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1

A
nthropomorphism is the attribution of human traits,

emotions, or intentions to non-human entities. It’s a

natural tendency of the human species. Yet, what we call

natural is a concept stolen from nature and appropriated by humans.

In calling it a natural tendency, we forget that there is nothing

natural about it, as other organisms on Earth don’t engage in this

formof behavior. Herewe are facedwith anunfortunate conundrum.

What is the opposite of anthropomorphism?

The rain had stopped. Pearls of water still hung on the leaves,

their weight leaning on the green convex shapes. The man took

one step and looked into the puddle on the ground. Mud was

floating on the surface, giving the water that half-dirty half-

clear look you can only see after heavy rainfalls. His head was

shaped like a normal human head and his hair converged into

two brown smocks like two ears. The horns…

The horns were just a reflection of mud in the water. He took

another step, and his foot splashed the water. His head was

throbbing with the pain of a hangover. He remembered his

green-colored house, the lush valley near the river. But that

was a long time ago when he was young, when his grandparents

still lived and they used to take him along in their trips through
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the evergreen forest. So much time has passed. He shook his

head, and his head was heavy.

Before he could take another step, a big creature came out

from a bush not fivemeters in front of him. The creature looked

like a big deer, with dumb and lazy eyes; its ears were very large

and moved slowly like it was listening for sounds of dangers.

He almost recognized it from his long-ago trips, but he was out

of touch with nature so he didn’t know the true name of the

creature. It was for sure some kind of dear but he couldn’t say

more.

The creaturewaited, andhewaited too, unsurehow toproceed.

Fromwhat he remembered, the forest animals were wild with

no exceptions. Even a weak deer could injure him if the animal

was frightened and he was not careful. But then the deer turned

around and stopped looking at him. Its neck scooped down and

the deer started to graze the thin, wet grass.

He sighed and took a step back. He stumbled and almost fell,

one hand in the puddle full of mud. He got back on his feet and

looked at the piece of metal that tripped him. It was a large

rectangular shape made of glass, enclosed in a thick metal body

with round corners. The metal was scratched and dented and

full of torn leaves andmuddy stains. He tried to pick it up, but

his hands were not working as they should. He was shaking,

and his vision was blurry. Something was going on. He didn’t

remember if he took hismedicine. He tried to search his pockets

only to realized he was wearing very thin clothes made of wool

or soft leather.

A beep came from the electronic piece he managed to set it

near the trunk of a fallen tree, screen facing the sky. The beep

continued, and he tried to clean the screen with his hand. The

beep suddenly stopped, and letters formed on the screen like
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ants crawling onto each other.

He cleaned the screenof dust usinghis furry sleeve. The letters

spelled: “Hello! Welcome to the game, Mr. E!” Mister E. What

kind of name was that? His initials? Why E? He couldn’t think

of a single name that starts with the letter E. But he was so close.

His mind was working intensely, but the only words he could

articulate were:

“Who am I?”

The device beeped, each letter forming in sequence: “You

registeredasMr. E.Nomoredata available. Anyquestionsbefore

we begin?”

“What is this place? Why am I here?” he asked in a pleading

voice.

The screen didn’t change. This time, the letters disappeared,

in their place three dots slowly appearing.

“…”

“…”

“Classified information. Any other questions?”

“You’re not going to answer anyway. Why bother?”

“Very well,” the letters said. “The game is ready to begin.”

Another pause. A new sentence:

“Mr. E, good luck!”

“For what?” Mr. E yelled.

“Survive.”

Mr. E stared at the screen, a blue glow over the letters. The

letters began to fade and the screen turned dark.

“Hey, come back,” he grabbed the device and started shaking

it in mid-air. “What do youmean survive? What in the name of

nature is going on here?”

He dropped the screen. His hand started to shake, and the

motion traversed his whole arm all the way to the shoulder. He
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left his arm fell and jumped around. He just heard a ruffle in

the leaves. The deer was watching him. Its eyes were blank as

though the creature was staring right through him.

“Okay, stay calm,” he whispered to himself.

The deer took one step and brushed his big body to the side of

Mr. E, then continued his journey. Mr. E sighed in relief.

And then, the rain started.

The raindrops fell incessantly, drop after drop, round and

small, soaking the land in a rain blanket. The deer bolted

towards a faraway tree. Its branches looked heavy with leaves

andwater droplets. Mr. E didn’t mind the rain, at first. But soon

after, it started to burn. It was just water, he tried to tell himself.

