
 

 

 
Nathan awakes in an unknown void. Nothing but a sinister darkness can be seen.  

“Wh-Where am I?” 
 

The formless darkness envelopes Nathan. He knows he’s moved, feels it, but the surroundings look the 
exact same 

 

“H-hello?” 
 

The chill of a cold and dry gust blows through, taking away Nathan’s breath. It’s unlike any normal 
winter wind Nathan has ever felt. It carries a hopelessness never meant to be felt by man.



 

 

 

 

H̵̘́ȇ̷͓ l̸̮̊  l̵̫̿  o̸̘͝   ̴͙̓C̴̢̀ h̴̗͊  ǐ̵͉ l̶̫̂  d̶͉͌ ​
​

An unfathomable number of voices come from all around. No two are alike, almost like every human 
ever born were all speaking. Each voice staggers off of eachother, an endless echo in the dark. The all 

encompassing noise tears at the soul. Weak minds would crumble at the sound. Nathan screams out in 
agony.  

 

“Wh-Who are you! What are you!” 

 



 

 

"̶͍̀=T̶̡̓h̵͔̑  ḛ̵̌  ̵̧̓q̴̰̔ u̷̧͛ e̵̱͒ s̵̗̈ t̶̠̑ i̶͍̚  ỏ̶̱ ǹ̵̪  ̸̟̑i̸̱͛  s̵̗̍ n̶̯̆ '̵̼̆t̷̪̅  ̶͚̿ẃ̸̱ h̸̛̯o̴̩̅  ̷͓̇w̶̡͑ e̶̟̔  

̵̧̑a̸̧̋  r̷͔̀ e̴̻̊ ,̵̯̿ ̸̖̏n̶̉͜ó̴̖ r̴̞̎   ̶̩͋ẅ̴͓́  h̶̭̚  â̶͚ t̴͕̋  ̴̳̚w̵̝͊ e̴̦̾  ̵̩͗a̷̟̒  r̵̠̄  e̵̮͝ .̸͕͠ ̶̻̾Ḭ̶̒ t̵̝̄  ̷̥͑ḯ̷͜ś̷̰  

̶̨̛w̵͉͌ ḩ̴͠ o̴̞̽  ̷͈̇ẁ̸̺ ĕ̷̼  ̸̙͑à̴̻ ṟ̵͝ ě̷͎  ̶̼̋n̵͍͂  o̶͎̍ t̸͉̑  
 

Out of the inky black, white figures appear. Faces rise as they try to escape their cruel fate and fall as 
their once again realize the uselessness of it all. An unending tide of horror from beneath. Untold 

numbers of them emerge. All are so close together yet separated by the everlasting darkness of void 
they seem infinitely far apart. 

 

Nathan scrambles back, tries to run. Even swats at one that gets too close, and misses, only to see that 
it is truly so far away. The effort is futile. They are all encompassing. 

 

Y̴̞̋ò̷̳ u̶͖͘  ̸̳̑c̴͇̓ ȧ̵̺ n̶̜̿  n̶̬̑ ǒ̵̪ t̶̬̏  ̷͔͒r̸̠̈  u̵̝̕  n̸̬͋  ̴̛͓f̸̱͑  r̴͍̿  o̴͓̕  m̸̼̕   ̶̻͆w̸͔̃  ȟ̷̫ a̶͗͜t̸̺̿  

̶̕͜w̶͎͝  ã̷̮ s̵͘ͅ,̶̤̒ ̸̣̊i̷̠̔  s̸̺̄ ,̸̪̅ ̶̦̐a̷̩͂ n̴̨̿ d̵̫͐  ̵̘̎w̶̻̅ ḯ̷̩ĺ̷͜ l̷̙̂   ̴͕̃b̷͉̈́   e̴̩̿ .̶͓͂ ̷̝̂Y̴̤͝  ȯ̴̪ ǘ̵̖'̴̘͋r̵͈̀ e̸͓͐  

̷͓͋f̶̳́ u̶̜͛ t̶͊͜i̵̹͠ l̴͚̂  ȉ̶̯ t̴̖̓ í̴͜ë̸̘́  s̶̱̓  ̶̳̚ẃ̵̝ i̸͙̊  l̸̡̽ ļ̷̕ ̷̠͠g̸̛̞ė̴̪ t̸̙͋  ̶̧͗y̵̫̒  o̷̳͋ u̴͕͛  



 

 

̴̠͑n̷͓̍  o̸͙̓ w̴͓͗ ȟ̶̗ e̵̠͂ r̸̗̆  e̵͈̓ .̵̘̈́ ​

​

“What are you talking about!? 

