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It was exactly twelve o’clock. A large crowd had gathered in the main square of Cuntas, a city in Northern Oz. A pretentious-looking man stepped out of a black Mercedes, dressed in an expensive suit. His polished black shoes clacked as he stepped onto the stage, which was made from several wooden planks.

The man was Duo Karparo, President of Northern Oz - a small country in the Pacific Ocean that borders Southern Oz. Karparo looked drowsy, perhaps even slightly hungover. The blue taupe on his head was askew, tilted to one side and nearly upside down. He stood in front of the microphone, gazing at the crowd.

“Test... one, two!” he barked into the microphone. A loud screech rang out in response.

Ten thousand people stood in silence, eyes fixed on him, eagerly awaiting the president’s big speech. The hush was almost hypnotic. Karparo glanced up at the sky, then at the crowd, and took a deep breath. He leaned in toward the microphone. Just as he was about to begin, a sudden puff of air escaped his throat, producing a sound like a croaking frog.

Karparo burped into the microphone.

The crowd frowned and murmured in disapproval. Occasional whistles of protest pierced the silence. Karparo gestured with his hands, trying to calm the crowd - but he didn’t apologize. He didn’t even smile. Instead, he rummaged through his pockets with a scowl. From his left pocket, he pulled out a crumpled piece of paper - his speech.

Holding the paper in front of his dazed face, he began:

“Ladies and gentlemen! Dear fellow countrymen!
We will make Northern Oz great again!”
An egg flew from the crowd, narrowly missing his head. Someone had aimed at the president. Fortunately, he dodged it and continued:

“Southern Oz should beware, or they will feel our rage and our fire! As long as I am president, Southern Oz will not harm a single citizen of this great country... which will be great again! With our economic growth and investments worth billions and billions of dollars, our country will stand firm - and be great... again.”

It was clear he wasn’t putting much effort into it.

Then, another egg flew - this time hitting him squarely on the head. Another followed. Then a tomato. Within moments, the enraged crowd pelted President Duo Karparo with rotten vegetables.

“We’ve had enough of you politicians!” they shouted.

“You’re over and out!” came the cries.

“We want change!” the people roared.

The furious crowd shoved President Karparo back into his Mercedes and let the automatic driver take him far beyond the borders of Northern Oz. The nation was finally free. They had expelled the last politician who had burdened their lives with empty speeches, broken promises, and scandals.

The people celebrated. They sang songs of peace and pledged to treat the people of Southern Oz as brothers. Along the border, the Northern Oz choir raised their voices in a song of reconciliation:

“When the moon is in the Seventh House
And Jupiter aligns with Mars
Then peace will guide the planets
And love will steer the stars!”
Strangely enough, the same thing had just happened in Southern Oz. As so often occurs in human history, anger boils over in many hearts at once. Patience has an expiration date - wise politicians use their final days wisely; weak ones only hasten their fall. Southern Oz had also cast out its leaders and was joyfully entering a new era of peace and freedom.

Now, people from Southern Oz rushed toward Northern Oz to sing with their newfound brothers. Together, they sang that old anthem of the Age of Aquarius, dreaming of peace and prosperity.

Politicians, the people claimed, had been the only obstacle to unity - a better society, free from inequality, lay just beyond their removal. Politicians were the root of all problems. Without them, there will be a utopia. Without them, there will be peace.

“Without a leader,” they thought, “each of us will become a small leader, each playing a vital role in the evolution of our society.”

But one question remained:
How do you unite thousands of small leaders, from across the vast island, into a single mechanism to govern Northern and Southern Oz?
Then came the answer: a computer.

In the capital of Northern Oz, they installed a massive device resembling a Turing machine, with futuristic elements that gave it an imposing, almost divine presence. This central computer was linked to every computer in Northern Oz. It synthesized the thoughts and data of the entire population into one collective entity. From this, it made decisions on how the country should be governed - dispassionately and objectively.

But this was no ordinary computer. It didn’t simply register votes or reflect public opinion as stated. It processed everything: Facebook posts, Instagram likes, tweets, emails, photos, files - every trace of digital activity. Based on this information, it developed a psychological profile for each person, predicting what they truly and deeply wanted regarding social and economic issues.

By aggregating these profiles, the computer formed a composite "will of the people." The result was a decision-making process that, to a remarkable degree, mirrored the population’s genuine desires.

Thanks to its intelligence, speed, and insight, the machine was named:

“The Wizard of Oz.”

Northern Oz donated the patent to Southern Oz, which soon produced an identical computer. The computer was unmistakable, and civilization advanced so rapidly that, for the first time in history, Utopia was guaranteed.

And then, Gordon Price decided to spend a peaceful afternoon by the river.

Gordon Price was a twenty-one-year-old from Northern Oz. He was a dreamer and a passionate reader of old novels. Sometimes, he would go out to a bar or a gig, dressed in a black coat, pretending to be a hero from those old black-and-white movies, impatient to meet the woman of his dreams  -  his femme fatale. But instead of finding her, he would usually end up with a group of dull writers of uninspired weekend thrillers or pop musicians, sitting in silence until dawn. Then, he'd stumble home drunk, collapse into bed, and think about his life.