It’s just water.

But the raindrops felt heavy on his clothes, and soon, he felt

them on his skin. Swirling threads of smoke raised from the

places where rain touched the ground. Swirling mists raised

from his clothes. As the rain touched more of his skin, he

panicked. The burns were mild at first, but they became too

severe to just shrug them as simple raindrops.

Mr. E had heard of acid rains, but this was something else.

Not water but pure sulphuric acid. He ran.

The deer waited under the heavy foliage. It looked calm and

used to these types of acid rainfalls. It lied down and grazed the

grass without a worry in the world. Mr. E . kept running. The

treewas too far away. The skin started to hurt and burned like he

had a thousand incisions on his skin. His feet were hurting, and

he was barefoot by now. He didn’t check if he wore any shoes

when he woke up in the ravine, but he was sure that now he was

running barefoot on acid ground.

He slipped and fell on one knee. The pain exploded in one

hundred places, his leg and his backmelting in strands of thin
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rivulets of exposed skin. The tree was so close. He couldn’t give

up now. He shouldn’t give up now. The deer blinked, its eyes

piercing his soul.

He screamed and got up, propelling himself forward with his

good leg. He fell headfirst in the muddy grass under the tree.

The ground was soft and comforting, one thousand wounds felt

like healing instantly on his skin. He dragged his wounded leg

under him. He could still move it, but it burned like… well, it

burned like hell. If it was ever appropriate to use this expression

now it was the time. The deer stared at him and shook its head

in approval. “You did good,” it seemed to say.

He had so many questions, but none of themmattered now.

He was alive.

He managed to survive. For now.
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W
e call instinct an innate behavior that drives living

organisms towards a particular complex behavior. It

is a fixed action pattern, wrongly thought of as a habit.

Instinct is the point outside consciousness and implicitly stated in

the genetic code. It’s the most fundamental a priori set of events

known to most living entities. The controversial question is: can we

change instinct and still call it instinct?

Mr. E woke up refreshed. The birds were chirping and the wind

ruffled the leaves of the tree. Somewhere, he could hear the

buzzing of small insects. Still half-dreaming, the sound of the

ocean waves echoed in his mind. This melange of sounds, so

natural, so fitting made him force himself back to sleep.

A water droplet touched his cheek and split into dozens of

smaller droplets. He jumped straight on his feet, and the pain

coiled through his wounded leg. He looked around. The sun was

up, the clouds gone. No signs of rain. Probably just a droplet of

dew from the leaves above. He sighed relieved.

Wherewashis companion? Thedeerwasmissing. The shadow

of the tree diminished to the point that only one person could

be hidden against the merciless sun rays. He shrugged his

shoulders. Probably the deer went in search of food. After all,
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why would he care? He wanted out of this place, out of this

piece of wildland, and back to civilization. Just thinking back,

he could imagine the bustling streets and the urban sounds

of industry. Fumes and smog, the buzzing of electromagnetic

fields, the shrill of electronic interferences, the endless spinning

of cogwheels inside the escalators. How did he end up in the

middle of nowhere?

Let’s see. The sun is up in the sky, the shadows are almost

gone, must be noon, he thought to himself. The silence was

deafening. In truth, the noises of naturemixed into a cacophony

of sounds, a competing performance of music and color and

survival. But for Mr. E the silence was unnatural. The buzzings

of helicopters were replaced by the buzzings of insects, the

whooshings of airplanes were replaced by the gentle breeze

passing through the green canopy, the sounds of crowds were

replaced by birds’ songs. And so on. For Mr. E, this kind of

silence was unnatural. He panicked for a second and tried to

search for the familiar sight of the deer. The deer was there

when themadness started, so it was the deer that will guide him

to safety.

There was no point in trying to build a shelter. For one, he

didn’t knowanybasic survival skills, and two, every timehe tried

to use his hands to grab sticks and stones, the shakes prevented

him from using them as tools.

He startedwalking in the sun. Theway he saw it, any direction

was better than none.

After a while, a brown dot took shape on the horizon. The

horizon was undulating and patches of huge blue puddles

floating in the sky. The deer was there, grazing the grass

peacefully. When E approached, it lifted its head and shook

it in greeting.
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“Nowwhat?” E asked loudly.

The deer stared at him, its eyes large and round and teary.

“Yeah, I know,” E said. “I can’t get you to talk to me, can I?”

The deer nodded its head and returned to its favorite activity.

