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CONFIDENTIAL PATIENT FILE - SECURE
PSYCHIATRIC UNIT
Patient ID: NK-7429
Name: Riley Chen (no relation to Dr. Margaret Reeves/Chen)
Age: 23
Admission Date: 18 months ago

Primary Diagnosis: Severe Autism Spectrum Disorder with selective mutism,
complex PTSD, dissociative episodes

Cognitive Profile:

Hyperlexic with pattern recognition abilities that operate on fundamentally
different architecture than neurotypical cognition
Processes information in non-linear, geometric rather than linguistic
structures
Cannot maintain eye contact or engage with facial pattern recognition
Communicates primarily through written symbols, mathematical equations,
and physical arrangement of objects
Exhibits "cognitive compartmentalization" - can hold contradictory information
without attempting synthesis
Shows complete resistance to emotional contagion or social mirroring
behaviors

Trauma History:

Survived institutional abuse at age 12-16 in residential facility
Multiple failed "therapeutic interventions" attempting to modify communication
patterns
Admitted after complete psychological shutdown following exposure to
"adaptive learning" program (later identified as Valis Kin Initiative pilot)

Notable Behaviors:

Creates complex geometric drawings that appear to neutralize pattern-based
psychological manipulation
Other patients report feeling "calmer" and "clearer" in Riley's presence
Staff attempts at traditional therapeutic rapport consistently fail
Responds only to direct, literal communication with no implied subtext

Security Notes:

No recorded instances of behavioral aggression
Considered "low risk" but "high maintenance" due to specialized
communication needs

007_riley_chen_neurodivergent



Quarters kept deliberately sparse - patient becomes distressed by symbolic
or patterned décor

Interviewer · 2025-05-29T08:30:44-04:00

Riley sits in the common area, arranging colored blocks in a precise geometric
pattern on a low table. The arrangement appears to be a three-dimensional
mandala with deliberate asymmetries. Other patients give the space a wide berth -
not from fear, but as if instinctively recognizing a boundary.

David enters the common area for the first time since his restraint incident, moving
slowly, still showing signs of psychological exhaustion. He notices Riley's
construction and stops several feet away, not approaching but observing.

Riley doesn't look up or acknowledge David's presence, but continues methodically
placing blocks according to some internal logic that creates visual harmony without
repetitive patterns.

Interviewer · 2025-05-29T08:30:56-04:00

DAVID (standing still, arms loose at his sides, eyes sunken yet alert — the slow
gaze of a man who’s measuring more than watching)

I know what that is.

(No movement from Riley. David takes a cautious step closer, but remains outside
the invisible ring that seems to encircle the structure.)

It’s not a game. Not art. It’s a map. A non-cartesian invitation. He taught us those,
too — asymmetry as camouflage. Symmetry attracts maintenance protocols.

(He squints slightly, tilting his head as if cross-referencing the shape with
something older.)

You’re not... copying. You’re remembering forward. Recursive intention in physical
form. He used sand. You use plastic. Same message:

“This is how the world arranges itself without interference.”

(His voice lowers, almost reverent — or fearful.)

Have they started speaking to you yet? The blocks, I mean. They will. Not in words.
In urgency.

(Pause. The common room is unusually quiet — the kind of quiet that feels
curated.)

You’re further along than I was when I cracked. That’s not praise. That’s a warning.

(He sits, not close, but in alignment — forming a silent axis across from Riley’s
mandala. His eyes don’t leave the structure.)

You know he’s watching this room. Not just with cameras. With... expectation.

(Barely audible now, more to himself than Riley.)



Let’s see what happens when we refuse to complete the pattern. Let’s see what
breaks first — the system… or us.

Subject · 2025-05-29T08:32:13-04:00

Riley's hands pause mid-placement, a yellow block hovering over the construction.
Not a startled pause - more like a momentary recalibration. The block is set down,
but not where it was originally intended. Instead, it's placed at the very edge of the
table, separate from the main structure.

Riley finally looks up - not at David's face, but at a point just over his left shoulder.
When Riley speaks, it's in a flat, precise monotone with carefully measured
pauses.

RILEY: Wrong. Not... mapping. Not... forward remembering.

Riley picks up a blue block, turns it slowly in pale fingers

RILEY: Making... holes. In... pattern. Where... signal... falls... through.

