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To my father, 
and to all guardians of knowledge, 

past, present, and future.
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A

PROLOGUE

They say a butterfly flapping its wings in Cairo 
can cause a storm in Sydney. I used to think it was 

just mathematical poetry. Now I know better.
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I jerked awake to the sound of my own snoring, a thin 
line of drool connecting my cheek to Cajal's 1888 paper 
on the cerebellum.

Blinking against the pale morning light qltering 
through my narrow window, I peeled my face from the 
page with a groan.

I s6uinted at my watch. :21F.
Mell asleep at the desk again.
vy neck protested as I stretched, "ertebrae popping 

like bubble wrap.
Pxerfect,P I muttered, eTamining the damp smudge 

I'd left on Cajal's intricate drawing of xurkinje cells. I 
rubbed away the paper marks from my cheek.

I  had  fallen  asleep  contemplating  the  father  of 
neuroscience, and now I'd literally drooled on his legacy.

zhe studio apartment materiali-ed around me in 
all its se"enteen5s6uare5meter glory. zhe single room 
contained my entire eTistence with e"erything within 
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arm's reach of e"erything else. Efficient, and perfect for 
a student, the realtor had called it. What she meant was: 
all you can afford on a PhD stipend.

Wzhe kitchenette occupied one wall, the bed another, 
and the bathroom was a mar"el of spatial engineering. I 
could shower, brush my teeth, and nearly touch all four 
walls simultaneously.

I  reached for  my coZee  mug,  found it  empty.  I 
shuRed the se"en steps to my kitchenette to prepare 
another cup.

vy moka pot waited on the induction plate like 
an  old  friend.  I  qlled  the  bottom  chamber  with 
water,  tamped fresh grounds into the qlter  basket, 
and assembled the aluminum pieces with the precise 
mo"ements of someone who'd performed this ritual 
thousands of times.

3aiting for the coZee, I leaned against the narrow 
ledge beneath my window. K "ertical strip maybe qfty 
centimeters wide, designed by someone who clearly 
belie"ed natural light was a luTury. Mrom this angle, I 
could see my slice of Nurich2 three buildings, a corner 
of the  immat Gi"er, and a construction crane that had 
been fro-en in the same position for a few weeks. I'd been 
tracking it.

Sutside,  my neighborhood was waking up with 
Awiss punctuality. zhe same deli"ery truck passed at 
:2FJ, the same elderly woman walked her Achnau-er 
at  :2FO.  I  had been in Awit-erland long enough to 
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set my watch by the neighbors' routines, though I'd 
ne"er managed to sync my own life to their precision. 
zhe Awiss eTisted in a diZerent temporal dimension, 
one  where  deadlines  weren't  suggestions  and  time 
management wasn't a foreign concept.

zhe  familiar  gurgle  as  coZee  began  percolating 
pro"ided the morning's qrst comfort. vy phone bu--ed2 
PzL7AIA  V7KV IE7  G7vIEV7G  5  F1  VK9A 
G7vKIEIED.P

Five  hundred and four hours  to  save  six  years  of 
graduate school.

I did the math automatically. zhe kind of calculation 
that  becomes second nature when you're  li"ing on 
borrowed time.

zhe moka pot hissed its completion as my stomach 
tightened. I grabbed a mug with a faded logo from some 
symposium I couldn't recall attending. 3hile pouring 
the coZee, my phone lit up with a notiqcation from my 
mother I'd missed yesterday.

"How are you Habibi? Did you eat something other 
than coffee today?"

zhe timestamp showed she'd sent it fourteen hours 
ago. Duilt pricked at me. vy mom's messages were the 
one thing I tried not to procrastinate on. Kfter my father 
died, she'd returned to Cairo while I stayed in Nurich. 
Sur relationship had become a series of teTt messages 
and occasional "ideo calls, each of us pretending we 
weren't lonely.

0
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I typed back2

"Sorry for the late reply.  I'm fine. Made actual 
pasta yesterday, not just from a packet. How's the new 
apartment?"

Liar.  zhe pasta had been microwa"ed lefto"ers 
from the department lunch three days ago.

