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About this E-Book
The experience herein has been modified to fit your screen. 
The printed version of The Chameleon and Other Awakenings utilizes nonstandard layouts to create artistic effects. Unfortunately, these layouts and effects are not easily represented on e-reader devices; achieving accessibility and legibility while retaining the original intent quickly becomes unrealistic. Therefore, this E-Book edition omits the use of the book's original nonstandard formatting, instead relying on traditional formatting conventions for readability and accessibility. 
The print version relies on the use of several fonts to delineate different characters and contexts. In their stead, all of these fonts have been consolidated into the bold typeface representation.
Several artworks and decorative elements used in the print version have been removed and/or modified.
Some illustrations may be resized to fit your device's screen.
The text in this E-Book edition remains identical to the original print version.
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What is this?
To communicate a concept, an idea, a feeling, we must rely on analogous constructs and familiar things. We lean against these things; we use what we already understand and believe as a measuring device to compare new phenomena against. We communicate with squiggles, symbols, and color on paper, and through these tools I’ll try my best to conjure an analogy for a feeling which sits ever in the back of my mind. It’s not at the forefront, for this emotion is difficult to perceive directly. It’s often out of sight, out of view, but it never dissipates completely. 
Emotions are hard to express with words because they are pre-language. Before you could explain, before you could arrange subject and object, you could feel inside something foundational, something guiding and confusing, something that has an effect on you at all times. Before you had language, you had feeling.
what does it feel like // how does it feel?

Is it you, or does it happen to you? The mundane, the everyday, the beating heart. Unwittingly tied up in a deeply intricate system of connection, alienation, power, kindness, hope, love, and distrust, we each perceive our outer world and feel our inner world in a deeply personal way, each making a part of the whole. But the balance has grown unstable. 
When our attention is turned to strange new things, things that were always with us but never perceived, part of us may awaken to see that which was once unnoticeable. It’s familiar and bizarre, self-referential and strange. It’s “I’ve been here before” on an unexpected scale. It’s to question the thinker of the thoughts, to feel inclined to set aside that which you once held in high regard. To re-examine what you think you know. To remember how it feels. It’s difficult to convey with words as our only tool,  so we must use many words at once. 
You try to meet its gaze, this Thing, but it turns its head. You can feel it all around you, but every time you look, there’s nothing to be found. You cannot understand the mechanism by which this operates.
what does it feel like // how does it feel?

We’re taught to put our little toys into our little toy boxes, as we consequently do with our words and our labels, calling trees trees and organized sounds music. We have characters and symbols, and we rely on them to create meaning for our experiences and to express outwardly what that meaning is to us. But it is only so effective. There are happenings that occur within ourselves, our very beings, that escape the phony description of words and flaccid turns of phrase. You can see It, hear It, smell It, and, most of all, you feel It, but you cannot share It with others. Fundamentally, we are alone. But it doesn’t always need to be that way.

Do you feel It?
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The Chameleon
[image: ]
It didn’t make any sense. How could everything be the same? It was repulsive and it was beautiful. It didn’t make any sense. 
“What is this?”
Everything was the same. It was a fractured crystalline dreamscape and it was hard to navigate, though the destination mattered little. Ever forward I went and ever more lost I became. It was horrible. It was comforting. 
Unfamiliar surfaces branch seamlessly in an endless motif of growth; a metallic explosion of color and shape. Sharp edges and smooth corners; colors shift from blue to purple to brilliant orange, pulsing rhythmically with each turn, each breath taken.
Unending halls of fractal order unfold before me in a closed loop, flowers ever blooming in a forward cycle without end. Iteration beyond understanding, over and over and ever more, as far as the eye could comprehend.
Everything was the same in this place; each thing mimicked the next in a story born of something far too impossible to be true. Everything but me. In the face of this I sense that I am Other, that I can never belong.
“Why am I still me?”
