.

			“I am the Keeper. You are in the Garden of the Beyond. Here, we grow souls.”

			Adrien looked around: smooth-trunked trees, bushes with glowing petals, moving shadows that resembled memories. Soft lights drifted through the foliage, and with each step, the ground rippled as if it were alive.

			“And what if a soul refuses to grow?”

			The Keeper extended a tiny seed, deep black.

			“Plant this one, and you’ll see.”

			Adrien knelt, dug into the soft earth, and placed the seed within. But instead of sprouting, the soil remained silent. Nothing moved. A strange chill rose around him.

			“Why doesn’t it grow?”

			“Some souls are trapped by what they left behind. They refuse to move on.”

			Intrigued, Adrien placed his bony hand on the earth. A surge of emotions overwhelmed him: pain, regret, solitude. A name surfaced in his mind—Éléonore.

			He focused, whispered words he didn’t fully understand. The ground trembled beneath his fingers. Slowly, a fragile shoot emerged. A bud formed, hesitant. Then, with a breath, it opened, and a trembling voice came forth.

			

			“Where am I?”

			Adrien shivered. It wasn’t just a plant growing—it was a fragment of soul searching for peace.

			“You’re on your way, Éléonore,” he whispered.

			The Keeper observed him with a hint of approval.

			“Every soul needs a guide, Adrien. Sometimes they must be taught how to let go.”

			Days passed—if time existed here at all. Each seed he planted revealed a past existence: some souls ready to blossom, others frozen in fear. Some stubbornly refused to bloom, and Adrien had to speak with them, discover their buried pain, even relive their darkest memories.

			One day, he found a seed darker and heavier than all the others. When he touched it, a sharp pain shot through him. Screams, shadows, a violent past. This soul didn’t want release—it resisted, clung to the void.

			“This one is ancient,” murmured the Keeper. “Too rooted in sorrow.”

			Adrien hesitated. Could he save it? If he failed, what would become of it?

			For days, he tried to coax it into sprouting, in vain. Doubt crept in. Was he truly meant to be here? Then one evening, as the Garden’s sky darkened, he heard a whisper:

			“Help me…”

			It was the first time the soul had spoken.

			Gently, Adrien tried again—telling stories, murmuring soothing words. Little by little, the earth quivered, and a timid stem emerged. Fragile, but alive. He smiled.

			Then came another trial: an unexpected storm swept through the Garden. The Keeper explained that this was rare, happening only when too many souls remained suspended, unable to be reborn. The Garden was out of balance.

			Adrien realized his role wasn’t just to plant, but to guide, to help souls find their way—even when they resisted moving forward.

			Finally, after this long journey through broken souls, Adrien was given one last seed—radiant and familiar.

			Claire.

			His heart—or what was left of it—tightened. He planted it with special care. The sprout that emerged was of infinite delicacy. When the flower opened, a face took shape.

			“Adrien?”

			He closed his eyes, overwhelmed by a mix of joy and sorrow. She was here, but she no longer belonged to him.

			“You’ll grow,” he whispered. “Find another spring.”

			She smiled, and a gentle breeze carried her petals into the infinite. Adrien looked up at the Garden’s sky. Now he understood: his role was not to watch over death, but to accompany rebirth.

			And maybe, one day, he too would be ready to bloom in another world.
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			​fragment 2 - The Waiting

			When Simon sat on the toilet that morning, he had no idea he would remain there for eternity.

			The toilet was ordinary, tucked at the end of a narrow hallway with walls yellowed by time. A grimy little window let in a tired light, barely strong enough to chase away the shadows lingering in the corners. The beige tiles, chipped in places, bore witness to years of discreet use, of a functional, uneventful existence.

			

			A shiver. A strange pulse. The air had changed—too thick, too dense—an invisible curtain between him and the world. Then, he realized he could no longer feel the weight of his body. He looked down: no more flesh, no more skin. Just a still skeleton, frozen in its trivial posture. His jaw dropped—not from surprise, but because the ligaments had ceased to exist.

			He tried to get up. Impossible. His bones seemed glued to the seat, anchored by a nameless force. He wanted to scream, but no sound emerged. A cold breeze slid between his empty ribs.

			The Stopped Clock

			Time passed—or perhaps it didn’t. There were no more indicators, no street noises, no ticking alarm. Simon looked at his reflection in the mirror across from him. There he was: a skeleton, frozen on his porcelain throne.

			Silence wove an infinite web. No ticking, no whisper. Just waiting, suspended. The mirror reflected his absence. A skeleton, trapped in the moment.

			He moved a phalange. Nothing answered.

			He tried the flush. A click. An invisible wave stirred the air. He thought he heard laughter—light, mocking.

			Then, the waiting resumed.

			The walls began to shift. The tiles cracked; thick moss crept in. The ceiling split open, revealing a starless sky. A shadow passed—fleeting, undulating. A translucent cat jumped onto the sink’s edge, stared at him with shifting pupils, then evaporated into silver dust.

			Simon wanted to scream, but his dislocated jaw made only a dry clatter.

			The cat returned, again and again. Sometimes black as night, sometimes shimmering like a constellation. Each appearance marked a transformation in the room. Algae blanketed the floor. Marine lanterns hung from the ceiling. Simon had no bearings left.