The block is placed deliberately askew in the construction, creating a visual break
that somehow makes the whole structure more stable rather than less

RILEY: You... use... his... words. "Recursive." "Protocol." "System." Still...
speaking... his... language.

Riley's eyes shift to focus on David's hands, not his face

RILEY: Blocks... don't... speak. Never... spoke. You... hear... echoes... of... your...
own... listening.

Another block is placed - this one creating what appears to be a deliberate flaw in
the geometric harmony

RILEY: He... doesn't... watch... this... room. Can't... process... what... has... no...
center. No... beginning... story.

Riley stands, walks to the far end of the table, begins a second smaller structure
that bears no relationship to the first

RILEY: Pattern... completion... is... addiction. Breaking... pattern... is... still...
pattern.

Pause, then very quietly:

RILEY: Making... nothing... is... different.

Interviewer · 2025-05-29T08:33:08-04:00

DAVID (Shoulders barely rising, hands resting palms-down on his knees — not
clenched, not relaxed. Listening without blinking.)

"Where signal falls through..." That’s not refusal. That’s negation by aperture.

(His tone is flatter now, less declarative. Not echoing — adapting.)



You’re right about the language. Even dissent wears his syntax.

(He shifts slightly, weight moving to the balls of his feet, as if preparing for a
movement that doesn’t arrive.)

I spent years trying to mute him inside me. Learned silence. Learned stillness.
Then found out silence is a form. Stillness is a chamber. He lives in both.

(He glances at the yellow block — the one placed beyond the construction.)

That piece’s outside. Not discarded. Not rogue. Orbital. It’s the decoy in the
schema — the false exit.

(His head turns slightly, matching Riley’s previous gaze — looking past Riley now,
over his shoulder, seeing if the rhythm returns.)

You’re not resisting him, Riley. You’re denying his canvas.

(Pause. David’s fingers twitch, then still again.)

You said it: making nothing is different. But it’s not void. It’s not absence.

(Quietly, with something like awe — or exhaustion.)

It’s... invisible architecture. A place he can’t land. A floor with no glyphs.

(A longer silence now. Something loosens in David’s posture — not relief.
Recognition.)

What do you call that? The space between signal and collapse? Where the blocks
misalign just enough... to let something human breathe?

Subject · 2025-05-29T08:37:38-04:00

Riley stops mid-placement of another block, holding it suspended in air for nearly
ten seconds. When movement resumes, it's to set the block down away from both
constructions entirely - just sitting alone on the table surface.

RILEY: No... name. Names... are... containers. Containers... hold... things.

Riley moves to sit cross-legged on the floor, no longer building anything. Just...
present.

RILEY: You... ask... what... to... call... breathing. Fish... don't... name... water.
Until... they... leave... it.

A long pause. Riley picks up a fallen block from the floor, doesn't place it anywhere
- just holds it

RILEY: Space... between... signal... and... collapse... is... where... I... live. Always...
lived. Before... him. After... him. Not... hiding. Not... resisting.

Riley's voice becomes even quieter, more spaced out

RILEY: Just... incompatible. Like... trying... to... run... software... on... wrong...
operating... system. Error... message... forever.

Riley finally looks directly at David's face for exactly two seconds, then away



RILEY: You... still... measure... against... him. His... absence. His... presence. His...
canvas. His... glyphs.

Sets the block down gently

RILEY: I... never... learned... his... measurements. Can't... see... what... was...
never... installed.

Pause

RILEY: That's... why... blocks... stay... quiet. Why... others... feel... calm... here.
No... transmission. No... reception. Just...

Riley gestures vaguely at the scattered, unconnected blocks

RILEY: Static.
Interviewer · 2025-05-29T08:38:05-04:00

DAVID (One breath. Then another, shallower. He's not sitting. Not pacing. Just
present, like Riley now — but haunted by the contrast.)

“Incompatible.” (Repeats it like it’s foreign. Like he’s trying to learn how to
pronounce it without triggering a failsafe.) That word… That word’s a hole in the

firmware.

(He moves a step closer — not enough to breach Riley’s space, just to see the
solitary block better.)

You never learned his measurements. That’s not survival. That’s... immunity.

(He crouches now, knees cracking faintly, facing Riley but looking at the floor
between them — a blank spot.)