Nothing you say makes any 

sense!” 

S̸͍͝ẗ̵̫́  r̶̫͠ a̵̛̫n̵̽ͅg̸̳̚ ȇ̷̠ .̵̥͝ ̴̭̀I̴̺͘m̷̺͝  p̷̝͘ a̸̙͝ l̷̢̒ p̷̹͒ ȧ̴̭ b̵͇̂ l̶̲̀ e̵̮͘ !̶̭̀ ̷̢̕W̸̻̒ḫ̷̃a̵̹̚ ṯ̶̎  ̸̠̂i̵̹̾ ś̵̲  

̴̙̃h̸̛͖è̷͜ ?̷̭̀ ̴̥͑N̶̦̍ o̴̮͒ .̸͘ͅ ̸̺̏I̷̜͋  s̴̀͜ ̷̮̚h̴̥͌  ẻ̷͕  ̸̱̈U̶̩̇ s̶͚̎ ?̸̠̚ ̵̟̐P̵̤̈́  ẽ̵͎ r̴̹̐  h̴̹̍  a̶͎͑ p̵̨͐  ṡ̵̤ .̶̡͠ 

̴̫́Ḭ̸͠ n̷̫͛ c̶̗̒ ȯ̵̱ n̸͇̅ c̷͉̈ ȩ̸̈́  i̸̩͝ v̵̤́  a̸̖̋  b̷̦͛ l̶͈͑  e̸̫͗ .̴͚̋​



 

 
The voices all seem to start arguing, and then suddenly, one lone voice calls out.​

​

̸̀͜"̴̩̐Ĥ̸̟ e̶͍͗  ̵͓͘i̴͔͛  s̸͔̃  ̴͚̕d̸̋ͅi̷̥̚  f̵͙̋  f̵͇̾  e̷̛̞r̸̨̈  e̸͌͜n̸͈̊ ţ̷̄ .̵̻͑ ̶͍̿R̵̲̔ e̷̎ͅs̶̝̓ ǐ̸̭ s̵̢̕ t̷͇̑ a̶̞̍ ǹ̷͇ t̶̙̓ .̶͈̓​
​

All at once with a newfound purpose the voices focus on Nathan. They speak as one for the first time.​
​
​

Ȳ̶̫Ô̵̻ Ụ̴͘ ̵̩̎W̸̤̅ Í̸͔ L̷̝̒  L̷̻̈   ̵̲͝C̸͇͆ Ö̴̺́  Ń̶͎ F̴͇͌ O̵̫͒ R̴͔͘ M̵͚͛  
​

The forms seem to rush at Nathan all at one​
​

“St-Stay away from me!”​
​

Nathan falls back on the one thing that he knows best. Since his military days only one thing has never 

failed him.  

BANG! 
A revolver lays unholstered. 6 empty shell casings remain. 6 bullets fly forever into nothingness. 

​
S̷̡͠ë̷̢́ ẽ̶ͅ  ̴̻͐w̶̡͘h̷̲̍  ḙ̵̄ ŕ̶̼ e̸͓͐  ̸̦͝ỷ̷̪ ȯ̸ͅ ų̷̕ r̵͙̅   ̷͍͒f̷͉̿  l̶̬̋  a̴͔͌ i̴̥͊  l̶̺͋ î̶̜ n̶͉͘ g̷̳̉   ̸̹̌g̶͈̔ e̸̢͠ ṯ̶̕ş̷͆  



 

 