Yes, this was Utopia. Yes, life was beautiful. But his life was also unbearably dull  -  like a flat, dark line racing toward the grave year by year, yet dragging on hour by hour. There was nothing. No woman in his life to share the fire of his passion, no body to shudder beneath him, moaning with desire. No music with bass loud enough to spark adrenaline, no drums pounding to the rhythm of a wild heart. There were no melancholic writers either  -  for in Utopia, there was no pain, no criticism. But there was no magic either.

Gordon Price was bored to death. That week, he decided to spend a quiet afternoon by the river, chewing a special kind of grass. He had read in an old book about people who chewed a particular black grass that opened the door to a world of magic. Under its influence, some could even glimpse the future. Some, according to legend, died and came back to life. Some even saw God.

Sitting by the river, sunbathing in the breeze, Gordon held a bundle of black grass in his left hand. He was a little scared, but curiosity soon outweighed his fear. He plucked a blade of grass, placed it in his mouth, and chewed. Nothing happened. He tried another. And another. And another. Disappointed that he hadn’t met God, he decided it was time to head home.

Then, suddenly, something knocked him to the ground. It was a spectrum of all the colors that existed  -  and not just those visible to the human eye, but all the colors of the universe. He saw a miraculously beautiful shinia color. He saw the inconceivable canoe color. And then, nestled between lemon yellow and sunny yellow, he saw a color called ra  -  the most beautiful shade the universe had ever created.

Just as Gordon was overwhelmed with unthinkable joy from these magical colors, he saw something else. A bomb blast. People dying. People burning in man-made fires of hell. He saw nations slaughtering each other for no reason, just because some leader told them to. He witnessed the horrors of humankind’s past and felt inconceivable human suffering.

But Gordon Price didn’t know it was the past. He thought he had seen the future. That’s why he ran, panicked, into the city square, climbed onto the old wooden stage, and shouted:

“People! They’re going to attack!”

“Who’s going to attack?” asked a woman in the crowd.

“Southern Oz! Southern Oz is going to attack us. They’ll drop the bomb! We’ll all burn! Oh, we’ll... we’ll suffer in ways we can’t even imagine!” Gordon Price cried, then burst into tears.

The people of Northern Oz were deeply alarmed. They turned to their almighty computer for answers. They entered the following code:

system.out.printlnAnswer("Will Southern Oz bomb us?");

The computer responded instantly. On the blue screen, in stark white letters, it clearly read:
"I don't know."
Someone in the crowd pointed out that the computer couldn’t possibly know what was happening in Southern Oz. The computer was only programmed to handle the internal affairs of Northern Oz. So, they needed to rephrase the question.

The new question was:

system.out.printlnAnswer("Do we need to attack Southern Oz?");

The computer immediately replied:
"No."
“We’ve been hacked!” a woman in the crowd shouted. “Southern Oz has hacked our Wizard! They’re going to attack us!”

A young woman fainted. Several men rushed to her with a glass of water. Meanwhile, a few wise elders gathered in front of the computer screen, trying to calm the rising panic.

“People, people!” one of the elders called out. “We shouldn’t panic! We’ve uncovered their plans just in time. We can act before it’s too late. We’ll organize an emergency council and carefully plan our next step. Stay calm, and I promise you  -  Northern Oz will be great again!”

A five-member council was quickly formed. Its president, Treo Kuntas, led the meeting for three hours.

At exactly 11:00 PM, he emerged with the final decision: a bomb would be extracted from the museum and used as a preemptive strike against Southern Oz.

On September 23rd, 2022, Northern Oz bombed the capital of Southern Oz. Days later, Southern Oz retaliated. War had officially begun. The Golden Age of Aquarius was over, and Gordon Price was no longer bored.

There were no old bookstores left  -  they had all burned to the ground. Gordon had no friends left  -  they had fallen one by one in the trenches. He never met his femme fatale. But fearful of the next bombing, Gordon never felt bored again.

Gordon Price died in October 2022, at the age of twenty-three. That same year, the computer known as the Wizard of Oz was destroyed in a fire. Witnesses claim that as the Wizard burned, its screen lit up with one final message, written in glowing white letters on a blue background:

output.print("You are complete idiots.");
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She never really had a name.

In the city where she was born - a place she barely remembers - they gave her a nickname: Cinderella. Like a seal on the paper of her destiny. She was born among the nameless, in a land of deep poverty, its borders fenced off by hostility and segregation.

Cinderella was strikingly beautiful. Her hair was blonde, her eyes warm and black as midnight coffee. Her face, though worn and weary, still held something gentle and naïve. At twenty-two, she finished her studies while working, and left her nameless country in search of happiness.

It was Wednesday, September twenty-fourth, when Cinderella celebrated her thirty-first birthday. She was still youthful, still beautiful. Her beauty was so radiant she seemed to glow like a bright summer star - completely unaware of the impression she left on others. That day, she sat alone in her rented apartment in London, lighting a candle on a cheap biscuit-and-cream cake she'd picked up at a bakery after work.

“Well, happy birthday to me,” she sighed, scanning the room, collecting impressions of her life inside this small, rented attic.

Through a thin curtain, moonlight stretched into the room, bathing it in a magical blue glow. She looked at the peeling paint on the window frame, then at the spider that had moved in to keep her company, building its delicate little home in the left corner of the room. Her gaze swept across the space: an old chandelier, a computer
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