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Introduction: The Alchemy of Oblivion

History is not a ledger of truth; it is a conspiracy of dust and 

imagination.

We flatter ourselves by believing that the legacy of our era will be 

defined by our greatest triumphs—our towering glass spires, our 

digital archives, our declarations of peace and declarations of war. 

We assume that when the deep future looks back upon us, they will 

read our philosophies and understand our hearts. But time is a 

ruthless, indiscriminate filter. The grand tapestries rot. The digital 



servers decay into unreadable silicon dust. The monuments crumble

under the slow, grinding weight of tectonic indifference.

What survives the crushing expanse of millennia is rarely the 

sacred. More often, it is the accidental. It is the detritus, the 

discarded, the forgotten fragments of the mundane that manage, 

through sheer, blind geological luck, to cheat oblivion.

This is the great irony of archaeology. It is a discipline that seeks 

the soul of a vanished people by dissecting their trash. The scholars

of the future, armed with their miraculous technologies and their 

desperate need for narrative, will sift through the cold ashes of our 

world. They will find the fractured remnants of our everyday lives, 

and lacking the context of our ordinary afternoons, they will elevate

our garbage to the realm of the divine. They will look at our 

mundane survival and see epic poetry. They will look at our 

thoughtless accidents and see calculated sacrifice. And when 

presented with the unvarnished, unspectacular truth, they will 

aggressively reject it in favor of a beautiful lie.

The story you are about to read is a testament to this beautiful, 

tragic hubris. It is the chronicle of a singular artifact—Artifact P-

99—and the desperate scholars who dared to translate its silent 

stone. It spans the chasm between a golden afternoon in the 

Holocene and a sterile, orbital laboratory in the forty-second 

century. It is a story about the absolute fragility of truth, the 

terrifying power of deep time, the human intellect's profound 

compulsion to invent gods where there is only aluminum and 

carbon, and the heavy price paid by the one mind brave enough to 

see a snack for what it was.

Before the sonic trowels scrape the basalt, before the quantum 

computers render their physical algorithms, and before the Chronos



Laureate is placed upon the brow of a visionary, there must first be 

the act itself. The quiet, unrecorded moment where the mundane 

collides with the catastrophic, forging a myth out of nothing but a 

beverage, a handful of nuts, and the sudden wrath of the earth.

Chapter 0: The Genesis of the Stone

The late afternoon sun hung low over the Parramatta River, casting 

long, bruised shadows that stretched across the paved walkways 

like grasping fingers. It was the golden hour, but in the heart of 

Sydney’s shifting autumn, the light possessed a heavy, almost 

viscous quality. It painted the rippling surface of the water in 

dazzling, blinding flashes of fractured amber, molten copper, and 

deep, impenetrable slate. The air was thick with a complex 

symphony of scents—the sharp, medicinal tang of eucalyptus leaves

crushed underfoot, the briny, fecund odor of the tidal mudflats 

baking in the fading heat, and the faint, acrid undertone of urban 

exhaust drifting over from the distant, roaring arteries of the M4 

motorway.

Chunmun Singh walked with a slow, deliberate cadence, his 

footsteps grinding softly against the loose gravel of the path—a 

rhythmic crunch, crunch, crunch that formed the baseline to the 

melody playing in his mind. He was humming a Rabindra Sangeet, 

the Bengali lyrics vibrating in his chest, a soft, resonant hum that 

seemed to harmonize with the low, distant thrum of the city. He 

tasted the lingering sweetness of artificial caramel and phosphoric 

acid on his tongue, the cold, sharp bite of the Pepsi he had just 

finished. In his right hand, a crinkled brown paper bag radiated a 

faint, comforting warmth, carrying the rich, earthy, deeply savory 



aroma of freshly roasted groundnuts, dusted with a hint of coarse 

salt that stung his nose pleasantly.

The riverbank was a tableau of isolated human experiences. A few 

dozen meters ahead, a woman in faded blue scrubs sat rigidly on a 

weathered wooden bench. The harsh, sterile white glow of her 

tablet screen reflected in her exhausted eyes, battling the dying 

amber of the sun. She smelled of institutional sanitizer and stale 

coffee, her lips moving in silent, frantic repetition as she memorized

anatomical structures, oblivious to the breathtaking sunset. Further 

down, a man in a rumpled suit wrestled with a thick stack of 

property tax registration documents. The wind snapped the heavy 

parchment with a sharp, percussive crack, carrying the dry, dusty 

scent of old paper and the metallic tang of his nervous sweat as he 

squinted at the complex, translated dimensions of a distant estate.

Chunmun paused at the water's edge. The river lapped against the 

stone embankment with a hollow, rhythmic slosh, a sound that felt 

ancient and indifferent. The aluminum Pepsi can in his left hand felt 

shockingly light, a hollow vessel of thin, rapidly cooling metal. It 

caught the amber sunlight, the iconic red, white, and blue logo 

flashing like a tiny, commercial beacon against the muted greens 

and browns of the riverbank. He looked at the paper bag in his right

hand. The nuts inside rustled with a dry, papery whisper.

Driven by an impulse he could not name—an idle, almost meditative

detachment born from the poetry echoing in his head—Chunmun 

brought the bag to the lip of the can. He tipped it. The roasted 

groundnuts cascaded into the narrow, fluted opening. They fell with 

a bright, metallic ping, ping, ping, a frantic staccato drumming that 

echoed hollowly within the aluminum chamber. The rich, earthy 

scent of the roasted legumes mingled violently with the sticky, 

sweet vapor of the leftover cola. He filled it to the absolute brim, 



the final few nuts resting precariously at the aperture, a strange, 

textural contrast of organic, bi-lobed brown against the pristine, 

manufactured silver of the rim.

With a casual, fluid motion, his left arm traced a wide arc through 

the heavy, golden air. The can tumbled end over end, a flashing 

cylinder of color and reflected light, cutting through the salty 

breeze. It hit the surface of the Parramatta River with a sharp, 

resonant smack, sending up a momentary spray of diamond-bright 

water droplets.

It had barely begun its descent into the murky, green-brown depths

when the earth’s crust failed.

There was no preliminary rumble, no deep seismic groan to warn 

the city. The rupture was instantaneous and localized to an 

impossibly small radius directly beneath the sinking can. The 

riverbed tore open. A blinding, searing spear of pure, white-hot light

erupted from the darkness, so intensely brilliant that it stripped the 

color from the world, turning the amber afternoon into a negative of

stark, terrifying contrasts.

The sound arrived a microsecond later—a deafening, concussive 

roar that defied description. It was the sound of a mountain being 

ground into powder in a single heartbeat, a violent, ripping crack

that vibrated not in the ears, but in the marrow of the bones. The 

water of the Parramatta did not just boil; it instantly vaporized. A 

massive, choking cloud of scalding white steam exploded outward, 

carrying the overwhelming, suffocating stench of sulfur, burning 

ozone, and incinerated mud.

Within the epicenter of this momentary, hellish forge, the Pepsi can 

and its nutty cargo were suspended in a superheated vortex of 

magma and ash. The temperature spiked to thousands of degrees, 


