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The narrator watched all this without surprise. He had
seen many people mistake movements for mountains,
believing liberation existed somewhere above instead
of beside them.

Years drifted by again.

Then one summer the traveler returned carrying
something stranger than mirrors.

He carried seeds.

Small, dark seeds gathered from conversations long
buried beneath dust.

He planted them carefully inside other people's ears.
Some sprouted into suspicion.

Some into certainty.

Some into memories that no longer belonged to those
who remembered them.

One seed grew from an old joke uttered in a room
clouded by intoxication, years before anyone imagined
it could survive outside that night. The words had long
ago died in the narrator's memory, dissolved among
hundreds of equally foolish conversations.

But C had preserved the shell.

Not the laughter.

Not the context.

Only the shape.
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Years later, C held the empty shell of an old joke before
strangers as though it had always concealed a monster.
No one had questioned it when it was spoken. It
simply waited until it became useful.

Only then did the Ladder reveal itself.

Its rungs were abandoned friendships. Its rails were
borrowed trust. Every step demanded another memory
be stripped of its context, another face become a
foothold.

Looking down, C expected to find followers.

Instead, thousands of discarded masks stared back with
his own eyes. Then the Ladder vanished.

There had never been any Ladder.

There had only been the belief that he was climbing.
For the first time, C understood that he had spent
years suspended above an abyss, mistaking other

people's faith for solid ground.

The fall had begun long before he noticed he was
falling.
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Set inside an anarchist
underworld slowly
infected by invisible
hierarchies, this
nightmare follows a man
who mistakes every
human connection for
another rung.

The higher he climbs, the
less remains of the people
below—until only the
Ladder remembers who

he used to be.
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