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Diary of the Floating City at Dawn

This morning, I woke to a faint vibration outside my window, like the slow breath
of a giant whale beneath the sea. Our seventh—generation floating city relies on
ocean thermal energy and magnetic levitation to stay suspended, and the occasional
tremor actually comforts me—it’s a reminder, a shared pulse between technology and

nature.

When I opened the semi—transparent energy window, the filtered dawn light came in

soft and golden. The distant ocean looked like a sheet of breathing metal, shimmering
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with tiny sparks of light. Cleaning drones darted across the horizon, brushing away
the salt mist that had settled on the energy pipes overnight. I’ ve watched this scene
for years, yet it still stirs a quiet awe in my chest. I guess I’ 11 never completely

get used to living in a city that floats.

Breakfast was simple—algae protein cake printed by the home nutrient generator.
Not delicious, but comforting. As usual, I checked the city s ecological dashboard
while eating: ocean current models, microplastic levels, coral recovery indexes.
Things have improved so much compared to a decade ago, and yet those low-recovery
zones still sit heavy inside me. Maybe it took humans a century to understand that

technology isn’t a savior—it’ s compensation.

Later, I visited the climate—dome experiment zone, my favorite place. The
simulated terrestrial ecosystem inside the dome is finally thriving. I knelt beside a
young black—soil pine, watching its roots grip the artificial ground, and for some
reason, my nose stung. Maybe it’s because long before my generation was born, many

»

tree species already existed only in the “Natural Memory Archive.

By afternoon, strong winds made the city lower its altitude. I watched from the
observation deck as the city’ s outer shell shifted shape like a giant living
creature. Elders say giving technology a “soul” helps us respect it instead of
relying on it blindly. I'm not sure I agree, but moments like this do make me feel

strangely close to it.

Night fell quickly, and the sea mirrored the city s light-net like a colossal
star map. I sat by my bed, writing today s entry, wrapped in a rare kind of quiet. I
live on the Earth of the future, yet I still worry about the future itself. Maybe

that’ s a contradiction—but maybe that’s simply what it means to be human.
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Diary of Walking Along the Reclaimed Green Belt

I spent the entire afternoon walking along the regenerated green belt in the
eastern wasteland. The light—-mist barrier projected by the weather towers formed a
transparent dome above me, shielding unstable wind and sand. The air still carried a
faint earthy scent, but compared to decades ago, it was a tremendous improvement.
When I inhaled deeply, a refreshing sensation spread from my lungs—something I

hadn’ t felt in years.

The soil under my feet was artificially reconstructed, yet real life had begun to
take root. Grass species once considered extinct were revived from the genetic
archives and now stretched across the pale-brown ground. I knelt to touch one of the
leaves; its coarse fibers felt warm and real against my fingers. It struck me then
that humanity wasn’ t “controlling” nature—we were apologizing in the only clumsy

way we knew.

Along the way, I encountered an ecological recorder robot. Its slender metal
limbs shimmered under the sunlight. It paused when it saw me and greeted me with a
simple electronic tone. I’ve never thought of these robots as cold tools; they feel
like a new species quietly documenting the Earth’s breathing patterns. The robot
reported that the soil moisture had increased by eight percent since

yesterday—thanks to three consecutive days of cloud—modulation experiments.

From the midpoint of the belt, the western side revealed the still-untouched
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wasteland, a gray landscape like the belly of a sleeping giant. Standing at the
boundary stirred something indescribable in me. That desolate region had once
swallowed countless lives and forced entire cities to migrate. In the old archives,
people spoke of the future with near hopelessness, as if every effort merely delayed

the inevitable.

But now, standing on this newborn green belt with the grass swaying gently
beneath the wind, I realized humanity might not be as fragile as we thought. We
falter, we err, but we still move forward. Technology doesn’ t walk for us—it simply

helps us retrieve the possibilities we once lost.

On my way back, I placed a hand on my chest, listening to my heartbeat blend with
the breeze across the grasses, the emptiness of the wasteland, and the soft clicks of
robotic joints. Together, they formed a strangely comforting rhythm. Maybe the future
isn” t a destination but a long corridor we walk through—fixing, learning, and

continuing.

And today, I was just one ordinary traveler on that path.
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Silent Diary of the Polar Night City

Here, the night almost never ends. The polar night city lies on a high—-latitude
ice plain where the sun has not appeared for three weeks. Even so, the streets remain
bright—1it by layers of bioluminescent moss clinging to the building walls, glowing

softly like a breathing veil.

I woke earlier than usual today, though it may simply be that I slept lightly.
Polar night blurs one’s sense of time. The city s digital clock is precise, but the
internal clock drifts easily. While washing up, [ stared at my pale reflection and
suddenly felt that this eternal-night city was testing me: when the world loses its

light, can a person still keep their inner brightness?

After breakfast, I visited the energy monitoring center. The city’ s power comes
from the geothermal pulse deep beneath the crust—a new natural resource formed after
tectonic renewal. Engineers claim it will never run out, yet I still check its
fluctuation curves every day. It appears as a breathing red line moving gently across

a dark screen. Watching it calms me, as if my heartbeat syncs with it.

In the afternoon, the research team opened the outer ice—-field observation
capsule. I joined the group. Outside the capsule lay an endless surface of deep—blue
ice, dark and cosmic. I tapped the ice through the capsule wall; the echo was thick
and steady. This ice plain carries too much history and too many buried secrets.
Climate chaos once turned it into a land of death, but now it stands as a symbol of

reflection and renewal.

Returning to the city, the faint glow of light-moss guided my steps. Few people
were out: some wrapped in thermal shawls, others wearing pressure-resistant masks.
Everyone walked silently toward their destinations. It occurred to me that in this
city of endless night, technology is not a savior—it is a companion, helping us

guard the smallest trace of light.

Tonight, I sit by the window writing this entry. Outside, the world is a deep
blue with no stars at all. And yet, somehow, I feel a small brightness growing inside
me. Perhaps we don’ t live because the sun shines—perhaps we live because we choose

to shine ourselves.
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