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For everyone who ever did the math on a calendar and felt the floor disappear.

You are not crazy, and you were never alone.
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Introduction: The Missing Time

March 2020 didn't just change the world; it broke our collective clock.

You've felt it. You glance at a calendar, or a memory surfaces on your phone, and a wave of chronological vertigo hits you. The math doesn't add up. You look at your age, you look at the year, and a quiet, unsettling question rises: Where did the last few years go?

Online, people call it the "timeline jump" or a "glitch in the matrix"—a shared, almost global sensation of missing time. Millions describe the same symptom: they went into lockdown in spring 2020 and woke up years later in an altered reality, the years between feeling less like a blur and more like they never happened at all.

If you've felt this, you are not crazy, and you are not alone.

So what actually happened to us? Did human consciousness simply skip a groove on the record?

The truth is stranger than a parallel-universe glitch—and more unsettling. We didn't jump timelines. Our brains suffered something closer to a mass malfunction in how we record reality: a global event of temporal disintegration.

This book is an investigation into the defining psychological anomaly of our generation. We'll examine firsthand accounts from people who feel they woke up in the future, break down the neuroscience behind why our internal clocks failed, and trace how a digital-only existence quietly eroded memory itself.

The world before 2020 is gone. What follows is the case file on where the time went.
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Part I: The Anomaly

Chapter 1: The Day the Clocks Stopped
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In the summer of 1962, a twenty-three-year-old French geologist named Michel Siffre climbed down into a subterranean glacier in the Alps. He stayed in the pitch-black cave for two months without a watch, a calendar, or a glimpse of the sun. He wanted to see what would happen to his mind when it was entirely divorced from time.

When his surface team finally radioed down to tell him the experiment was over, Siffre was stunned. By his own count, kept in a handwritten journal, weeks of his life were simply missing—his brain had drifted so far from real time that he had no way of knowing it.

His brain hadn't just lost track of time. It had simply stopped recording it.

In March of 2020, billions of people entered their own version of Siffre's cave. We didn't lose the sun, but we lost something just as critical to our internal chronometers. We lost our "event boundaries."

Human memory does not function like a stopwatch, ticking away seconds in a linear, mathematical line. It functions like a film editor. It looks for a change in scenery to make a cut.

Cognitive psychologists call these cuts event boundaries. When you walk out of your front door, the change in temperature, lighting, and spatial awareness tells your brain to clip the tape and start a new scene. You get on a train: cut. You walk into the office: cut. You go to a restaurant for lunch: cut. These boundaries act as psychological bookmarks. When you look back on your week, your brain counts the bookmarks to gauge how much time has passed.

Then, over the course of a single weekend, the bookmarks vanished.

The commute was reduced to the five steps between the mattress and the kitchen table. The wall calendar by the fridge stayed flipped to March, gathering dust, because there was never a reason to turn the page. The hand sanitizer bottle by the front door sat untouched, its pump handle stiffening from disuse. The only real evidence that a week had passed at all was the slow accumulation of Amazon boxes by the recycling bin—cardboard bookmarks in a story that had otherwise stopped moving. The distinct physical environments of work, socializing, and entertainment were flattened entirely into the exact same glowing rectangle.

There was no shift in lighting. No change in the air. No spatial transitions. Just a stack of boxes, growing taller, marking time the way nothing else could anymore.

Without those environmental shifts, the brain had no reason to make a cut. The film editor fell asleep at the desk. A Tuesday felt identical to a Saturday. March bled into August with zero neurological friction.

People joke about the "blur" of the pandemic years, brushing it off as a quirk of being bored indoors. But it wasn't a quirk; it was a fundamental mechanical failure of human memory. We didn't just forget those years. Without event boundaries, our brains never actually recorded them in the first place.

The clocks didn't stop in 2020. But our ability to read them did. And when you remove the bookmarks from a story, you don't just lose your place. You lose the entire chapter.
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Chapter 2: The Phantom Years
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In early 2026, a bizarrely specific subculture began quietly forming on the fringes of the internet. It wasn't built around a conspiracy theory or a political movement. It was built around a shared, terrifying sense of vertigo.

It started in fragmented Reddit threads and buried forum posts. The authors were geographically and demographically scattered, but their accounts all shared the exact same DNA. They read less like journal entries and more like the frantic notes of people waking up from a collective coma.

"I was twenty-six when they sent us home from the office," one user wrote. "Last week, I turned thirty-two. I have the credit card statements to prove I lived those six years, but I don't have the memories. It feels like someone else played my character while I was away from the keyboard."

Another wrote: "I went into my apartment to wait out a two-week lockdown with a puppy. Yesterday, I had to put my dog on a joint-supplement diet for senior health. I feel like I time travelled."

This wasn't nostalgia. Nostalgia is an aching fondness for the past. This was a deep, psychological dissonance. It was the unsettling realization that the bridge between who they were then, and who they are now, had simply vanished.

Psychiatrists have a clinical term for the disconnect between your physical reflection and your internal sense of self: depersonalization. It's a condition that produces exactly this symptom—a feeling of watching your own life from outside, alongside a distorted, unreliable sense of how much time has actually passed. But what was happening in 2026 wasn't happening to a few isolated patients. It was happening to millions of people simultaneously.

They were looking in the mirror and seeing gray hair, deeper laugh lines, and older eyes, but their internal clock was still firmly stuck in 2019. The biological hardware had continued to age, but the psychological software had crashed during the update.

We had created a new demographic: the temporal ghosts. Millions of people physically occupying the year 2026, but mentally stranded on the other side of a six-year canyon they couldn't remember crossing.

The Ghost Milestones

If losing track of ordinary time was disorienting, losing track of extraordinary time was something closer to grief. Buried inside the same forum threads was a second, sharper category of testimony—not people who felt they'd lost years in general, but people who realized they'd lost the specific years that were supposed to matter most.

"We got married in the March before it happened," one woman wrote. "Our first dance as a couple is on video, but I don't remember dancing. I remember March, and then I remember our second anniversary, and nothing in between."

A father posted a single, devastating line: "My daughter learned to walk during the blur. I have the photo. I don't have the memory of being in the room." In the background of that photo, a television glows with the frozen, muted grid of a Zoom call nobody had bothered to close.

Another
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