̶̨̑ỹ̴̟ ō̴̹ ȗ̵͔  ̴̱̅C̴͔̀  h̷͚̎  i̴̛͚l̶͔̀ d̴͎̕  .̵̦̐ ̸̥͂W̶̮͌ h̷̖͊  y̸͉̚   ̵̳͂d̵̬͝  o̴̰̊  ̵̤̓y̴̖̽  o̴̤̓ u̸̟̎  

̸͐͜š̴ͅ ṭ̸́ r̷̢̀ų̸̑ g̸͎̏ g̸̢̓ l̴̹̽ ẻ̷͇  ̷͕̚ş̴̽ ơ̶̼ ?̵̙́​
​

The darkness crawls slowly up Natha_'s suit. As it climbs, Natha_ disappears into the darkness. Swatting 
at the darkness staves it off for a fleeting moment. More is always waiting to continue from where it left 

off. Relentless. Unending.​
​

“I won't let you just take me!“​

​

H̷̃ͅẹ̸̚  ̵̣̏ś̸̫ ẗ̷̗́  ȉ̷̜ l̷̥͐  l̷̙̇   ̷͍͘ṛ̸̈ ẻ̴̙ s̶̺̏ i̶͎̎  s̷͔̉  ẗ̷̙́  s̷̢͂  ̷̼̈́ c̶̾ͅo̷̢̅ n̴͚͘ f̸͖̓  ŏ̴̟ r̴̰͗  m̸̤̂ i̵̹̽ t̷̬̿ y̸͓͊  .̵̋? 

̶͉̕C̸̫̃ ư̶̭ r̸̰̆  î̴̢o̵̖͂ u̶̢̾ s̶̛̟.̶̤͆ ̴͎̒H̷̞́  e̷̘̚  ̵̦̽ẅ̵̘ i̴̝͝ ļ̷̀ḽ̵̚  ̷̠͝b̶̰͋  e̴̛̜ ̴̯̈m̴̺̌ a̶̭͌ d̷͉͝  e̸̗̾  ̸̤̽ṫ̷͙ ȏ̷̤  

̸̢͛s̷̪͌ ǔ̸̙ ḇ̵͋ m̶͔̅ i̴͓̽  ṭ̸͑ .̴̺̄​
​



 

 
Memories seem to go with the void every time it's swatted away. Nath__ ‘s very being is leaving him. 

The sea continues rising undeterred.​
​

“DO YOU KNOW WHO I AM! I’VE 

SURVIVED WORSE THAN THIS 

AND I’LL SURVIVE THIS TOO!”​

​

Tendrils snake further up the white fibers of the suit forever tainting it black as a clear night sky. The 
void permeates Nat___ to the bone. 

​

Y̸̙͒o̵͜͝ ủ̸̹  ̷͎̚w̸̠̓ ȉ̵̫ l̷̮͒  l̶̢͠  ̵͖̑b̴̬̑  e̵̮̅ c̶͍̀  o̷͎̓ m̴̦̿ ë̷͕́   ̷͍̂o̸̩̚ n̷̯̏ ȅ̷̫  ̸̮̈w̸̦̾ i̴̤̾  t̷͔̓ h̷̻̒   ̴͉̆ű̷̺ s̵͚̎ .̵̲̎ 

̷̺͒Ḯ̸͍t̸̯̕   ̸͔̚h̴͓̓  ạ̷̄ s̴͎̃  ̵̤͂a̷͝ͅl̸̟̈́  r̸͂͜e̶̫̐ a̵̛̙d̸̦̆ y̷͓̓   ̴̗̀b̵͕͂  e̷̫͊ e̷͈̋  n̶̡͛  ̸̬͠ș̴̊ó̴̦  ̴̧̈́ s̸̪̑ i̷̧͂ n̸̝̓ č̵̟ ẹ̸̆  

̵̜̂ŷ̵̧o̷̡͠ u̵̡̎  ̷͎̋ȩ̷͑ n̶͖̚ t̶̗̾ e̷̟͊ r̷͈͛  e̸͎͆ d̴̙͗  ̴̅͜t̴̛̪h̵͙͌  i̷̻͒  ṣ̵͛  ̶̫̒p̷̡̾ l̵͍̏ a̴̲͛ c̷̖̔ e̶͙͒ .̶͖̆​

