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Tey told me the interface would feel cold at first. They were wrong. As the neural mesh

settled against my temples, it felt like a warm hand cupping my thoughts. The kind of

warmth that reminds you of morning sunlight through kitchen windows, of children’s

fingers sticky with birthday cake, of someone you love falling asleep against your shoulder.

“Different for everyone,” the technician said, noticing my expression. Her name was Mei,

and her hands moved with the precise grace of someone who had done this thousands of

times. “The interface adapts to what makes you most comfortable.”

In her hands was a Retrospect 7 NMI (neural memory interface), but everyone simply knew

it as “the veil.”

The cancer had taken almost everything else, but it couldn’t touch my curiosity. “How does

it know?”

Mei’s fingers danced across the calibration panel. “The same way it knows how to fill in the

gaps in your memories. It reads you. Not just your thoughts or your neural patterns, but the

essence of who you are. And who you’ve been.” She paused, a slight smile playing on her lips.

“Some people feel a cool breeze. Others smell their grandmother’s perfume. One patient said

it felt like diving into a lake on a hot summer day.”

“And after?” I asked. We both knew what that really meant.

“After is after,” she said gently. “But during? During, you get to be everywhere you’ve ever

been, everyone you’ve ever been. And maybe even a few places and people you wished

you’d been.”

The veil hummed to life, a soft melody that seemed to come from everywhere and nowhere.

“Ready?” Mei asked, patience in her voice, compassion in her eyes. Her finger hovered over

the initialization switch.

I closed my eyes. “I think so.”
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*  *  *

*  *  *

The world dissolved into light.

I was six, chasing fireflies in my grandfather’s backyard.

I was sixteen, receiving my first kiss beneath bleachers that smelled of rust and rain.

I was thirty-two, holding my daughter for the first time, marveling at how something so small could

make the universe feel so vast.

The veil filled in the spaces between my memories with the careful attention of a master

painter. It knew exactly which details would make each moment spring to life. How my

mother’s bracelets jingled when she laughed, the texture of my old dog’s ears, the shade of

blue the sky turned on a frigid winter day. Perfect details thought lost to time.

When the veil showed me experiences that had never happened—the trip to Greece I’d

always dreamed of, the conversation I wished I’d had with my father before he passed—it

wove them so seamlessly into the story of my life that they felt less like fabrications and

more like memories I’d simply forgotten to remember.

Time became fluid. A lifetime compressed into hours that somehow felt both infinite

and instantaneous. I lived and relived, learned and relearned, until every moment—real

or generated—felt like a precious stone I could hold up to the light and examine from

every angle.

Somewhere distant, I heard Mei’s voice: “Heart rate declining. Beginning final sequence.”

I wanted to tell her it was okay. The veil wasn’t just connecting me to my own memories. It

was linking me to a vast history of human experience. Each person who had worn the veil

had also contributed to its capabilities. Each laugh, each tear, each regret, each triumph.

Every recollection gently shaping how my own were being reconstructed. And my life would

do the same for others. As I revisited my experiences in the veil, it—

My immersion began to fade. Not abruptly like a light suddenly going out. But like a

symphony drifting toward its final note.

The veil’s final recording was Mei’s whisper: “Thank you for adding your story to ours.”
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*  *  *

*  *  *

Mei removed the neural mesh with practiced care. Her movements

were swift as she cleaned the interface, checking each connection
point methodically. Then she lifted her radio.

“Life captured, pending refinement for inclusion…”

“Interface reset complete…”

“Ready for the next patient.”

The scientific concepts and speculations behind this story are discussed in more detail in Apparently I Want a Coffee—Brain

State Prediction, Memory Engineering, and the Future of Human Experience.
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