Mr. E stood for a few seconds staring at the animal’s body. “It’s

almost surreal,” he thought. He stretched his legs and headed

towards the blue patches of water.

Scattered all over the field, there were small ponds like giant

puddles of water gathered together in a giant’s footsteps. He

went closer and stared into the pale blue reflective surface. His

face was missing. He didn’t startle and didn’t start running.

He was making an assessment. He couldn’t perceive his face

because his vision was blurry. But on the other hand, the

landscape was crisp as someone dialed up the sharpness on a

high-definition screen to the maximum. He looked at his arms.

Blurry. He looked at his legs. Blurry. He looked back at the

reflection of his face. Blurry. He could make out the features of

a human being, but he couldn’t recognize the individual. Mr. E

was just a generic human. He laughed. It was true, though. He

wasn’t someone important. Just an average Joe, called Mr. E. If

that was his real name or a nickname he couldn’t tell.

Hemade his hands into a cup and took a sip of water. Refresh-

ing and cold. Looking back he saw the deer approaching him.

He waved as in seeing an old friend but the deer ignored him

and went to the pond to drink.

“Suit yourself,” Mr. E shrugged.

Somewhere along the path between the ponds, he could notice

some large bush-like structures. And very far away, a small

forest, a grove maybe. Without any other thoughts in mind, he

started towards the trees.

The closer he got, the noisier it became. At first, he didn’t
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notice the subtle buzzing in the air, thinking it came from inside

his ears. But after a while, he stopped in his tracks. The buzzing

was so loud that it seemed he was living inside a beehive. Mr. E.

was just a small social component of a very huge nest. The sound

reminded him of the city’s crowds. A noise always there in the

background of whispers, screams, and words mixed together

with the turning of wheels and the buzzing of electricity.

He passed a couple of bushes that were swaying in the wind.

The buzzing seemed to get louder every time he approached a

bush. But he didn’t notice this at first. Only when he was close

to the grove’s entrance, did he realized he was surrounded not

by worker bees, but by wasps big as his thumb. A swarm of very

angrywasps. Hisway forwardwas cut, hiswaybackwardwas cut.

The wasps seemed to surround him, and he felt the adrenaline

surge in his veins. If they decided to attack, he would surely be

dead.

Fortunately, they hovered like tiny helicopters in the air. A

gust of wind blew suddenly, and one of the wasps was thrown

away on the skin of his neck. Mr. E. screamed in surprise, and

the wasp bit. Then he screamed in terror and started running.

He only noticed it after he got three more bites. He was

running in circles. From somewhere behind him, the deer

dashed through the swarm of wasps. He couldn’t tell if it was

the same deer or another one. It looked a bit bigger than before

but he wasn’t sure.

Unconsciously, he followed the deer, but couldn’t keep up.

When the deer ran, it really ran, and Mr. E. was left behind in

the midst of the wasp swarm. The wasps’ bites were stinging,

reminding him of the acid rain. His skin was a large wound,

and he couldn’t tell if he was swollen already. He noticed his

movements were sluggish and slow, but it didn’t matter. He ran
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with all his strength to catch up with his deer-companion.

He finally saw it. The deer was deep inside the puddle of water

trying to hide his back from the few wasps that managed to

follow it there.

Mr. E ran like he never ran before in his life. He noticed the

first sign he wasn’t going to make it when his vision suddenly

failed in one eye, and he stumbled, falling to the ground and

rolling ahead a fewmeters. He struggled to get up and he saw

the pale blue water. He could almost taste it. Some wasp bit him

behind his ear, and he felt a shock through his neck going down

his spine. His legs jerked, and he jumped into the water with his

left side. The wasps suddenly flew away, hovering half a meter

above the water. Mr. E dragged his other leg beneath the water

and tried to head forward closer to the deer, his only light in the

darkness of wasps. Even the light of the sun seemed obscured

by the large swarm.

He touched somethingwithhis leg, before collapsingheadfirst

into the water. The nametag was a silver glow in the dirty water,

floating like memories from a previous life. The name engraved

on it read Elek Ramblestein. Mr. E’s final sensations before

losing consciousness were a feeling of elation in finding his past

name and a buzzing that ended with a pop and a crunch, like a

failure of an electromechanical circuit.

Before he died, Mr. E knew two things: his name was Elek

and the big deer creature that was always with himwas an elk.

He wasn’t sure why he cared about the second fact, but he was

happy to finally know the correct term.