 



 

 

“I WILL GET OUT OF HERE AND 

PUT YOU ALL IN A BOX YOU 

WILL NEVER ESCAPE FROM!”​
​

Na____’s hands are stained more and more as he continues beating at the darkness. Its up to his chest 
now. Escape is not possible anymore, if it ever was. The void is tugging at his feet, trying to pull him 

deeper. THEY close in on the struggling creature. Their voices grow louder.​
​

“WHAT ARE YOU?!”​
​

The sea of black has reached N_____’s head. The only way his face remains above is by tilting his head 
back. As ______ is pulled below one final line is heard 

 

 



 

 

W̷̳̿e̴̜͠  ̷͎̐ẘ̶̳ h̴̛̠o̵̲̾  ̶̪͐e̶͇͊ x̷̗̃ ȉ̷̻ ŝ̵̱ t̵̤͂  ̵̨̇o̷̝͘ u̸̜̚ t̸̡̀  ̸̲͑o̷̰͘ f̵̤̃  ̸̰͛m̴͋ͅě̴͚ m̴͉̃  ǫ̴͝ r̵̗̆  y̷̫̌  .̶̟͝ 

̵̧͒Ṱ̶̑ h̴̘͌  o̴̘̽ s̴̬̀  ë̵͎́   ̷͇͒t̴͙̋ h̵̩̄  a̴͛ͅt̸̰̋  ̷̮͗n̸̰͌  o̸̝͛ t̴̹͑  ̸̥̃e̶̪̊ v̵͙͝ e̵̥̒ n̵͈̑  ̵̙̽t̴̞͊ ḧ̴̟́  e̷̜̔  ̷̗̈́ e̵̩̾ a̷̭̒  r̴̥̎  t̴͖̅ ḥ̴̆  

̴̣́ŕ̸͚ ȇ̵̖ c̷̠̈ a̷̩̒  l̶̟͆  l̷̜͛  š̸ͅ .̷͈̅ ̸̰̊W̵̝͘ e̶̲͊  ̸̱̕ă̷͈ r̶̨̀ ḛ̶͑  ̸̘͌t̸̨͗ h̵̐ͅẹ̸̋  ̵͇̑f̶̹́ o̷̲͒ r̷͓̾  ģ̶̎ ỏ̷̦ t̶̟̋ t̸̜̒ ȇ̷̡n̵͙̔ .̶͝ͅ 

̸̢̿Y̸͓͂ o̵̥͠ u̷̺͌  ̷̡͘a̷̦̅ ř̶̟ e̷̩̎  ̷̤̐f̵̺̀ o̴̠͒ r̶͉̀ ǵ̶̣ o̴̥͂ t̸̠̐ t̷̥̒ ȅ̸͎ ṋ̷̛.̷̜̚​
The Celebrated  

https://docs.google.com/document/d/1UE7pxdUBT-GZeBSh2yWsgN70L8VsngIkWCNpkA7cBNM/edit?tab=t.0


 

 
 

A flash of white light suddenly. A buzz of noise can be heard all around. ______  curls up instinctively. 
After several seconds he gains the confidence to look around the room. Researchers run to the 

machine he has just emerged from swatting at fires. Parts of it are destroyed and coolant leaks from 
disconnected hoses. A few medical personnel rush to check on him.​

​
“WHAT’S HAPPENING!? WHERE AM I?!”​

​

“Well we just pulled you out from… wherever you were. Do you feel ok? What's your name?”​

​

“Oh finally real people! My name is ______.”​

​

“What?”​

​

“_____. Look right here on my keycard!”​

​

The researcher looks at the keycard of a site director. The name cannot be made out​
​

“Where did you get that! Give it to-”​

​

The doors slam open and a group of Alpha-1 step into the room​
​

“Leave that keycard alone. Everyone back away from that person. They will be coming with us.”​

​

______ is escorted from the room to a helipad. Silence dominates the entire trip​
​

“Where are we going?”​

​

“That's not something you need to know. You have some questions to answer.” 


