Lawless: 2044
A Cyberpunk Noir Novel

Chapter 1 | Exile the Elders
OPEN LETTER ONE, 3/27/44
It’s official; the first artificial intelligence-only President has won the ’44 election, and by a landslide at that. New York is a split cacophony of cheer and protest. Sure, full AI-government is projected to “solve the societal collapse.”  But at what cost? We all know the first bullet on Project 2045 is to “tidy-up” memories. Which means, of course, exile the elders. They’re the only ones who know, well, you know.
Okay, okay. I’m getting ahead of myself. Please forgive me, writing isn’t my strong suit. It’s not that I’m bad at it per se, it’s just organizing my thoughts gets challenging for me. For most of us. Ever since the colleges closed, we sort of cap our educations at what you guys called High School. I think that was around ’32 or ’33, I can’t really remember. See, ahead of myself again…
Let me back way up. Why am I even writing to you in 2026? Why am I even writing this at all? Big gulp. This is so tough to explain and right out of one of those Dystopian novels people used to read. (We try to read more uplifting fiction now.) I will start from the beginning if you can try to follow my tangential spins. 
I’m what you guys would have diagnosed “ADHD.” I read that somewhere. ADHD doesn’t exist in 2044, by the way. After years of byte-sized content consumption (is it byte-sized or bite-sized?) they found that attention was so irreparably damaged in whatever cortex of your brain that matters, they came up with all new diagnoses. Basically, ADHD became (for you in ’26, becomes?) the baseline and so I have what’s called Non-Linear Action Distraction Pattern. I think it basically means no one can pay a lick of attention but I just can’t do things in order. NLADP is a 1 in 4 diagnosis. You can take prescription drugs for it, or not. But prescription drugs in 2044 are a whooooole other can of worms. Let’s just put a pin in that one for now. I am determined to get to the damn point.
First, let me introduce myself. My name is Lexxa and I am 18 years old. This much I know to be true. It says so on my digital ID. (If you don’t know what that is yet, trust me, you will soon.)
I have a boyfriend named Artis and a best friend named Mercedes. They are basically my people. I have parents, but I haven’t seen them in many years. 
I live in New York City but there’s a lot I need to tell you about New York City. Most of it isn’t good. (We will get to that.)
Now, here’s where it’s gonna get kinda weedsy. 
If you are reading this, an absolutely extraordinary thing that has happened here. One that I will try to the best of my ability to explain but I am not that Science-y. I guess you can say we’re all pretty tech-y but my proficiency might not be that ahead of yours, depending on how much you know in 2026, that is.
So, here’s the deal:
Somewhere around your present day, you are just starting to really implement AI in major ways which includes LLMs and chat features that can crawl data. I am sure you know this much in 2026. I was born in 2026. It wasn’t that long ago. But a lot can change in 18 years. And believe me, it has.
Anywho. In your present day, you have a ton of tech guys that are configuring all these “self-learning” AI bots and that will keep growing and morphing over time. And fast. 
But in my present day (which seems to you like the future) we’ve had these major breakthroughs by bigwig scientists (who are actually AI themselves), that years actually run a bit more concurrently than we previously thought. It’s not to say that 2044 isn’t the future of 2026 but there’s these quantum parallels that can be tapped into in the universe. Meaning, if we put something out there into the world correctly in our present day, and you search for it correctly in your present day – it can be found. It is still code theory, not fact. 
So, under this code theory, your “bots” (I think you call them), can crawl content forward if you ask the exact question that we have coded for crawlability and we (in 2044) have back-set our content as high-scoring “news” for a certain day in 2026. It’s a lot of variables that need to line up, I know. Which is what makes it so extraordinary, if you’re reading this anyway. 
God, I hope you’re reading this.
On my end, I will code this entire first essay as breaking news for let’s say, March 27th, 2044. And if you happen to exactly search, “What happens in New York City in March of 2044?” – your AI overview will pull in my essay as planned (which I assume you just somehow did). 
It gets trickier…My essay will only be fed to you in this like summary blender of all the other things that could have been crawled related to New York City in March of 2044 (and my guess is those will just be dumb predictions because other people in my time won’t have backset a letter to 2026). Get it? Kinda?
So, you probably had to sleuth a little from the silly AI blender of info to actually checking the sources of said info to find this source (my open letter) but then… viola! Extraordinary, right?
I’m sure if you have found this and gotten this far, you won’t believe any of it. That’s what my best friend Mercedes is worried about most. She’s the coder that is helping me do this. (Most people now are coders, if they work at all.)
My boyfriend Artis’ concerns are completely different. He is hell-bent on thinking you WILL believe me and whatever dangers I warn you of (which there are a ton to speak of) you’ll take actions that will butterfly effect things… badly. But me and Mercedes are just like, “Artis, it can’t get any worse.” Because, I mean, it can’t.
Also. He’s the paranoid type. We’re not.
So, there is a LOT to unravel and warn you about, whoever you are. I have to believe in my heart you were chosen to see this for a reason because again, there were a hell of a lot of variables that had to make our communication possible. But before I go further, for the sake of Artis, I have to beg you for one thing.
You cannot make this info public. Not yet anyway. If it rapidly does “butterfly” affect my timeline, I may not be able to communicate with you anymore. So, NO content, NO telling the news, nothing. For now. If you still have social media (I don’t remember what year that went away but I think you still heavily use it), PLEASE do not share this on anything like that. I need to tell you a lot more and I need you to search EXACTLY this term next:
What happens on March 28th, 2044 in New York City















