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A cave that shows you your life entire — the real one. He left a note for whoever comes next.

I keep staring at my hands, turning them in the firelight like I'm trying to read something written in the lines. The skin looks different out here-thinner, almost translucent, like whatever I've been hiding beneath it is finally close to the surface. Tomorrow they'll cut two thin slits across my palms, just enough to sting, just enough to open me. 

The cave demands that. It wants you, it wants you honest.
 It wants you unable to hide.

 The elders say the cuts aren't for blood; they're for truth. 

The fire is dying, shrinking into itself, and every time it flickers low, the cave's entrance seems to swell, like a lung pulling in air. I know it's just wind, but it feels deliberate, like the cave is breathing, aware of me, watching me, waiting for dawn.

 The air around it has a weight, a pressure, like standing too close to someone who hasn't decided whether they love you or hate you.

I came here because of the stories, the whispered ones, denied ones, the ones told by people who came back changed in ways they couldn't fully explain.

 They say the cave shows you your life. Not the version you tell others. Not the version you tell yourself. The real one. The one built from every kindness, every cruelty, every moment you thought didn't matter. It gathers all of it, stacks it like stones, and weighs you against yourself. Some people emerge sobbing. Some come out laughing like they've been forgiven. Some walk out silent and never speak of what they saw. A few never come out at all. 

They say the cave doesn't kill you, it just shows you something you can't bear to live with.I've done bad things. I've hurt people. I've lied. I've avoided truths that would've saved someone pain. I've buried memories so deep I barely recognize them as mine. There are faces I try not to think about, moments I replay only in nightmares, choices I made because they were easy instead of right. 

But I've done good too. I've helped. I've protected. I've shown up when it counted. I've tried, maybe not perfectly, maybe not consistently. But I've tried to be better than my worst moments. 

I don't know which side outweighs the other, and that's what scares me. The cave doesn't care about excuses or intentions or the stories you build to survive yourself. It only cares about truth. The raw version of who you are when everything else is stripped away. It doesn't let you negotiate. It doesn't let you look away. It shows you the whole of yourself and waits to see what you'll do with it.

And if you're reading this, I need you to understand something: this cave isn't just for me. If you found this note, if you're holding it, if something in you is stirring, that quiet itch in your chest that says you're more than the version you pretend to be. Then you should find this place too. 

Sit where I'm sitting. Feel the air move like something alive. Listen to the way the dark shifts when you breathe. Let the silence settle around you until it feels like a presence. Let the cave listen to you. Let it show you everything you've carried. The good you forgot, the harm you denied, the moments that shaped you without your permission. Maybe you'll come out better. Maybe you'll come out worse. But you'll come out true. And truth, even when it hurts, is a kind of freedom.

The fire's almost gone now. The cave looks darker than ever, like its mouth has widened while I wasn't looking. Dawn is close and I can feel it like a hand reaching for my shoulder, steady and patient. The sky is bruising at the edges, that deep blue that comes right before light breaks. I came here. I set up camp. I lit this fire and I decided wrote this note to self before I enter.

 My hands are shaking, but not from fear, at least not only fear.

 There's something else too.

The anticipation, the recognition. 

Like part of me has been waiting for this longer than I realized. If you ever find this cave, write your own the night before. You'll understand why I wrote mine.

The End

"For better or for worse, he called it. It has never once let the guest choose which."
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