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Chapter 1: The Always-On Pulse
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You wake before your alarm. Not to birdsong or light, but to the ghost vibration in your palm—the phantom buzz of a message that never came. Your hand finds the phone on the nightstand before your eyes open. Screen flare. Three notifications. None urgent. All answered within twelve seconds.

You do not remember breathing.

In the kitchen, the coffee machine hums. Your thumb swipes open an email while water boils. A podcast begins in your ear—something about “optimizing your morning.” You chew toast you don’t taste. Outside, dawn softens the trees. You do not look.

This is not negligence. It is efficiency. You have trained yourself well.

The pulse you follow is not your own. It’s the rhythm of the feed: refresh, respond, repeat. A heartbeat made of data, not blood. You move through the morning like a cursor—precise, frictionless, never resting. When your partner says good morning, you nod. You do not turn. You are already three steps ahead, composing a reply in your head to a message you haven’t read yet.

Later, on the train, bodies press close but eyes stay down. Everyone glows. Blue-white light on cheekbones, thumbs tapping like metronomes. No one speaks. No one needs to. Connection is assumed. Proximity is irrelevant. You are all present—just not here.

You check the weather. You check your calendar. You check a headline that tightens your chest. You do not pause. Pausing feels like falling behind.

At your desk, you open six tabs before sitting. Calendar. Email. Project tracker. News. Messaging app. Analytics dashboard. Each window promises control. Together, they create a hall of mirrors where urgency echoes endlessly, and stillness is the only thing missing.

You take a breath—finally—but it’s shallow, automatic, the kind that fuels function, not feeling. It does not reach your ribs. It does not slow your pulse. It simply keeps the machine running.

At lunch, you scroll while eating. A colleague asks how you are. “Good,” you say. “Busy.” The word fills the space like static. They nod. They understand. Everyone is busy. No one is well.

That afternoon, your screen freezes. For three seconds, nothing responds. No cursor, no sound, no light beyond the gray void of a stalled browser. In that gap, something strange happens: you notice your hands. Pale. Still. Holding nothing. You feel the chair beneath you. The air in the room—cool, stale. You hear your own exhale. Just once. Then the screen returns. You click. The world resumes.

You do not mention the pause to anyone. It felt too private. Too fragile. Like finding a secret room in a house you’ve lived in for years—but one that vanishes if you try to show it to someone else.

That night, you lie in bed. The room is dark except for the soft blink of standby lights: router, charger, smart speaker. You think about sleep, but your mind races through tomorrow’s tasks. You reach for your phone—not to check anything, just to hold it. Its weight is familiar. Reassuring. A talisman against the quiet.

You do not notice that your partner is already asleep beside you. You do not notice the way their breath rises and falls in slow rhythm with the night. You do not notice that your own breath has quickened again, chasing an invisible finish line.

You fall asleep mid-scroll. The phone slips from your hand, screen still lit, casting a pale rectangle on the ceiling until the battery dies.

In the silence that follows, the house breathes for you.
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Chapter 2: Invisible Absences
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You don’t realize something is missing until you trip over its outline.

It happens on a Tuesday. Rain taps the office windows—soft, irregular. You’re reviewing a document when your screen dims. Battery at 12%. You fumble for the charger, plug it in, and watch the lightning bolt icon appear. Relief, immediate and quiet. Then you pause.

Why did that matter so much?

Not the battery. The relief. The way your shoulders dropped as if you’d narrowly avoided falling. You weren’t losing power—you were losing access. To what? Emails. Calendar. Cloud storage. The illusion of continuity. Without it, you’d be stranded in your own body, with nothing to do but sit.

The thought unsettles you. You reopen the document.

Later, walking home, you pass a couple on a bench. They sit side by side, not speaking. Both stare at phones. Between them, a paper cup of coffee steams, untouched. Rain beads on the rim. You wonder who bought it. Who forgot to drink it. Whether they’ll remember this moment tomorrow—or if it will dissolve into the blur of “a day like any other.”

You tell yourself they’re fine. You’re fine. Everyone’s fine.

But that night, in the shower, water hot enough to sting, you realize you haven’t spoken to your sister in three weeks. Not truly spoken. You’ve liked her posts, replied to a voice note with a thumbs-up emoji, sent a GIF that said “same.” But you don’t know if she’s sleeping through the night. If she still takes her tea with two sugars. If she’s lonely.

The absence isn’t dramatic. It has no shape, no sound. It’s the space between “How are you?” and “Good, you?”—a gap so routine it no longer registers as loss.

At work the next day, your team meets via video call. Twelve faces in grid view. Everyone says their piece. Nods. Agreements. Deadlines confirmed. Afterward, your manager says, “Great sync!” You echo the sentiment. But as the window closes, a question surfaces: Did anyone actually see anyone else?

You replay the call. No one’s camera flickered to adjust for light. No one laughed mid-sentence. No one said, “Wait—what did you mean by that?” They performed clarity. They avoided friction. They mistook coordination for connection.

You think of your childhood kitchen. Your mother chopping onions, crying, laughing at a radio song. Your father leaning against the counter, hands in pockets, telling a story that went nowhere but felt like home. No agenda. No outcome. Just presence pooling in the room like warm air.