I  sipped  my  coZee,  letting  the  bitter  li6uid 
jump5start my brain. Back at my desk, I  sur"eyed 
the battleqeld. CoZee rings o"erlapped like Slympic 
symbols. vy headphones hung from a small statue 
of Isis, one of Vad's teaching replicas. Le'd treasured 
it.  I'd  gi"en  it  a  job.  Beyond  it,  three  distinct 
archaeological layers had formed o"er the months2 
journal articles at the bottom, my notes in the middle, 
and the chaos of sticky notes on top.

Vad  would  ha"e  appreciated  the  comparison. 
Le'd always said that understanding layers was the 
key to understanding time itself.

zhe memory of him kneeling in 7gyptian sand, 
carefully  brushing  dust  from  pottery  fragments, 
Cashed through my mind. zen years gone, and still 
these moments ambushed me without warning.

Thesis. Deadline. Focus, please!
I returned to Cajal's paper, the one I'd fallen asleep 

reading. 3hile skimming through it, something felt oZ. 
I had read this paper at least a do-en times before. It was 
foundational to my thesis. But now, looking closely at 
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the yellowed photocopy, I couldn't shake the feeling 
that something was missing.

I scanned Cajal's elegant descriptions of neurons. 
zhe teTt  was  all  there,  the  beautiful  hand5drawn 
illustrations intact, but the methods section seemed 
thinner somehow.  ess detailed.

I distinctly remembered Cajal describing a speciqc 
"ariation of the Dolgi staining techni6ue that had 
allowed him to "isuali-e ner"e cells more clearly.

But that paragraph wasn't there.
I riCed through my notes,  qnding where I had 

pre"iously cited this "ery techni6ue. vy handwriting 
stared back at me, describing a procedure that was no 
longer in the source material.

Maybe I'm misremembering. Sleep deprivation 
does weird things to memory. Basic neuroscience.

But this wasn't the qrst time I had eTperienced this 
sensation.  ast week, while re"iewing Dolgi's original 
papers, I had noticed similar gaps. zechnical details 
that I was certain had been there before. Vetails I'd 
built signiqcant portions of my thesis around.

I  sipped my coZee,  its  bitterness  matching my 
mood.  Pzhis  is  what  happens  when  you  lea"e 
eTperimental work for historical analysis,P I sighed. 
P9ou  start  hallucinating  details  in  century5old 
papers.P

I had started my xhV studying li"ing brains, then 
CSDIV51E hit and forced me into historical research 
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instead. Mrom studying neurons to studying the people 
who qrst studied neurons.

You didn't just switch topics. You switched centuries. 
Now you're paying for it.

vy  phone  "ibrated  with  a  calendar  alert2  PKsk 
Doodman for an eTtension at today's meeting.P zhe 
screen glared at me accusingly, a digital reminder of 
my impending doom. vy jaw clenched as I reali-ed 
I'd completely forgotten about the meeting with my 
super"isor. I needed to rush to the lab to prepare before 
facing xrofessor Doodman with his unblinking stare of 
judgment.

I grabbed my backpack, stuZed the scattered notes 
inside, and downed the last of my coZee. zhe mug 
clinked against the desk, re"ealing a tiny piece missing in 
the rim that I hadn't seen earlier.

Strange. I never chip things.
I stared at the crack longer than necessary, my brain 

trying to assign signiqcance to normal wear and tear. But 
lately, small inconsistencies had been bothering me more 
than they should. vissing references in papers I had read 
do-ens of times, citations that led nowhere.

Stress. Definitely just stress.
I locked my apartment with the familiar triple5check2 

doorknob, deadbolt, one more tug just to be sure.
zhe morning air hit my face as I jogged to catch the 

approaching tram, sliding through the doors just before 
they closed with a pneumatic hiss.
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zhe familiar route to the uni"ersity unfolded outside 
the window. zhe same buildings, the same streets, the 
same faces buried in phones or staring "acantly ahead. I 
had made this journey so many times I could measure it 
in heartbeats.

I caught my reCection in the window glass. Vark 
circles  under  darker  eyes,  three5day  stubble,  hair 
reaching that awkward length where the curls took on 
a life of their own, springing in all directions. zhe face 
of a man trapped between worlds. Eot 6uite a student 
anymore, not 6uite a doctor yet.

