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Preface: A Mirror of Springs and Shadows
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Dear Reader,

You are about to step into Societa, a world where clocks whisper lies, laughter chains souls, and rust blooms like a fatal flower. This is not merely a story—it is a labyrinth of coiled questions. Here, machines breathe with the weight of human longing, and cities are not built of stone, but of fear, desire, and the fragile scaffolding of belief.

At its heart walks Springman, a creature of tension and torque, born from the groaning gears of a forgotten machine. His journey is yours. It is ours. Through the Estates—those gilded cages of joy, silence, and hunger—you will confront the paradoxes that haunt all who dare to ask: What does it mean to exist? To resist? To hope?

Societa is a mirror. Its cracks reflect the fractures within us all: the masks we wear, the gods we invent, and the prisons we mistake for sanctuaries. As Springman wanders, so too will you wander—through the metallic graveyards of decayed purpose, the feverish dances of borrowed joy, and the silent screams of suppressed selves. This is a tale of unraveling, but also of repair. Of springs snapping, but also of seeds taking root in rust.

Do not seek answers here. Seek echoes. For in Springman’s creaking steps, you may hear the rhythm of your own unspoken tensions.

Welcome to the journey.

Title: The Journey of Springman
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Chapter 1: The Birth of Springman
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The machine was ancient, its gears rusted into a skeletal grin, coils tangled like the roots of a tree that had long forgotten sunlight. It squatted in the shadow of a crumbling tower in the Estate of Trembling Minds—a place where the air itself seemed to vibrate with unease, as if the walls whispered secrets too heavy to hold. The machine had not moved in decades, perhaps centuries, but deep within its labyrinthine mechanisms, something stirred.

A spark. A twitch. A coil unwound, then rewound itself with a metallic snap that echoed like a dying man’s last breath.

Deep in its gears, a single coil spun counterclockwise—a rhythm that would take decades to unravel.

Slowly, almost reluctantly, the machine began to hum. Its gears groaned as they turned, and its springs stretched and contracted like the muscles of a waking beast. From the heart of the machine, a figure emerged—a being made entirely of springs, from the spirals of his hair to the coils of his toes. He was Springman, though he did not yet know his name.
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HE OPENED HIS EYES—OR rather, the tiny springs that served as his eyes—and the world unfurled before him in smudged grays and feverish shadows. His body creaked as he took his first step, the springs in his legs compressing and releasing with a rhythmic boing that ricocheted off the leaning walls. The sound seemed to startle the air itself, as if the Estate had forgotten what movement sounded like.

The Estate of Trembling Minds was a place of perpetual anxiety. The people here moved in jerky, unpredictable patterns, their eyes darting from side to side as if expecting danger at every turn. The walls were painted with murals of spirals and distorted clocks, their hands spinning endlessly in a mockery of time. A hunched old man—the Weeping Clockmaker—knelt nearby, his hands trembling as he tried to repair a shattered pocket watch. His tools clattered to the ground as Springman approached.

“Why do they fear the clocks?” Springman asked, his voice a metallic hum.

The Clockmaker looked up, his eyes rheumy and cracked like old glass. “Clocks are lies,” he rasped. “We build them to pretend time is a circle, not a noose. But the gears always rust. The hands always stop.” He gestured to the tower overhead, its stones veined with cracks. “This place? It’s a monument to fear. We tremble because we know the truth: everything unravels.”

Springman tilted his head, his springs creaking softly. “Even me?”

The old man laughed, a sound like dry leaves scraping stone. “Especially you. You’re made of tension, boy. Tension always snaps.”

Before Springman could reply, the Clockmaker returned to his work, muttering to the broken watch: “Tick-tock, tick-tock. Run all you want. The end tastes the same.”
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Chapter 2: A Society of Disorders
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Springman stepped beyond the borders of the Estate of Trembling Minds, his springs creaking softly as he crossed the threshold into the unknown. The air felt different here—less oppressive, but no less strange. Before him stretched a vast, uneven landscape dotted with towering gates, each adorned with symbols that hinted at the disorders within. The gates pulsed faintly, as if breathing.



The Estate of Eternal Bliss

The first gate arched like a serpent’s spine, carved with swirling patterns that seemed to writhe under Springman’s gaze. Above it, in bold, feverish script, glowed the words: Estate of Eternal Bliss.

The gates swung open to reveal a city bathed in golden light. Music thrummed—a discordant symphony of flutes and drums—while dancers spun in frenzied circles, their laughter sharp and brittle. Statues of grinning figures lined the streets, their smiles chipped and stained.

A woman collapsed near Springman’s feet, her laughter dissolving into wet, hacking sobs. “Why do you laugh when you’re in pain?” he asked, kneeling beside her.

She looked up, her mascara bleeding into the cracks of her forced smile. “Laughter is the leash,” she whispered. “If we stop, the darknessthe darkness—” Her voice broke as a man in a gold-trimmed robe yanked her upright, shoving a goblet into her hands. “Dance!” he barked. “The music never stops here.”

Nearby, a drunk philosopher slumped against a lamppost, his robe stained with wine. “Absurdity is the only truth,” he slurred to no one. “Everything else is a dance to drown the silence.”