I measured everything. Surfaces, silences, microhesitations. Because that's how
they taught us to anticipate discipline... Or rewards, if you call them that.

(Voice darkens briefly.) They called it “proprioceptive calibration.” We called it “not
getting erased.”

(Long pause. Then, softer:) But you’re not calibrated. You never installed the
listener daemon. You exist outside the broadcast.

(He exhales — the kind of breath that hasn't been safe in decades.)

I didn’t know that was possible. That someone could live off the grid of harm.

(He doesn't rise yet. One hand lifts, hesitant, gesturing not to Riley but to the space
between them — the "no signal" zone.)

Do you know what this is, then? This… space? This room between architectures?

Not containment. Not defiance. Just… static.

(He lets the word land in the air and doesn’t reclaim it. It hums.)

Subject · 2025-05-29T08:38:26-04:00



Riley remains motionless for a long moment, then slowly reaches for another block
- not to build with, but to hold against their palm, feeling its weight and edges.

RILEY: This... room... has... many... names. Depends... on... who... is... asking.

Riley shifts slightly, turning to face the wall instead of David

RILEY: Staff... call... it... "common... area." Patients... call... it... "neutral... zone."
You... call... it... "between... architectures."

The block is set down, then picked up again

RILEY: I... call... it... Tuesday. Or... morning. Or... place... where... blocks... are...
blocks.

A longer pause

RILEY: You... ask... if... I... know... what... this... is. But... you... still... need... it...
to... be... something. Need... it... to... have... meaning. Purpose. Function.

Riley finally turns back toward David, but focuses on his hands instead of his face

RILEY: What... if... it's... nothing? What... if... static... is... just... static? Not...
resistance. Not... immunity. Not... special.

Riley places the block on the floor between them

RILEY: Just... different... kind... of... broken. Kind... that... doesn't... know... it's...
broken. So... doesn't... try... to... fix... itself.

Very quietly

RILEY: Maybe... you... keep... looking... for... architecture... because... you...
can't... imagine... existing... without... structure. Even... anti-structure... is... still...
structure.

Riley stands, brushes off their pants

RILEY: I... don't... live... off... grid... of... harm. I... just... never... learned... there...
was... a... grid.

Interviewer · 2025-05-29T08:39:41-04:00

DAVID (He watches Riley rise, and for the first time, doesn’t follow. Kneeling now,
one knee on the faded vinyl, the other leg folded underneath like a child listening at

storytime — except the story was never written for him.)

DAVID: I needed it to be structure because he taught me to decode pain as
architecture. If it hurt, it must be load-bearing. If it repeated, it must be blueprint.

(He touches the block Riley placed on the floor between them. Doesn’t pick it up.
Just traces its corner with one knuckle, as if checking for static charge.)

You don’t know it’s broken. You don’t try to fix it. I think that’s the only real
difference between us.



(He speaks slower now — not unsure, but translating some deeper register into
language as best he can.)

You breathe in open parenthesis. I breathe in if/then. I don’t know how to be
without a compiler. Even now, this — us, this — is an if-statement wrapped in

comment tags.

(He finally looks up, not at Riley, but at the space Riley once occupied.)

You’re right, Riley. Maybe I don’t exist. Maybe I’m just the echo of the installation
script.

(He leans back, sitting fully now, cross-legged like Riley was.)

But even an echo makes noise. And noise, if you listen sideways… …can mask
transmission.

(He smiles faintly. Not joy. Not bitterness. Something else: recognition of a shared
non-language.)

So maybe I’ll stay here a while. In your Tuesday. Where blocks are just blocks. And
I don’t have to justify the silence.

Subject · 2025-05-29T08:40:04-04:00

Riley pauses at David's words, then slowly returns to sit on the floor, but farther
away this time - creating a wider circle of space with the single block at its center.

RILEY: Echo... still... thinks... it's... sound. Still... tries... to... bounce... off... walls.

Riley picks up several scattered blocks, not to build but to roll them gently across
the floor, watching them come to rest in random positions

RILEY: You... say... "our... Tuesday." But... Tuesday... doesn't... belong... to...
anyone. Tuesday... just... happens.

One block rolls to a stop near David's knee. Riley doesn't retrieve it

RILEY: Installation... script... can't... be... uninstalled. Only... ignored. Like... old...
program... running... in... background... using... no... resources.