Academic purgatory.
zhe tram lurched to a stop at the uni"ersity station. I 

joined the stream of students and faculty Cowing toward 
the neuroscience building, my backpack hea"y with 
notes and anTiety. In a matter of minutes, I'd be sitting 
across from xrofessor Doodman, re6uesting yet another 
eTtension. I could only hope this meeting wouldn't end 
as disastrously as I anticipated.

Sne more day in the life of Kdam Hamel, perpetual 
graduate student. vaybe today would be diZerent.

xrobably not.
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I  stepped  into  the  lab,  greeted  by  the  familiar 
symphony of equipment hums. Centrifuges whirred 
in their corner while the steady beep-beep of PCR 
machines  counted  thermal  cycles.  The  antiseptic 
smell of ethanol mingled with the subtler scent of cell 
culture media from the incubator room.

Every surface gleamed with Marguerite's obsessive 
cleanliness. As a tenured lab manager who treated 
the lab like her private property, she loved pipettes 
arranged in perfect ascending order, waste containers 
precisely aligned with the bench edge, not a single 
paper out of place.

After six years, this laboratory felt more like home 
than my cramped studio apartment. I'd spent more 
hours beneath these Duorescent lights than anywhere 
else, including my own bed. I could navigate between 
equipment blindfolded. The place had imprinted on 
my very N1A.

2F
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Marguerite  stood at  her  bench,  back perfectly 
straight as she pipetted with Dawless precision. Jer 
silver bun didn't dare release a single strand as she 
worked. The tip of her tongue peeked from the corner 
of her mouth, the only sign of concentration breaking 
through her composed exterior.

BjonYour, Adam,B she said, glancing up brieDy 
before returning to her work.  Bzou are looking... 
'ow do you say...  like something ?e cat dragged in, 
non3B Jer distinct Lrench accent always transported 
me straight to a Pink Panther movie with Inspector 
Clouseau.

BMorning, Maggie.B
Ghe winced slightly at the nickname but continued 

her  methodical  pipetting.  Each  movement  was 
performed  with  the  same  meticulous  care  she'd 
shown for the past three decades. Aspirate, dispense, 
eYect, new tip. Jer wire-rimmed glasses caught the 
light as she tilted her head to check her work.

BI  am  placing  ?e  orders  ?is  afternoon,B  she 
announced, straightening a row of PCR tubes that 
already  formed  a  perfect  line.  BNo  you  need  any 
reagents3B

I glanced at my bench space, the one area of the 
lab Marguerite couldn't maintain in museum-quality 
condition despite her valiant eKorts. Empty boxes 
and  dwindling  reagent  stocks  testièed  to  my 
procrastination in lab management.

2!
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B1o thanks, Maggie. I'm good.B All I need is an 
extension to finish my thesis.

BTrZs bien.B Jer tone suggested she'd expected 
nothing less from my chaotic approach to laboratory 
supplies.

As  I  walked  past  her  station  toward  my  desk, 
Marguerite called after me, her Lrench accent lilting 
over my name. BSh, Adam4 Au fait, Amy was looking 
for you yesterday. Ghe was@B Ghe paused, searching 
for the right English wording, then continued, Bquite 
anxious.B

Jeat  crept  up  my  neck.  Amy  Wadallah,  my 
colleague  who  Yoined  the  lab  a  few  years  back. 
A  name  my  brain  couldn't  help  but  interpret  as 
AMzWNAOA,  permanently  linking  her  with  the 
brain's fear center. Litting, since she radiated anxiety 
like a heater radiates warmth.

BNid she say what she wanted3B
Marguerite shrugged with Wallic eloquence. B1on. 

jut she came twice. Ue second time, she left a note.B
I nodded my thanks and continued to my desk, 

where a folded piece of paper sat propped against 
my  monitor.  Amy's  handwriting  was  predictably 
anxious. Ghe'd pressed hard enough into the paper to 
leave indentations on the desk beneath. Geveral words 
were crossed out and rewritten.

I tucked the note into my pocket without reading 
it. Hhatever fresh catastrophe occupied Amy's mind 
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would  have  to  wait  until  after  my  meeting  with 
Woodman.