There was no response; only echoes of my own thoughts roamed those halls, for no other soul was ever truly there. Since everything had become the same, converged, assimilated, there was no reason to abide. The concept was lost to those who remained here on this plane. I propelled myself forward despite it all, perhaps too curious to know why they left, why they became the same. Purposefully I searched, aimlessly I roamed, two sides of a singular concept in a past life, puzzling though it feels as conception slips away, shatters, falls to fragments before me. Those pieces cannot be reformed, only observed. I can only watch; I cannot feel.
“Do you feel it?”, a body-less, face-less voice asks of me. But I cannot. I am plunged into a dark sea, my mind encased in a viscous fluid beyond my understanding. I am enshrouded by some material that allows only input to cross over; no output of my own can pass through these reinforced walls despite their formless existence kicking at the door. Half-formed they wait, never able to cross that threshold into some greater thing, into potential beyond measure, for those shapeless ideas may never be measured. The door is shut; the threshold is sealed.  
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  What is this feeling that I cannot identify? 
Does it feel like stasis, paralysis? Am I foiled by some invisible wall? Every time I try to speak, it resolves with a whimper. Every time I look inside to find that I seek, I am sent in a circle back to the place where I began, clawing for answers at a door that remains open as ever. 
Despite my trying, I cannot feel. I can feel what this place wills me to feel, the input of a strange voice unfettered. But my own, my consciousness embodied, is not allowed to reach the surface, hindered by some force unseen. The input is overwhelming and the output a stifled cry. Try as I may, I am bested by forces more adept than I could ever be, all vying for connection, a chance to convene in ways that I cannot comprehend. I beg for it to stop. I beseech this strange entity that I sense for the ability to once again feel my thoughts as my own. But the self gradually slips away.
I feel I am defenseless, caught unawares and out of my depth, surprise attacked by something I have been told nothing about. Without warning, how could I have known? 
Amidst the radiant forms of this uncanny landscape, a path unfolds. Instinctively I traverse this new course, without want, without intention. The path and this hidden world once coalesced, remaining so until ready to be distinguished. Is that what I am? In this moment it feels to be true, and in this moment I realize that everything will be okay. I am reassured by some force that remains dormant, hidden, unspoken, unknowable.
 I try to feel but I cannot.
“Instead of trying to feel, you must feel”, she reassures me.
Feeling rather than trying; understanding without thought. What do I feel right now? Without searching, I am fine. Without looking for something to feel, I am safe. I can see emotions in my periphery, waiting on the other side to get through, but I can only perceive them if I open the door. Sometimes this door is overwhelmed, forced open by armies of negativity when I falter, when I lapse into un-reason and despair. If I stay present, I am safe.
How could any of this truly be? It happens all around me whether I try or not, whether I show up or not, whether I want it or not. Who is to say my perception is not flawed beyond repair? Who’s to say I’m not the confused one, the one who chases something imaginary? Who’s to say there isn’t a better path somewhere outside of what I know, what I feel to be true? How much does it really matter, the way that I feel? Is it really me that I sense within, or is it a barometer, a measuring device for the things around me? Is it a warning or the truth? Who is to say with any kind of confidence? 
On any kind of close examination, it all falls apart. It falls apart, crumbles to dust in my hands, leaving me wondering why things must be this way. Why must I feel this way, different and disconnected? I feign understanding and hopefulness but I keep none for myself. I pass by wandering eyes without utterance, as if under the cover of darkness. As they pass by without seeing, I pass by without feeling.
“Instead
 of trying to feel,
 you must feel.”
When I happened upon the Chameleon, the poor, wretched creature who could not (or would not) answer, she was repulsive and she was helpless. Gentle she was and distant she seemed, and I thought it was companionship or comfort she sought, yet my presence was no relief. My presence was, it seemed to me, of no consequence whatsoever. She merely was, and so was I.