Springman wandered until the music blurred into a headache. He paused beside a fountain where revelers refilled their goblets, the liquid inside shimmering unnaturally. A child with ash-smudged cheeks watches silently as Springman leaves Eternal Bliss.

A child—no older than ten—reached for a cup, but a guard slapped her hand away. “Not for you,” he sneered. “Joy is rationed here.”



The Estate of Still Waters

The second gate was a monolith of smooth, featureless stone. Above it, in stark block letters, read: Estate of Still Waters.

The air reeked of stagnant water and ink. Every footstep echoed like a dropped stone, though no ripples disturbed the fountain.

Silence swallowed Springman as he entered. The streets were empty, the buildings blank as tombstones. A man sat by a fountain, his hands resting on his knees, eyes fixed on the water’s glassy surface.

“What is this place?” Springman asked.

The man did not look up. “Stillness is safety. Move, and you drown.”

At the edge of the square, a figure hunched over a slab of stone—the Stone Poet. His hands trembled as he carved words into his own flesh, blood pooling around his feet. “To feel nothing is to be nothing,” he muttered. “But to feel? That is the real madness.”

Springman reached out to touch the fountain’s water. His reflection stared back—a tangle of springs, coiled and restless. “Is this who I am?”

The man finally met his gaze. “Reflections lie. The truth is deeper.”



The Estate of Unbridled Desires

The third gate dripped with gilt and grotesque carvings—figures entwined in ecstasy and agony. Above it, in cursive that slithered like smoke, read: Estate of Unbridled Desires.

The walls oozed sweet rot, the scent clinging to Springman’s coils like syrup. Somewhere, glass shattered to the rhythm of uneven laughter.

The air reeked of perfume and decay. Murals shifted on the walls: one moment a feast, the next a corpse picked clean by crows. A woman clawed at a golden goblet, her eyes wild. “I need it,” she hissed. “I need it more than air.”

A priestess in iridescent robes glided toward Springman. “Desire is the fire that keeps us alive,” she purred, her voice honeyed and hollow. “Indulge, and you’ll never burn out.”

He watched a man stagger past, jewels spilling from his arms. “What happens when you get what you desire?” Springman asked.

The priestess’s smile faltered. “Then you learn to want harder.”



The Question

Springman left the estate, the echoes of laughter and whispers clinging to his coils. He paused at the edge of the unknown, the gates looming behind him like accusing fingers.

“Why do they do this to themselves?” he wondered aloud.

The wind carried no answer—only the faint creak of his springs, tightening with doubt.
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Chapter 3: The Teapot Man and Other Encounters
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Springman’s journey led him to the Estate of Identity Conviction, where the streets were lined with statues of hybrid creatures—part human, part object. A bull with clockwork eyes. A woman with chiseled marble hands. The air smelled of wet clay and burning incense, and the sound of chanting echoed through the alleys. Above the gate, jagged letters declared: Estate of Identity Conviction.



The Teapot Man

At the city’s center stood a pedestal where the Teapot Man presided, his porcelain head gleaming under an artificial sun. His followers knelt before him, their faces hidden behind teacup-shaped masks. They chanted in unison, their voices rising and falling like steam from a kettle.

“Springman!” the Teapot Man boomed. “You are lost. Embrace your true form—become a teapot, and you will pour purpose into the world.”

Springman tilted his head. “Why a teapot?”

The Teapot Man’s painted lips curved into a beatific smile. “Teapots serve. They pour. They exist in harmony. You are nothing until you accept perfection.”

A follower stepped forward, clutching a cracked clay teapot. Their mask slipped, revealing a gaunt face streaked with tears. “I poured until I shattered,” they whispered. “Now I hold only echoes.”

The Teapot Man’s smile tightened. “Imperfection is a test. Break, and you will be remade.”

Springman recoiled as the follower placed the cracked teapot on the pedestal. The Teapot Man pressed his hand to it, and the clay split further. “You see? Even broken things strive for wholeness.”



The Valley of the Mirror Souls

The next gate opened to a world of reflections. Every surface—walls, floors, even the sky—gleamed like polished glass. People moved in perfect unison, their faces hidden behind mirrored masks. They spoke only in echoes.

“Who am I?” Springman asked a figure.

“Who am I?” the figure echoed, its voice hollow.

He reached out to touch its mask, but his hand passed through it like smoke. The figure shattered into shards of light, each fragment reflecting a different part of Springman: a spring, a boy, a shadow.

A woman stood nearby, her mask split down the middle. One half mirrored Springman’s coils; the other showed a human face. “Masks are cages,” she said. “Remove yours, and you’ll see the cracks.”

“What if I’m afraid of what’s beneath?”

The woman laughed, her mask splintering further. “Fear is the first truth. The second is this: you are not one self. You are many—and none.”



The Estate of the Eternal Child

The final gate was painted in garish colors, its archway shaped like a grinning clown. Above it, looping letters declared: Estate of the Eternal Child.

Adults in oversized overalls played with wooden blocks and tin soldiers. A man cranked a jack-in-the-box, his hands trembling. “Stay young,” he giggled. “Adulthood is a graveyard.”

A woman with paint-smeared cheeks tugged Springman’s arm. “Play with us! Growing up is a disease!”

He watched as the jack-in-the-box sprang open, a clown’s head popping
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