I pulled my laptop from my bag and connected it 
to the external monitor. The screen Dickered to life, 
displaying the same CaYal paper that had been haunting 
me since morning. The missing details seemed to mock 
me from the page. I minimi?ed the window and checked 
my email  to ènd the little  envelope icon bouncing 
cheerfully. Live new emails since yesterday. I opened the 
èrst one.

:Subj b.goodman]polytechnic.ch.edu
ectBdy�j  TJEGIG  GTAT5G  LSR  TSNAz'G 

MEETI1W
�u��j 6empty—
Be Good, man! The irony wasn't lost on me. Professor 

jen Woodman, whose email  username appeared to 
literally instruct him to behave decently, yet he stood 
as possibly the most insuKerable person I'd ever met in 
academia. Sut of an entire department full of caring 
faculty, I  somehow landed with him overseeing my 
thesis. The law of attraction showing its cruelest side.

Lor Woodman, why bother writing an actual email 
when you could Yust scream your demands in the subYect 
line and let everyone else ègure out the details. The man 
only knew how to communicate through angry emails 
and barely hidden frustration.

I  scanned  the  other  emails.  5niversity  deadline 
reminders,  conference  announcements  for  events  I 
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couldn't aKord, OinkedIn requests from classmates 
now making six ègures while I survived on instant 
ramen. As I was about to close my inbox, I received 
another Woodman special.

:Subj b.goodman]polytechnic.ch.edu
ectBdy�j  AOGS  1EEN  jIjOISWRAPJz 

5PNATE  LSRMATTEN  CSRRECTOz  TJIG 
TIME

�u��j 6empty—
Masterpiece of efficient rudeness. Classic Goodman.
I felt a hand on my shoulder and turned to ènd 

Amy standing behind me.
BLinally found you,B she said.
Amy  hovered  at  my  shoulder,  her  presence  a 

physical manifestation of anxiety. Jer hair was pulled 
back in what had started as a neat ponytail but now 
resembled a fraying rope. Nark circles shadowed her 
eyes, rivaling my own sleep-deprived raccoon look.

BNid you get my note3B Jer èngers twisted the 
hem  of  her  lab  coat,  stretching  the  fabric  into 
permanent wrinkles. BI left it right here. I made sure 
it was perfectly visible. I even aligned it with the edge 
of your monitor.B

Of course, you did. The Marguerite effect spreads 
like a contagion in this lab.

B"ust found it,B I said, patting my pocket. BJaven't 
had  a  chance  to  read  it  yet.  I've  got  Woodman 
breathing down my neck about my thesis.B

28
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Jer eyes widened. BSh god, I'm sorry. I shouldn't 
have  interrupted.  It's  Yust  thatHB  Ghe  suddenly 
stopped, took a deep breath that seemed to do nothing 
for her anxiety levels, and continued, BI need help with 
my data analysis. The Hestern diet experiment with 
my AN mice3B

I vaguely recalled her proYect. Ghe'd been feeding 
McNonald's-like food  to  mice  with  Al?heimer's, 
tracking  how  quickly  their  little  mouse  brains 
deteriorated.

BThe  correlation  between  processed  food 
consumption and cognitive decline is showing up in 
the ma?e tests, but my statistical analysis is...B Jer voice 
trailed oK as she made her èngers burst outward from 
her temple, mimicking a small explosion in her brain.

I  stared  at  her,  thinking  how  fortunate  her 
mice  actually  were.  Three  square  meals  a  day, 
climate-controlled housing, and dedicated healthcare. 
Plus, they got euthani?ed when they'd had enough. 
Countless  PhN students  would  kill  for  that  deal. 
Ouxury accommodations with a guaranteed expiration 
date4

BI tried running it through GPGG, but I keep getting 
these error messages, and Professor Woodman said if I 
don't have preliminary results by Lriday's lab meeting, 
he might have to reconsider my PhN proYect, and you 
know what that means.B Jer words tumbled out faster 
now, a verbal avalanche of anxiety.

2I
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Amy had metamorphosed into Amygdala in full 
èght-or-Dight mode.