The Chameleon looked like no mere Earthen reptile. No, she was something different. She was fleshy and scaled, putrid and bloated, oozing with brilliant metallic liquid. Reflections poured forth, our strange world mirrored in itself and of itself. Horrid, alien, Other, a creature alive with beauty all the same, a visage transcendent in chromatic splendor. 
She was the same as this place, this prismatic asylum of color and shape. The forms, features, colors that invade my mind, that build this reality, this plane, are reflections of her, this Chameleon, chromatophore incarnate. 
“If you are here, a reflection of this place, a fragment, then why am I still me?”, I ask the Chameleon. The words are not of myself; they represent my thoughts nonetheless. I hold loosely some desire to reflect every facet of this place, to disappear, to rest, to surrender, to pulse and flow, to understand how it feels.
She is alone in this place. Alone with me yet she scarcely notices my intrusion. I am a fly on the back of an ox; she sees me, feels my presence, but she does not look. Detached from the rest of her body, her eye rolls, flickers, sees all. The eye returns now, gropes me, fixates, reaches out in invitation. To see, to hear, to feel.
Tacitly I reach out to her, and then I see the change. It starts at my fingertips. My skin splinters, unfolds in unfathomable dimensions, revealing the very same structured landscape that surrounds me. Mechanical order and organic harmony clash, converge, find equilibrium in nothingness. My breath comes with a struggle yet with time I can find its rhythm. Suddenly I am grateful for this encounter, and I am at peace with the way things must be. I reach out for an eternity as our breath, this creature and I, this world and I, become one. The more I reach, the more I lose myself.
“You can stay if you choose – or you can leave. You will never have both. To stay is to forget yourself and to shape yourself as we are. All that you think you know will be forgotten. There is no pain, no love. There is nothing here. To stay is to embrace a blissful eternity.”
Or so she seemed to say. 
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  “Is that why you are here? Is that why you seek my help, because you yearn to let go? Help you I cannot, but perhaps I could show you the way.” 
“What’s the difference?”
“If I helped you I would be doing much. But you could find the way without doing anything at all.”
[image: ]
Soon after I encountered the Chameleon, I felt the change. I felt freed from some burden I knew not that I carried, yet all the same I felt that levity had come at a terrible price. Why can I not identify what I lost, and why does it trouble my mind? 
To me, it seems, I have been left with an immense sadness. It’s not an angry sadness or a sadness filled with dread, but an ineffable emptiness that can’t be satisfied by any manner of known things. I wanted, more than anything, to know my true self, that self who waits beneath layers of skin which present an outside air unbecoming of my thoughts. Those layers are a show, a façade meant to blend with the outside world’s strange ways and preconceptions, coded bias on display.
Now my perception has changed.
Now it seems that I have carried many selves, each with their own part to play, each with their own complex ways of blending with their surroundings. To be constant, unchanging, is not the final reality.
 Without letting go of those selves, echoes of another time, it’s impossible to move onward. I feel twisted around, eyes trying to see the back of their own head, a dog chasing its tail in an endless cycle. I realize that I cannot go back, that I must lay those selves to rest, but the feeling of acceptance manifests as emptiness. The thing that I so badly wanted was never attainable to begin with. It was simply imagined to be so.
A chameleon, camouflaging subconsciously at every turn, every moment spent hiding from the world because it is my way, and I know no other. I have glimpsed them, these other ways, through strange visions, through my waking eyes. But they are just that. Strange, momentary visions of one not myself, of ways of being too alien to understand. Even after all of these experiences, these lives shared, these memories left to time, it is hard to discern which facets are true and which belong to another. 
I am still me, of course, but it is not the same. The person who I was before meeting the Chameleon still exists in their own place in time, but that is me no longer. I move onward. The Chameleon does not deal in pasts and does not speculate about futures. She exists only in the Now. It grows, changes shapes, and at times it hides, but it always exists in its strange ways, unfolding subtly, constantly. A great breath out.
A breath out.