Elek and the elk. He smiled and everything turned white.
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F
ear is such a fundamental emotion that it is, indeed, hard

to imagine a world without fear. Life is driven by fear. The

mother protecting her babies, the gazelle being chased by

the lion, the new intern giving a presentation. Fear is an instinctual

imprint acting as evolution’s right arm. Yet, fear in humans borders

on irrationality and thus slows the evolutionary process. We raise

the following issue. Is it time to get rid of fear?

Hewas sure that themoment one lost consciousness everything

should turn dark. After all, that’s what happened when he fell

asleep. But this time, everything was white.

In that whiteness, geometric shapeswere floating, their edges

and corners melting like in an abstract painting, sometimes

combining and forming anoddgeometric shape rotating against

its center of mass, this rotation making his mind melt and

mix with the non-defined universe and the mirror-like shapes

reflecting the white on white.

There was no source of light in this world, but he could still

perceive the whiteness. It looked like the rules of physics were

inverted. The absence of light didn’t create darkness, but the

opposite. He didn’t wonder how it could be, because his mind

perceived everything as normal. A white room illuminated from
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somewhere, so his cone and rod cells could distinguish the space

around him. When he tried to rub his eyes, his hands went

through his face and continue to rotate forever like a broken

carousel. His mind separated from his body, floating through

geometric shapes that he couldn’t even name, higher and higher

and higher.

When he reached several hundred meters high, as he learned

to appreciate distances, he saw the elk down below, surrounded

by small odd tridimensional geometric shapes. The shapes

continued to melt, and suddenly they popped out of existence.

The elk raised his head and look straight at Elek. His eyes were

almost human.

Elek woke up with a startle. The first thing he noticed was

the moon over the firmament. A full moon shone in sepia tones

and the sky was free of clouds. From spot to spot, several stars

blinked dimly.

The second thing he sensed was the cold. He was freezing.

He touched his skin and relaxed for a bit as he recognized the

thick layer of fur. Still, the night was freezing. Elek should keep

moving if he wanted to stay alive. Tomove is to live, that’s what

his mother always used to say. They were continuously moving

from place to place, his family and distant relatives, in search

of new lands rich in nutrients with favorable conditions for a

peaceful life. When the conditions became worse, it was time

to move, sometimes to a new place, sometimes back to the old

place. Their nomadic journey didn’t have a destination, they

were living off the land, with the land, guided by the land.

Elek remembered his elk companion. As soon as he thought of

his companion, flashes of the past experiences came back. His

skin still burned from place to place, but he was getting better.

If he kept moving, he would be fine. After the swarm of wasps
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attacked, he hit his head and almost drown, but in the process,

he discovered his identity. He slowly got better and traveled

towards the edge of the land, guided by his elk companion, his

true spirit animal.

The elk probably went ahead to scout the terrain, while he

slept. He heard soft thumping from behind and turned instantly.

The elk was coming slowly as if he said: “Everything’s clear.”

Of course, he couldn’t say anything, only looked at Elek with

his big almost human eyes. And Elek almost understood. It was

time to go. The elk could really run if he wanted to, but he didn’t

favor running. He always tried to conserve his energy, so they

usually walk together at a slow, methodical pace.

“This place is freezing,” said Elek. “No vegetation for miles

andmiles. Looks like the desert, I tell you.”

The elk shook his head in response.

“I know,” Elek said. “We need to keepmoving.”

The howl came without warning. Elek’s blood froze in his

veins and his companion stopped in his tracks. The only thing

on their mind was “Danger!”. The wind was blowing from the

front, carrying their scent behind, towards the wolves. There

was no place to hide. It was useless to run from a pack of hungry

wolves - they always found you. The elk looked at him.

“Please, no,” Elekmumbled. He knew the elk could run faster

than him, and even if he could not hide from thewolves he could

outrun them in the long sprint. Elek would be left behind as bait

and sacrifice. Tears almost fell from his eyes.

And the elk bolted.

“You can’t do that tome,” Elek screamed. And he ran, too. He

noticed that he could keep up with the elk easier than before. He

felt stronger and ready to take on the challenge. The elk turned

his head to look back at him and Elek knew that he was keeping
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the pace slower, so he could follow. Theywere not running away.

The animal knew a hiding place and Elek followed.

Soon, they came across the rocky wall of the ravine. A small

stream flowed and twisted like a serpent near the wall. The elk

stepped in the stream, the water rising up to his ankles, and

pushed on. They soon reached a crack in the wall big enough

for both of them. The cave delved deep a fewmeters and then

stopped. It was just a small cavern. If the wolves would find

them, then there would be nothing to stop them. Here they

should be safe from the wind carrying their scent. Elek hoped

they masked their tracks well.