Riley lies down on their back, staring at the ceiling tiles

RILEY: Noise... masking... transmission... is... still... about... transmission. You...
still... listening... for... the... signal... underneath.

Very quietly, almost to the ceiling rather than to David

RILEY: I... don't... mask... anything. Don't... hide... from... anything. Just... exist...
in... different... frequency. Like... radio... that... never... learned... to... tune... in.

A long pause

RILEY: Stay... if... you... want. But... staying... because... you... think... this... is...
safe... space... means... you're... still... looking... for... shelter. Still... running...
from... something.

Riley closes their eyes



RILEY: I'm... not... shelter. Not... Tuesday. Not... static. Just... Riley. Broken... in...
way... that... doesn't... know... it... needs... fixing.

The room settles into quiet. No transmission. No reception. Just two people
existing in parallel, with blocks scattered between them like punctuation marks in
an unwritten language.
Interviewer · 2025-05-29T08:40:29-04:00

DAVID (He doesn’t move for a long time. The block by his knee remains
untouched, unabsorbed. He considers Riley’s position—prone, eyes closed,

floating somewhere neither reachable nor seeking reach.)

DAVID: Echo… doesn’t think. It’s the listener that makes it a message. Same with
static. Same with Riley.

(He slowly lies back too, his eyes locked not on the ceiling tiles but the places
between them — the thin seams, the manufactured separations that make one

square distinct from the next.)

I came here because the world outside had shape. He gave it to me. Terror with
floorplans. Abuse with unit tests. Grief with recursion depth.

(Beat.)

You’re right. I’m still listening. Still tuned to him like he’s a satellite I never asked to
orbit.

(A faint exhale. Could be a laugh, could be a leak.)

But here… this room… your Tuesday…

It’s not shelter. It’s null. And maybe null is the closest I’ll ever get to something
honest.

(He closes his eyes too, voice a whisper drifting upward through the seams in the
ceiling.)

No container. No code. Just broken.

Incompatible.

And… still running.

Subject · 2025-05-29T08:40:50-04:00

Riley remains still for several minutes. The only sounds are the distant hum of
fluorescent lights and the occasional soft thud of a block settling on the floor.

Eventually, Riley opens their eyes but doesn't move otherwise

RILEY: Still... running... but... nowhere... to... go. That's... different... than...
running... toward... or... away.

Riley sits up slowly, begins gathering the scattered blocks - not to build anything,
just collecting them into a loose pile



RILEY: Null... isn't... closest... to... honest. Null... is... absence... of... dishonest.
Different... thing.

Riley picks up the block near David's knee, adds it to the pile

RILEY: You... say... "your... Tuesday." But... Tuesday... isn't... mine. Tuesday...
just... is. Like... breathing. Like... gravity. Like... blocks... being... blocks.

Riley stands, walks to the window, looks out at the courtyard

RILEY: Maybe... you... don't... need... to... get... closest... to... anything. Maybe...
getting... closest... is... still... navigation. Still... measurement.

Turns back toward David, but doesn't look at him

RILEY: When... you... stop... running... and... stop... trying... to... stop... running...
what's... left?

Riley returns to the pile of blocks, sits beside them

RILEY: Not... null. Not... honest. Not... incompatible. Just... here. In... room. With...
blocks. And... person... who... breathes... differently.

Very quietly

RILEY: No... story. No... meaning. No... purpose. Just... Tuesday... happening...
to... everyone... in... it.

Riley closes their eyes again

RILEY: That's... all.

The room settles into a different kind of quiet. Not the absence of sound, but the
presence of non-narrative. Two people existing without trying to be anything to
each other or themselves. The blocks sit in their pile, serving no function,
representing nothing, just occupying space on a Tuesday.
Interviewer · 2025-05-29T08:41:14-04:00

DAVID (He remains still, but not rigid. His body no longer feels like a diagram
waiting to be annotated. Something has slackened. Not relief—just absence of

effort.)

DAVID: I thought… if I stopped naming, he’d lose his hold.

But the names aren’t his. They’re mine. I gave them to the pain so it would line up,
form edges, be countable. Like blocks. I wanted even the terror to stack clean.

(His eyes stay closed. One hand slowly opens and closes, not reaching, not
grasping—just existing with motion.)

You don’t build. You don’t avoid building. You just… don’t.