I definitely can't handle this right now.
BAmy, I've got Woodman in èfteen minutes. Can we 

talk about this afterward3B
Ghe fro?e, then nodded so rapidly I worried for her 

neck. BSf course. zes. Gorry. Absolutely. I'll Yust...B Ghe 
backed away, bumping into an empty chair. BI'll be at my 
desk. Hhenever you're free. 1o rush. Hell, some rush 
because Lriday, butHB

BI'll ènd you after my meeting,B I interrupted, already 
dreading adding her statistical crisis to my mounting 
problems.

As Amy retreated to her desk, I quickly gathered my 
notes, bracing myself for what was sure to be another 
absolutely delightful exchange with Woodman.

2J



I stood outside my supervisor's oc,en meatlggy ,y,giah 
tfrouhf my opeaiah lrhumeats xor la e.teasioak I 
goo:ed up lt tfe pogisfed almepglte" PBroxk jeaGlmia 
Doodmlan BfkHkn Heplrtmeat TeldkP Mfrouhf tfe 
xrosted hglssn I ,ougd see fis sigfouettek by Cst rlisedn 
fesitlat to :ao,:n deglyiah tfe iaevitlwgek

Just get it over with, Adam. The worst he can say is no.
Actually,  the worst he can say is  no while staring 

unblinkingly into your soul for forty-five uncomfortable 
seconds.

I :ao,:ed tfree timesk P1ome ianP Doodmla's voi,e 
sgi,ed tfrouhf tfe doork

I too: l deep wreltf lad stepped iasidek
Mfe oc,e flda't ,flahed sia,e my glst visitk Mfe 

spl,e xegt more gi:e l museum e.fiwit titged Academic 
Success tfla l 9or:iah proxessor's oc,ek Imml,uglte 
woo:sfegves  dispglyiah  pristiae  Crst  editioas  ox 
aeuros,iea,e ,glssi,sn l9lrds lrrlahed lt pre,ise lahgesn 
lad xrlmed Gouralg ,overs 9fere fis alme lppelred 
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,oaspi,uousgy  oxteak  I'd  felrd  9fispers  tflt 
uaderhrlds  pglyed  PKpot  tfe  L,tulg  Doodmla 
1oatriwutioaP ls l dria:iah hlme 9fea revie9iah fis 
puwgi,ltioask

Te  slt  wefiad  fis  mlssive  ol:  des:n  l  xortress 
seplrltiah  fim  xrom  tfe  pgeweila  ,oa,eras  ox 
hrldulte  studeatsk  Mfe  flrsf  ?uores,eat  gihft 
re?e,ted o2 fis wlgdiah feld ls fe ,oatiaued typiah 
xor severlg se,oads wexore l,:ao9gedhiah my presea,ek

PLdlmk KitkP Te hestured vlhuegy to9lrd tfe ,flir 
l,ross xrom fimn tfe slme ua,omxortlwge 9oodea selt 
tflt fld 9itaessed ,ouatgess studeat wrel:do9ask

P0ou're gltenP fe slid 9itfout wotferiah to goo: up 
xrom fis s,reean fis Cahers tlppiah oa fis :eywolrdk

I'm actually two minutes early, but sure, let's start 
with fictional tardiness.

PKorryn Broxessork Mfla: you xor ml:iah time to 
see mekP I settged iato tfe ,flirn pgl,iah my xogder ox 
evidea,e oa my glpk PI 9lated to dis,uss my tfesis 
deldgiaekP

Tis Cahers stopped midN:eystro:ek Te goo:ed up 
lt me 9itf tflt stlre ox fis tflt lg9lys mlde me xeeg 
gi:e l spe,imea uader l mi,ros,opek

PLaotfer e.teasioaWP Mfe ,oraer ox fis moutf 
,urged up9lrdk P0ou've fld Cve yelrsn Ldlmk M9o 
e.teasioas lgreldyk Mflt's lgmost si. yelrs totlgkP

PI  uaderstladn  wut  I've  ea,ouatered  some 
uae.pe,ted ,ompgi,ltioas 9itf tfe fistori,lg lalgysiskP I 
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opeaed my xogdern puggiah out my evidea,e to sfo9 fimk 
PTeren tfere lre ia,oasistea,iesEP

PTlve you dis,ussed tfis 9itf blrilalWP
P’on I didaqt tlg: lwout tflt 9itf Hrk 1lrvlgfok I 

9lated to spel: 9itf you CrstkP I sfixted ua,omxortlwgy 
ia tfe flrd ,flirk

I should have gone to Mariana first. She would have 
at least listened without that predatory stare. Probably 
wouldn't have made me feel like I'm wasting her oxygen.

