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How funny, that the place here where I feel most “at home” is so claustrophobic and stinky.   The dwelling toilets here are no more inviting than back home.  Same old screaming starts when you are done with you business.  Only they talk in some weirdly diversified voice; I guess, it is being generated through their smarty residential security system.  As if I care who talks to my ass.  

As for the rest of this place, it basically scares me so much that I spent most of my time in here – at the john.  I wish they would just give up, and let us all go.  We don’t need their pity.  And a normal person will never be able to adjust to this place.  They actually have to physically eat here, no food enhancers – not even in “needle” form, I’m not even talking about the regular tablets.

It was that stupid Incident Seventeen that screwed up my life, and for a matter of fact, everybody else’s in our guild.  What am I talking about – “an incident”?  For them it was an incident but for normal people it was a regular test.  And the test worked.  It really did.  We were just one more run away from creating the chronometers of senses - such a long awaited addition to our Control Cycler.  More rational control of a human body.  Each person is a master of his system.

They locked us up at this base, tagged us, and are putting us through the “humanization” process.  What do they know about being human?  They are all dependent on sleeping, eating, and copulating.  Nothing separates them from animals.  They cannot control their body for shit.  They are even able to “feel” pain, whatever that means.

I cannot believe that I’ve been stuck in this shit hole for almost a week.  The disconnection from the C-Cycler is not working out for me too well.  We all heard stories of disconnected people staying in shape for over a month, but they are the merchants, and they train for such a thing from early childhood.   I wonder which part of the systems breaks first?  I’m already beginning to feel the thing they call “hunger”.  That growling in your stomach, that doesn’t want to go away until you feed it something.  I felt so ashamed the first time it happened, that I ran up here and spend some time trying to get that food out of me.  And those “white coats” are so happy with the progress I’m making.  A progress towards what?  
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