You haven’t felt that in years.

That weekend, you try. You invite a friend over. “Just to talk,” you say. They agree. When they arrive, you make tea. Sit across from each other. And then—silence. Not peaceful. Awkward. Heavy. You both reach for your phones almost at once. Laugh it off. “Old habits,” they say. You nod.

But later, alone again, you wonder: When did silence become something to escape?

You scroll through photos on your phone—hundreds of them. Parties. Sunsets. Group shots. Everyone smiling. But in most, eyes are tired. Smiles don’t reach the jawline. Arms around shoulders feel performative. You search for an image where two people are truly looking at each other—not at the camera, not at their phones, but into each other’s faces, absorbed. You find one. It’s from three years ago. A quiet moment on a porch. No caption. No likes. Just your cousin holding your hand after your grandmother’s funeral. Both of you raw. Both of you there.

You stare at it longer than you intended.

The next morning, you wake before your alarm again. This time, you don’t reach for your phone. You lie still. Listen. The hum of the refrigerator. The creak of floorboards as your partner turns in their sleep. Your own breath—still shallow, but now noticed.

For ten seconds, you do nothing. No plan. No list. No input. Just existence, unoptimized.

It feels foreign. Almost irresponsible.

But beneath the discomfort, something else flickers: recognition. This is me. This is now.

You don’t hold onto it long. The day pulls you back—the emails, the calls, the endless stream of “next.” But the flicker remains. A quiet alarm ringing in reverse: not “Wake up to do,” but “Wake up to be.”

You start carrying a small notebook. Not for tasks. For absences.

Didn’t ask how his job interview went.
Forgot to look her in the eyes when she said goodbye.
Sat through dinner thinking about a reply I haven’t sent.
The list grows. Not with guilt, but with clarity. You’re not failing. You’re distracted. And distraction, you’re beginning to see, is a kind of disappearance.

Not yours alone. Everyone’s.

The tragedy isn’t that we’ve lost touch. It’s that we’ve forgotten we’ve lost it.

We walk through rooms full of people and feel alone. We send “thinking of you” texts and feel connected. We measure closeness in response time, not resonance.

And all the while, the real moments—the glances that linger, the silences that hold, the hands that rest without purpose—slip through our fingers like water, unnoticed, unlamented.

Until one day, you notice.

Not because something broke.

But because, for a second, the noise stopped.

And in that gap, the absence had a name.
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Chapter 3: Efficiency’s Hollow Wins
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You finish the project two days early. Your inbox floods with praise. “Incredible turnaround!” “How do you do it?” “You’re a machine!” You smile. Say thank you. Forward the compliments to your manager. Then sit back, stunned by the emptiness in your chest.

You won.

So why do you feel like you lost something?

It started weeks ago—a tight deadline, a high-stakes client, a promise to deliver “seamless integration.” You said yes. Then you optimized. You blocked time. Automated replies. Delegated tasks with surgical precision. You ate meals at your desk. Slept six hours. Skipped calls from your mother. Told your partner, “I’ll be present this weekend—just not now.”

Now is always deferred.

The work itself was clean. Elegant, even. Slides sharp. Data crisp. Every deliverable on time. You even built a dashboard that tracks emotional sentiment in customer feedback—ironic, given how little you’ve felt in weeks.

At the final presentation, you spoke with calm authority. No stumbles. No “ums.” You fielded questions like a chess player seeing ten moves ahead. Afterward, your team clapped. Someone sent a celebratory GIF: a rocket launching into space. You replied with a flexed bicep emoji. The exchange took four seconds.

Later, alone, you scrolled through the project folder. Every file named, dated, archived. A perfect digital skeleton. But where was the warmth? The friction that sparks insight? The late-night call when someone said, “This feels off—let’s try again”? You had none of that. You’d engineered it out.

Efficiency, you realize, doesn’t just save time. It sanitizes experience.

That night, you video-call your sister. You’ve scheduled it—a 20-minute slot between two meetings. “Just checking in,” you say. She’s in her kitchen, stirring soup. You ask how she is. She hesitates. “Fine,” she says. But her voice is thin. You notice shadows under her eyes. You want to ask more—but your next meeting reminder pulses on your screen. Red dot. Five minutes.

“I’ve got to jump,” you say. “Love you.”
“Love you too,” she replies, already turning away.
You close the call. The screen goes black. You tell yourself you’ll call again soon. But you know: soon is a placeholder for guilt.

The next morning, your partner makes pancakes. A rare treat. You sit at the table, phone facedown. For three minutes, you talk about nothing—the neighbor’s new dog, a dream they had, the way the light hits the maple tree in the yard. Then your phone buzzes. Just once. You don’t pick it up. But your eyes flicker toward it. Your partner notices. The conversation stalls.

“I’m here,” you say quickly.
“I know,” they say. But they fold their napkin slowly, neatly, and stand to wash the plates.
You stay seated. The pancakes cool. The moment evaporates.

You begin to see it everywhere: the trade-offs dressed as wins.

You use a voice assistant to send birthday messages to five friends. Personalized, even. “Hope you



























d2d_images/cover.jpg
Nilion Filho





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





