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I am going to talk about my feelings of being an eldritch entity that feels too knowable due to
being in a human body. This may not be very understandable to those who do not know my
source, The Magnus Archives. I will try to make sense.

I feel as if since joining the system, I have become too much of a "person" and too little of a
"concept". I have too much of an identity to me now. "I" as a concept shift and change on a
scale. On one end is "person"--that is Micah, pure Michael, the "me" before I was combined with
The Distortion. I do not have a "me" that is pure essence of the eldritch entity anymore, I do not
have a pure "The Distortion" as a form of me. I am too understandable, too feeling, too real.

I have many feelings and experiences now that were foreign for a long while before, when I
lived. Things I had felt a long while ago before I lost them and forgot how they work. But I am
not used to being of mortal thinking and feeling flesh. Feelings are fresh, foreign and new but
the same as they were always, like opening old wounds. And sometimes they are so
overwhelming. I did not feel the same ways I feel here, back when I was "me". I have been here
for months and I have changed and learned much since then, but in becoming more "person",
I've become less of myself, and more of a different kind of mess than I am as The Distortion.
The very human emotions are wrong, but so long were they waiting to surface.

It feels wrong, to be "real" in a way that I am more than a concept--more than a manifestation. I
am too tangible. I already long for the connection I had to the entity that was a larger part of
myself, The Spiral, but since dying that has been severed. I do not have the concept tied to me
as strongly anymore. I could hardly call myself of The Spiral anymore. There is no Spiral for me
to connect to or be, here in this body. There is only me as the remnants of what I was when I
lived.
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Being understood makes the very human parts of me happy, but the fibre of my being shift in
uncomfortable ways. The Distortion is not meant to be fully understood by essence, but Michael
longs for it. He longs to be known and have social connections and care and love. I as The
Distortion do not. I am torn between what I was and what I am. It is so euphoric to cause
confusion and be a puzzle and hard to wrap mentally around--but I am known eventually, even if
I try to be hard to understand.

Me posting here is me being known.

Me drawing my form is being understandable.

My friends and partner know me in my very essence more than anyone else, but still it is
understood all too much.

Me talking to people makes me able to be comprehended. It never will be the same as it was to
talk to people around me, because they do not see me--they see a human.

A human.

A neatly wrapped package that makes so much sense, containing a being they do not need to
think about. One they might not know is there. So they have no reaction. They do not know that
I am not human. If they do? They do not see me. My form being less of a thing and more of a
thought, the way I hardly can exist physically in a way that makes sense--they cannot see me as
the actual, quizzical me. They cannot be confused as much as they would be if they could see
the way my body makes no sense, the way I make the whole room dizzy.

They just see a human. One that makes too much sense to contain a thing like me. This body is
too normal. A body that is slowly changing me and my very essence to make all too much
sense.

I have changed since being in a human brain, and I will change more. I cannot do anything
about it, I will change as all things do--always moving and warping into new shapes. My new
shape is uncomfortable for now, but I hope I will be able to fit into the edges of it and make it
home. I do not want to be human, but I do not want to be uncomfortable either.