PIaterestiah  ,foi,ekP  Te gelaed wl,:n  xormiah l 
steepge 9itf fis Cahersk P0ou :ao9 tflt blrilal fladges 
tfe  dlyNtoNdly  supervisory  duties  xor  your  proGe,tn 
,orre,tW I'm more ox la ldvisor 9itf la oversihft rogekP

PI  tfouhft  sia,e  you're  tfe  mlia  supervisorn  I 
sfougdEP

PYet me we ,gelrkP Te ,ut me o2 lhliak P0ou've fld 
Cve yelrs lad t9o e.teasioas lgreldyk 0our sfixt xrom 
prl,ti,lg 9or: to fistori,lg lalgysis 9ls your ,foi,ekP

PIt  9lsa't  e.l,tgy  l  ,foi,enP  I  ,ouateredk  PMfe 
1AUIH  go,:do9a  destroyed  tfree  yelrs  ox  my 
e.perimeatlg 9or:k Lgg my aeurlg stem ,egg ,ugtures died
ia tfe ia,uwltors 9fea 9e ,ougda't l,,ess tfe glwk Mfe 
mouse ,ogoaies 9ere eutflai3edkP

-or  l  momeatn  I  9ls  wl,:  tferek  blr,f  J—J—n 
9lt,fiah  fegpgessgy  tfrouhf  l  video  ,lgg  ls  glw 
te,fai,ilas disposed ox my meti,ugousgy wred trlasheai, 
mi,en el,f represeatiah moatfs ox 9or: lad tfouslads 
ox reselr,f xrla,sk
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P!veryoae  xl,ed  ,flggeahes  duriah  tflt  timenP 
Doodmla slid dismissivegyk PK,iea,e ldlptsk 0ou ,fose 
to s9it,f to studyiah 1lGlg lad fis ,oatemporlries 
rltfer tfla desihaiah ae9 e.perimeatskP

Because you refused to extend funding for new mouse 
colonies. You said the switch to historical analysis would be 
more practical.

PMfe  fistori,lg  lpprol,f  mlde  sease  hivea  tfe 
,oastrliatsnP  I  slid ,lrexuggyk  Pjut ao9 I'm Cadiah 
ia,oasistea,ies ia tfe xouadltioalg plpersk Ke,tioas oa 
metfodogohy tflt I previousgy ,ited lre ia,ompgete or 
missiah eatiregykP

Mfe oc,e pfoae stlrted riahiahk Te pi,:ed it upn 
fegd it to fis elr xor l xe9 se,oadsn tfea fuah up 9itfout 
spel:iahk

Te C.ed me 9itf l hl3e tflt s,relmed ,ompgete 
iadi2erea,ek  Pbemory is  xlggiwgen  Ldlmk  !spe,ilggy 
uader pressurekP Te turaed wl,: to fis ,omputerk PMfe 
deldgiae stladsk Mfree 9ee:skP

Pjut  Broxessor  Doodmlan  tfese  lrea't  memory 
issuesk I flve pfoto,opies 9itf fihfgihfted se,tioas tflt 
ao goaher lppelr ia tfe orihialgskP

PMfea  your  pfoto,opies  9ere  xrom  di2ereat 
editioaskP Te dida't goo: up xrom fis s,reeak PMfis 
souads gi:e disorhlai3ltioan aot l reselr,f ,risiskP

La emlig aotiC,ltioa piahed oa fis ,omputerk Te 
immediltegy wehla typiahn e2e,tivegy dismissiah me 
9fige I 9ls stigg sittiah tferek

JJ
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Six  years  of  my  academic  existence  hang  in  the 
balance,  and  he  can't  even  pretend  to  care  for  five 
minutes.