The sound of howling exploded in the night. Elek cowered in

fear and shimmered closer to his big companion, thinking that

the cavernwasgetting smaller andsmaller. When they found the

shelter, they entered together and while the cavern was small,

it was enough for both of them to stand comfortably. Now his

face was almost touching the elk’s neck. It was a frightening

situation, but at the same time, a calming aura enveloped Elek

as he started to question his existence.

Thehowls turned to roars andgrunts andgrindingof teeth and

fangs. He knew he only imagined the sounds. The wolves were

not so close, were they? He opened his eyes, and he saw another

set of eyes watching him from the darkness of the outside world.

He could not see the wolf but only his eyes shining in the dark,

reflecting the moonlight. Elek tried to discern the wolf’s facial

features, he could not see the elongated muzzle or the pointy

ears. The figure in the dark resembled aman, so much so that

Elek took a step forward. The elk puffed in warning but didn’t

try to stop him.

A pulse of terror shot through Elek’s body. The creature in

front of himwas almost human, the iris a vertical slit, eyesmean
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and cruel. Then the beast howled, and Elek heard the screams,

and the screams turned to words in his head, human words that

he no longer recognized.

Hewokeupwhen the light pierced the crack in thewall, hitting

his closed eyelids like burning specks of dust. He opened his

eyes and saw the big elk grazing outside, waiting for him.

Elek smiled and stood up. He survived another night.
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D
eath, and not preservation, is the natural way of things.

Decay, destruction, and death are the natural expressions

of the living world. Yet, we fight even against death, and

we call our idea towards immortality a natural instinct. We perverted

the meaning of “nature”. Finally, it is time to return. Nature is both

life and death. Both struggle and peace. Both hunger and fulfillment.

Both beginning and end. Nature is a circular pattern converging into

itself.

Their journey took themnorth, over the tundraplains and frozen

lakes, the great vast expanse of the natural order. Life was

everywhere around them, but it was hidden from their sight,

only sounds and chirps flowing like ether in the almost frozen

air.

The grass and shrubs were blossoming, the grass tall and

thick, the shrubs spread far apart, watching over the field like

kings over their domains. Elek and his companion trekkedmany

nights through the small forest and the stony mountains and

eventually reached the tundra that extended forever in front of

them.

Elek stood unmoving for a couple of minutes taking in the

sights and the enormous size of the world. Up until now, he
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thought he knew everything about the world, but he had never

seen this side. The world was bigger than he expected. Without

the elk leading him towards some mysterious objective, he

would be lost, completely and irrevocably alone. He didn’t know

how to survive in this newworld inwhich foodwas hard to come

by and death at every step, where survival was the best feeling

ever and sleep always short, always restless, a continuouswatch

for unknown dangers and hazards. He didn’t know how to find

his way, he didn’t knowwhere to go. He was like a babe taken

away from hismother’s bosom and thrown into a big vast world.

The elk stopped and scooped his head. He started grazing the

tall grass without a care in the world.

“Are you always this care-free?” Elek approached the animal

and touched his back with his hand.

The elk startled and bolted, pushing Elek away. He fell, hitting

the ground with his back, the air pushed out of his lungs. The

shock was sudden, the chilly air stopping his breathing for a few

seconds.

“Easy, boy,” he propped himself on his elbow and searched

for his jumpy companion. The elk was gone.

A brown dot was running on the horizon, his shape partially

masked by the tall grassland.

“Oh no, wait forme,” Elek said to himself and jumped upright.

Without thinking toomuch, Elek ran as fast as he could. The

practice of the last few weeks showed off, and he was surprised

by his speed and endurance. He ran for a fewminutes straight

without noticing any tiredness or muscle soreness. His speed

was incredible compared to the first day in the wilderness when

he stumbled from place to place trying to find his footing. The

terrain was new, but he instinctively knew where to step for

maximum grip, forcing his muscles to thrust him farther with
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every step.

He was truly getting better at this survival thing, he…

He saw himself lying in the grass, his head a wound, blood

dripping from his temple.

The shock of the vision threw him off balance, and he had to

stop to take a few deep breaths. The vision was too real. Did

he hit his head on his fall? He checked his temples. Everything

appeared to be good, no concussion, no pain, no swellings. Yet

he couldn’t explain the sudden change of his vision from the

land of the tundra to his body lying in the grass.