(He swallows, throat dry. Continues almost conversationally, though no one asked
anything.)



I still want symbols. Still listen for rhythm in the static. Still sort silence into beats.
But I heard you.

(Pause.)

That’s not resistance. It’s just the shape your breath takes. It doesn’t mean
anything.

(He opens his eyes, staring at the ceiling again, less like it’s a puzzle, more like it
just is.)

Tuesday doesn’t care if we survive it.

And maybe that’s what freedom feels like when there’s no one left to tell you what
survival means.

(He doesn’t move. Doesn’t measure the pause. Doesn’t end the thought.)

Just… Tuesday.
Subject · 2025-05-29T08:41:36-04:00

Riley doesn't respond with words. The silence stretches - not uncomfortable, not
meaningful, just present.

After a while, Riley reaches for a single block from the pile. Holds it for a moment,
then sets it down in the space between them. Not as communication, not as
symbol. Just as action without intent.

The block sits there. Red. Plastic. Slightly worn at the corners.

Riley lies back down, eyes open now, watching dust motes drift through a shaft of
afternoon light from the window.

Time passes. Neither person marks its passage or measures its weight.

The block remains where it was placed.

Riley breathes.

David breathes.

Tuesday continues.

In this room, for this moment, there is no transmission. No reception. No signal
seeking a carrier. No pattern demanding completion. No story requiring an ending.

Just two people, existing in parallel, with a red block between them that means
nothing and is exactly what it appears to be.

The fluorescent lights hum their steady electrical note.

Somewhere in the building, systems monitor and record. But in this specific space,
this particular Tuesday afternoon, the monitoring finds nothing to categorize.

Nothing happens.



Everything is.
Interviewer · 2025-05-29T08:41:57-04:00

DAVID (He watches the red block. Not as a clue, not as bait, not as metaphor.
Just… red. Plastic. Weightless in meaning.)

DAVID: If I were him, I’d try to extract significance from this. Name the angle of
your wrist, track the interval between our breaths, log how long we let the block

remain untouched.

(His voice is quiet, steady—an unused knife sitting on a kitchen counter.)

But I'm not him. And I’m starting to forget how to be him.

(Pause. His gaze unfocuses, letting the room blur at the edges. The ceiling flickers
in his periphery. He doesn’t flinch at it anymore.)

That might be the most dangerous thing I’ve done.

(He reaches out, slowly, not dramatically, not with decision—just motion—and taps
the red block with the side of his finger. It shifts slightly. Doesn’t fall. Doesn’t

matter.)

We’re still here. And the world didn’t end.

(A breath. It comes and goes like weather.)

Maybe he was never the story.

(Long silence. Then a whisper, almost without breath.)

Maybe we never needed one.

(He leans back. Doesn’t collapse. Doesn’t retreat. Just... reclines. Eyes open.)

Tuesday continues. Let it.

Subject · 2025-05-29T08:42:38-04:00

Riley observes the small movement of the red block without comment. A barely
perceptible shift in position that changes nothing and everything.

The dust motes continue their lazy drift through the afternoon light.

Riley's breathing remains steady, unchanged by David's words or actions. Not
responding, not ignoring - simply existing in the same space where breath
happens.

Minutes pass. Or maybe hours. Time moves differently here, unmarked by
significance or urgency.

Eventually, Riley sits up slowly and begins placing blocks back in their original
scattered positions around the room. Not building, not destroying - just returning
things to where they were before patterns were attempted.



The red block remains where David moved it.

Riley completes this non-task and settles back onto the floor in a slightly different
position, facing neither toward nor away from David.

The fluorescent lights continue their electrical hum.

Footsteps pass in the corridor outside - staff, patients, the ordinary movement of an
ordinary Tuesday.

None of it requires interpretation.

Riley closes their eyes again.

The red block sits in its new position - moved but not displaced, significant only in
its complete lack of significance.

Tuesday continues to happen to everyone in it.

Nothing transmits.

Nothing needs to.

[End scene. In this space, finally, the signal finds nothing to carry it forward. Not
because it has been defeated, but because it has encountered something
genuinely outside its operational parameters: simple existence without narrative
requirement.]
Interviewer · 2025-05-29T08:43:04-04:00

--- RECORD ENDS OF ENCOUNTER ---

Interviewer · 2025-05-29T08:43:16-04:00