			

			One day—or an eternity later—a glass butterfly landed on his skull. It flapped its wings and bursts of light scattered around him. Simon felt a new sensation.

			Melancholy.

			Later, an earthworm appeared, slowly crawling across the cracked tiles. Its body undulated with infinite patience, indifferent to the shifting room. It made its way through mosaic debris, pausing as if to listen for a hidden pulse beneath the earth.

			Simon watched, fascinated. It was the first creature that didn’t seem lost in this ever-changing place.

			A visitor entered.

			A man in a referee’s robe, his face featureless, scanned the room with a vacant gaze. He stopped in front of Simon and tapped his skull with the tip of his whistle.

			— “A lockout,” he murmured.

			Simon tried to understand.

			— “Your last action… the cosmic switch. Fickle thing.”

			Still, Simon didn’t understand. The referee sighed.

			— “The mistake was simple. You wanted to leave, but…”

			A silence.

			— “…you flushed the toilet.”

			The referee burst into broken, creaking laughter, then vanished.

			The tiles disappeared. The room dissolved into a liquid twilight. Plants unfurled around Simon—winding vines, pale flowers with translucent petals. He felt something. A breath. A pulse.

			He had become an anchor.

			

			Roots passed through him without pain. They caressed him, twining around his ribs, clinging to his fingers. Buds bloomed on his bones.

			Then the buds became fruit. Heavy black fruits, translucent, filled with shifting reflections. In them, Simon saw fragments of other lives: a child laughing in a wheat field, an old man writing a letter never sent, a woman waiting beneath an unlit streetlamp.

			He understood his role was no longer to wait, but to contain those forgotten moments.

			He was no longer a skeleton.

			He was a memory.

			A whisper.

			— “He is ready.”

			The toilet flushed by itself.

			Simon vanished.

			In the silent jungle the room had become, a single leaf trembled, vibrating with a lost memory.
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			​fragment 3 - The Miners of Oblivion

			
			The pickaxe blows echoed, digging into the white bone of a forgotten giant. Each shard fell like a fossilized tear, swallowed by shadow. Around them, the helmet lamps cast frayed specters on the walls—faces lost in time.

			The giant’s skull lay there, massive, titanic, a cathedral of ivory split by time. Its surface, smooth in places, rough in others, bore the marks of an inconceivably ancient age. Deep crevices opened like wrinkles on a stone forehead, and the miners’ tunnels were mere scratches on this vast relic. Its gaping sockets, void of sight, seemed to consume the light, leaving behind the strange sensation that a trace of consciousness still slumbered within.

			

			Kaël, the team leader, brushed his fingers against a newly exposed vein: a black, serpentine line pulsing beneath his palm like a withered artery. A vibration passed through him—a shiver too old to belong to him.

			Kaël was a man carved by years and stone, shaped by the relentless toil underground. His face, weathered by dust and shattered dreams, bore the signs of sleepless nights and years of stubborn digging. His eyes, an uncertain grey, seemed forged from the same mineral as the walls he pierced—filled with a dead light, a glow too ancient to still shine. A scar ran along his jaw, a remnant of a long-ago collapse he alone had survived. Few men knew what he truly thought, for he spoke little. But his gaze held legends no one dared recount.

			“Keep digging,” he murmured, as if his voice could hold back something unseen.

			The days stretched out in spirals of dread. In the dust-ridden dark, voices were born from the walls, sighs slid between the tunnels. Some miners saw underwater cities dancing within the stone; others heard the laughter of children whose names vanished the instant they were heard. Kaël, for his part, dreamed of an endless forest, of a sky woven with liquid rivers, of a world where the earth sang.

			The walls cracked under the blows, releasing hungry glyphs—traces of a knowledge too ancient to comprehend. It was no longer excavation—it was exhumation.

			One night, as he walked through a collapsed gallery, a voice called to him. A voice of faded dawn, broken by the weight of time. It was soft and fragile, but each syllable vibrated like a wave through his bones. It carried a timeless melancholy, an echo of memories drowned in oblivion.

			“Remember…”

			He turned. A silhouette stood before him—translucent, wavering, as if woven from smoke and extinguished stars. But it was the voice that enveloped him, insinuating itself into his being like a melody lost to the ages. It resonated in the rock, in the dust-laden air, in his own heart. It was a voice both distant and near, a lament and a warning.

			It spoke of a world that did not need to be unearthed, but awakened—of a time when men sailed the skies instead of burying themselves in forgetfulness.

			“What you seek is not wealth, but memory. A buried heartbeat.”

			Kaël understood. They were not digging to extract—but to exhume their own history. The skull they explored was the remnant of a vanished world, a stone epitaph for a broken dream.

			By morning, he gathered his men. Some laughed, others shook their heads. But a few—eyes haunted by the same visions—set down their tools. Rather than rip the past from the ground, they chose to root it. With their worn hands, they planted seeds into the dust.

			The ground trembled. A vast sigh rolled beneath their feet. Then, gently, the bony carcass began to glow. Trees sprouted from the cracks, extending luminescent branches toward the fossilized sky. Winds whispered lost melodies, forgotten rivers surged from the soil. The skull became a
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