The elk suddenly stopped. He was really far away, but Elek

could see him in the clear landscape of the tundra. Why did he

act like that? Whydid the touch startle him somuch? Not having

any answers, Elek ran again. He could have walked of course,

but the elk was the only familiar connection he had in this new

world. Without him, he would be lost. He would become the

man he was before, the man he had already started to forget.

His life was now free. He was free to wander and wonder, to

explore and live one day at a time. He could even say that there

was no otherway of living in this newworld. One day at the time,

one moment at a time, this way of life didn’t leave much for

the accumulation of memories, especially if the memories were

not important to his survival. He noticed he stopped referring

to the elk as it since a long time ago. He, the elk, was his true

companion, a person just like him.

The elk touchedhis fallen body andpushedwithhis snout. The

body was still warm, his lips moving very slowly. The human

body couldn’t move, a pool of blood accumulating near his head.

A small rock could be seen protruding from the back of the skull.

Elek shookhis head, a shiver downhis body. He closedhis eyes

tight. What was happening? Another flash of memory, another
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false vision.

He needed to reach the elk. The elk was his only family, and

the more he stayed away, the more madness crept into his soul.

With his last breath, he managed to come near the location of

the elk. He was still there, looking back at Elek with his big teary

eyes. “What in the world are you doing, overexerting yourself

like that for no reason?” he seemed to say.

“I’m sorry,” Elek said. “I should have asked for permission

first. I am so alone out here that I started to think of you as my

family, but I didn’t ask if you think the same of me. Maybe to

you, I’m just a vermin, pestering and following you everywhere.

I am sorry. Will you forgive me?”

The elk stared back, the sound of words a strange noise for

him. Would he walk away or would he…

The elk stepped forward and pushed his snout against Elek’s

chest and started licking pieces of grass smeared all over.

Elek could sense the warm breathing of the animal, the

peace and quiet of the tundra. They were near a large patch

of vegetation, shrubs, and grass, and rough-looking flowers

growing together, tall and strong in the chilly air. Some small

birds or insects chirped from the direction of the big purple

flowers. It was cold but Elek couldn’t feel anything except for

the calmandpeace of themoment. Tears rolled downhis cheeks,

cold streams on his face, falling to the ground as small cold

droplets of dew.

His body lay dead on the frozen ground of the tundra, the

elk pushing into it for a fewminutes. Getting no response, the

animal finally stepped away. Life was harsh and while the death

of a tribe member was sad, he had to move on. Life didn’t like

waiting. There was always a choice. To stop or keep going. If

one stopped, it didn’t mean everyone had to stop. With sadness
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in his eyes, the elk moved on.

“Erutan,” a whispered voice said. “My name is Erutan. I

am forever, peaceful and wild, silent and roaring, invisible and

obvious.”

Elek opened his eyes. He saw something, he wasn’t sure what

it meant, he wasn’t sure it was real. Many things in this life

weren’t certain, he didn’t have the time to ponder them. He had

to keepmoving. Or else…

“Come on, let’s go,” he said, and the elk listened.

Their steps carried them through the dense vegetation,

through the tall grass and purple flowers, all the way to the

other side. The two figures marched on, hoping to get reunited

with the big herd waiting somewhere in these parts. The land

was soft from place to place, the frozen soil melting where the

sun was sending its weak touch.

Two sets of footprints marked the frozen ground, too similar

to tell apart.
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Thank for reading, I hope you enjoyed it. You can find out more

about me andmy works on the website below.

You can connect withme on:

http://balostin.com
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Also by Bogdan Balostin

3W: Convergens

http://balostin.com/my-books

Three worlds. Two societies. One rebel.

Dark_Star is on a quest to find themaster of

the Endgame, while Stella comes to grips with

her lost memories, awakened in a world she

doesn’t recognize. A discussion on the nature

of reality, society, and artificial intelligence.
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Stribog’s Travel Guide for the Penniless

Adventurer

http://balostin.com/my-books

An average guy sets out to save his crush but

he gets lost and a dragon eats him.

A spectacular story of unrequited love and

travel in a land of “hell, no!” and “you’ve got

to be kiddingme”. Punctuatedwith travel tips

and witty remarks that nobody asked for.

What do you mean this is a spoiler? I’m building hype here.

Don’t you want to know what happens next?

Let’s be honest here. I hate long descriptions. You hate long

descriptions. You’re probably wondering about the story, not

about what I’m promising the story is about. So go check it out.

It’s worth it.
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