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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, I 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, [ 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
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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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