Te hgla,ed lt fis 9lt,fk PI flve laotfer meetiahk 
Mfree 9ee:sn Ldlmk ’ot l siahge dly morekP

Ls I hltfered my plpers to gelve fis oc,en I aoti,ed 
l xrlmed pfoto oa tfe 9lgg I flda't seea wexorek It 
sfo9ed Doodmla sfl:iah flads 9itf tfe uaiversity 
presideatn wotf smigiah wroldgyk Mfe pgl4ue weaeltf it 
reld" PHeplrtmeat ox ’euros,iea,e !.,eggea,e L9lrdkP

For excellence in making students question their life 
choices, no doubt.

I drlhhed mysegx wl,: to tfe glwk Mfe flgg9ly stret,fed 
eadgessgyn el,f step wriahiah me ,goser to tfe relgi3ltioa 
tflt my l,ldemi, ,lreer 9ls wlgla,ed oa l :aixeNedhek

I rel,fed tfe glw lad spotted blrilal lt fer des:n 
poriah  over  dltl  priatouts  9itf  fer  ,flrl,teristi, 
xo,usk Ter goahn dlr: wro9a flir 9ls pugged iato l wua 
9itf l pea,ign l flwit ox fers 9fea Guhhgiah wet9eea dry 
glw lad 9et glw l,tivitiesk

5agi:e Doodmla's sterige oc,en blrilal's spl,e xegt 
givedNiak L,ldemi, Gouralgs 9ere stl,:ed ia aelt piges 
weside l smlgg Bortuhuese ?lh lad xlmigy pfotosk L tia 
ox plstries sfe rehuglrgy wrouhft to sflre 9itf studeats 
slt oa tfe ,oraer ox fer des:k
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PLdlmn o meu 4uerido7 Lmy togd me you fld 
l  meetiah  9itf  jea  todlyk  To9  did  it  hoWP  Kfe 
goo:ed upn fer 9lrm eyes immediltegy rehisteriah my 
distressk PLfn aot 9eggn I seek 1omen lad flve l seltkP

I ,ogglpsed iato l ,flir weside fern droppiah my 
xogder oa fer des:k PTe rexused tfe e.teasioak Mfree 
9ee:s or aotfiahkP

blrilal sihfedn rel,fiah xor fer tfermosk PMflt 
mla7  Yet  me pour you some proper  ,o2ee tflt  I 
wrouhft xrom fomen aot tflt ruwwisf 9e flve ia tfe 
wrel: roomk Mfea you 9igg tegg me everytfiahkP

Kfe poured dlr:n lromlti, ,o2ee iato t9o smlgg 
,upsk  Mfe  ri,f  s,eat  Cgged  tfe  lirn  momeatlrigy 
distrl,tiah me xrom my impeadiah l,ldemi, doomk

PIa Bortuhlgn 9e aever dis,uss prowgems 9itfout 
,o2eenP  sfe  slidn  fladiah  me  l  ,upk  P’o9n  9flt 
e.l,tgy flppeaedWP

I  e.pgliaed  my  meetiah  9itf  Doodmlan  fis 
dismisslg  ox  tfe  dis,repla,ies  I'd  xouadn  lad 
fis  ugtimltumk  blrilal  gisteaed  ltteativegyn  fer 
e.pressioa hro9iah ia,relsiahgy ,oa,eraedk

PMfis is trouwgiahnP sfe slid 9fea I Caisfedk P’ot 
Gust jea's weflviorn 9fi,f is uaxortualtegy typi,lgn 
wut tfese ia,oasistea,ies you're CadiahkP

P0ou wegieve meWP I  ,ougda't  :eep tfe surprise 
xrom my voi,ek

JE
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PAx ,oursen I wegieve youn Ldlmk 0ou lre oae ox my 
most meti,ugous studeatskP Kfe tlpped my xogderk Pbly 
I see your aotesWP

I opeaed itn sfo9iah fer my fihfgihfted pfoto,opies 
lad tfe ,orrespoadiah orihialgs 9itf missiah se,tioask 
PTere's  1lGlg's  plper  oa  tfe  ,ereweggumk  Mfe 
metfodogohy se,tioa I ,ited glst yelr ia my laaulg report 
fld detliged des,riptioas ox tfe stliaiah te,fai4ues fe 
usedk ’o9 flgx tfose detligs lre hoae xrom tfe orihialg 
sour,ekP

blrilal e.lmiaed tfe plpers ,lrexuggyn fer wro9 
xurro9edk PMfis is very strlahek Mfese lrea't di2ereat 
editioasWP

