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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

with tiny sparks of light. Cleaning drones darted across the horizon, brushing away
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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, [ 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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