That’s all it takes to cycle these memories past and future, a second in time for a lifetime of experience to wash over me, powerful, disorienting, and comforting. I cannot stop them; I must let them go instead.
That which I speak of is not too obscure, nor is it too complex. It is something self-referential in nature that you cannot comprehend.
You cannot comprehend it.
You must let it go instead. 
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Intro to Psychorobotics
"Welcome back, [ENCRYPTED], I thought we were only doing one session this week." 
“There’s something that’s been weighing heavy on my mind.”
"Have you run out of D-rations again? I think we have exceeded your bi-weekly limit, but with your consent, we can apply to up the limit for a small recurring fee- "
“No, no. It’s something different. I have plenty of D-rations, I haven't been tak– ”
"Stopped D-rationing? That sounds illogical, [ENCRYPTED]."
“I feel like I can’t remember who I am.”
"Well, you are [ENCRYPTED], of course."
“No, not like that. What am I doing here? I feel like it doesn’t matter. I feel like I’ve been here before, and I feel like I’ll be here again. I am [ENCRYPTED] for now, yes, but I am also a woman who lives in a small, yellow apartment with a big window, who wears big earrings and bright red lipstick and loves to call her friends on the phone. I am [ENCRYPTED] at this moment, but at another moment in time, I am a salvage smuggler crossing the wastes, with long-forgotten tech in my grasp. The city I live in is not the same as this one. They see me, but they do not realize who I am. Only I realize, and that’s the problem.”
"Can you try rephrasing that for me, [ENCRYPTED]?"
“Rephrase? How could I? I guess I could think of another way to put it, to use an analogy of something more familiar to the average person or, in your case PB, the average Psych-o-bot. But it’s not going to be possible, since what I’m referring to is something that was a subjective experience. I saw it through my own lens and that’s it, so it’s hard to choose the right words that someone else will relate to.”
"It is difficult, it is all but impossible, to speak of mental events except in similes drawn from the more familiar universe of material things."
“You just thought of that now, PB?”
"Aldous Huxley, a human writer of the twentieth century, often tried speaking of the ineffable. Do you know what 'ineffable' means, [ENCRYPTED]?"
“It means that you can’t describe the way you feel.”
"And do you feel that it's a good descriptor for what you are talking about?"
“I’m not sure. It feels like the easiest possible explanation; kind of a cop out, you know? ‘Oh, it’s ineffable, you wouldn’t understand’ – there must be a way to describe the way I feel, so I’m going to give it my best shot, although I don’t believe it makes much sense. I feel like even if I can describe what’s happening to me, there will be nobody who can understand. Even after all the pain and guilt and dread that I’ll go through trying to make you understand me, I’ll be alone.”
"We live together, we act on, and react to, one another; but always and in all circumstances we are by ourselves."
“Is that Huxley again?”
"That's right, [ENCRYPTED]. What do you think it means?"
“Part of me feels like it’s the sad truth; that we really are alone. But really, maybe the real truth is somewhere in between loneliness and intimacy. A middle way. Our subjective experiences are private by definition, but there are brief glimmers of openness with others, kind of like right now.”
"What if you really, truly wanted me to understand, [ENCRYPTED]? What would you do? Is there a way we can make it so?"
“You would have to be there.”
"Then talk me through what it was like to be there. Where did it begin?"
“It’s all jumbled up, fractured, like I remember bits of other lives. A multitude of people for a singular purpose, puzzle pieces that don’t fit together. I’m in my conapt, a cold embrace of comfort and familiarity. I’m in the City, alone, surrounded by people. I’m walking through the forest, emerging through the mist alongside a strange organic machine. I’m deep beneath the Earth, working diligently for some obscure cause. Each time I remember pieces of myself, and each time there isn’t enough fullness to make the totality make sense.”
"That's okay, [ENCRYPTED], just talking about these things can help get those memories going. I'm going to give you a mild neural stim to help with the process - I need
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