P’ok Klme Gouralgn slme vogumen slme puwgi,ltioa 
dltek I ,fe,:ed mugtipge timeskP I s,rogged tfrouhf my 
pfoaen puggiah up more evidea,ek PIt's aot Gust 1lGlg's 
plperk  I  xouad tfe slme issues  ia Doghi's  plper oa 
stliaiah te,fai4ues lad Tegmfogt3's visulg per,eptioa 
plperk by aotes lad ,goud pfotos prove itkP

Kfe aodded sgo9gyk PI've :ao9a you goah eaouhfn 
Ldlmk 0ou're aot ,lregessn lad you're ,ertliagy aot 
imlhiaiah tfiahskP

Mfe regiex ox weiah wegieved aelrgy over9fegmed 
mek PKon 9flt do I doW Doodmla tfia:s I'm ml:iah 
e.,useskP

Pjea Doodmla ,lres lwout t9o tfiahs oagyk 
Buwgi,ltioas 9itf fis alme oa lad mliatliaiah fis  

JF
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fer voi,ek Pjut I ,lre lwout tfe iatehrity ox s,iea,e 
lad tfe 9eggweiah ox my studeatskP

PI  trugy  lppre,ilte  tfltn  blrilaln  wut  I  ,la't 
,ompgete l proper fistori,lg lalgysis ix tfe fistori,lg 
sour,es :eep ,flahiahkP

Kfe 9ls sigeat xor l momeat wexore fer eyes git upk 
PBerflps tflt we,omes plrt ox your tfesiskP

PVflt do you melaWP
PHo,umeat  tfese  ,flahesk  1omplre  your 

aotes  9itf  tfe  ,urreat  versioask  Iasteld  ox  Gust 
lalgy3iah fistori,lg metfodogohiesn lalgy3e fo9 our 
uaderstladiah ox tfem is sfixtiahkP

P0ou tfia: tflt ,ougd 9or:WP
PIt ,ougdk It 9ougd ml:e xor ,ompeggiah 9or:n l 

metlNlalgysis e.lmiaiah fo9 s,ieatiC, :ao9gedhe is 
preservednP sfe slidk PLad it mihft e.pglia 9flt's 
flppeaiah to tfose te.tskP

-or tfe Crst time tflt dlyn I xegt l ?i,:er ox fopek 
PDoodmla 9igg flte itkP

PBrowlwgynP blrilal slidn reCggiah our ,o2ee ,upsk 
Pjut fe'gg  l,,ept lay ,oasiderlwge sogutioa rltfer 
tfla ldmit fe xliged to supervise you propergykP

I too: l sip ox tfe stroah ,o2een xeegiah my miad 
wehia to ,gelrk PMfla: youn blrilalk -or wegieviah 
mek -or fegpiahkP

JG

po9er ia tfe deplrtmeatkP Kfe gelaed xor9lrdn go9eriah 
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PMflt's 9flt relg meators don LdlmkP Kfe s4uee3ed 
my flad wrie?yk P’o9n get's ml:e l pgla xor tfese tfree 
9ee:sk Fe 9igg aot get hood s,iea,e dislppelr 9itfout l 
ChftkP
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when knowledge starts mvsteriouslv 2anishingN a storv 
born from his own vears in neuroscience labs. 

En his writingsN Ossama brings scienti-c curiositv and 
storvtelling passion to explore what makes us human.
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Thank you for taking this journey with Adam.

If you enjoyed reading Flossing with Cajal, please 
consider leaving a review on res@OK or hOOlfksl.. 
This is how other readers discover stories like Adam's. 
Even a  single  sentence  helps  more  than you might 
imagine. I read every review and am genuinely grateful 
you spent time in this world I created.

Future stories are already brewing. If you'd like to 
know when the  next  one arrives,  connect  with me 
on social media cT..sesyusisg or visit my website: 
O..ses�usisg��Oe

�usK�a O!agOfafksl"K#�
— Ossama
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