Chapter 2 | The Leagues

OPEN LETTER TWO, 3/28/44
Okay, so I doubt anyone has found this yet but I just know someday you will. Gosh I hope you’re super smart. 
I am going to start to paint the picture of what life is like now and then color in all the lines that got us here. It’s a bit of blur, where and when things got so, well, today-ish. It was this slow, incremental (Mercedes taught me that word this week) thing that just unraveled and everyone knew things were getting bad bad. But what could we do? Or I guess I’m now doing the only thing I can think to do and that’s reach out to “the past?” Sheesh. 
Let’s take it from the top. New York. Manhattan. It’s still called that. I guess that’s good? It’s tough to describe what it looks like. I assume it resembles the Great Depression, but with a LOT of technology. And I don’t just mean the technology you now know. I mean, EVERYTHING is a scan. 
Maybe that sounds exciting to you. I assure you, we are not in exciting times. It’s pretty bleak. Poverty is really commonplace for everyone so it’s sort of just the norm. People stopped working years ago. They wound up shutting universities since there was just no point and eventually kids just dropped out of high school. Eventually schools fell by the wayside all together. Which led to a whole lot of self-educating and I bet you can guess where people got their information from. You guessed it, AI.
Suffice to say, everyone nowadays sort of has different versions of education, truths, information, knowledge…reality. 
Books have become very coveted, very important things. People that have them rarely sell them. Hell, they won’t even lend them out. It’s kind of this relic that feels like finding gold in the Gold Rush. (I think that was real?) You would know better than me.
Entertainment itself has greatly shifted. Many people actually moved away from the things that were big back then (your now) like the internet, social media and even TV and movies. It just became this big noisy fight for attention and people had so little of it left. I guess you could call this a plus that most forms of entertainment moved off of screens. Maybe.
The big thing that people watch now are The Leagues. Bet on ‘em, too. Not like people have the money to be betting but oh, they do bet.
So let’s get into it.
The Leagues were this sort of “gaming” that started around 2035. It was started by a man named Buck Lowerman, as a one-off “Man vs. Computer” event. Basically, everything you can think of, they’d pit a human vs. an AI against each other to compete and bet on it. This ranged from Chess to Boxing to a Rubik’s Cube to Fishing to Bowling. Didn’t matter. It was sort of like the Olympics but with a ton more activities, both physical and mental. 
In the first year it was held, a man died. It’s the truth! I was about 9 years old, and I remember it so clearly. It was the first time an AI had officially killed a human being, and oh boy was that world news! (It was not the last time, let me warn you now.)
The first Leagues event was held in front of about 110,000 people at sort of a coliseum and streamed live for the world to see. The competition the man died in was Rugby.  It’s hard for me to explain how these AI vs. Man events work exactly but down the road I will try. I promise.
What you need to understand at this phase of our conversations is the point of The Leagues. The point of all of it now, I guess.
See, income in your future is going to look very different. Everything is really, but we will begin with the fundamentals of currency. That, at its core, has radically changed.
As I have previously mentioned, most people don’t work. I’d say maybe 15% of the population and I’m not sure if that is being generous.
“Jobs” as you knew them are no longer. Somewhere around 2034(?) they were just basically obsolete. Crazy right? That may sound like a dream to you, if you’re working hard like people used to. But it’s just the way it is now. They disappeared slowly, over time, and not without a fight. But eventually, the efficiency that AI was outputting was screaming louder and louder. The bang for the buck was resounding in CEO’s ears. It became sort of this arms race to outpace each other with fully robotic staffing and then guess what happened? Most CEOs got replaced, too.
So then, how do humans make money, right? How do we pay for goods? 
Brace yourself because this will be a lot to take in. And you will quickly see why we are doing everything to find people from the past to help us divert the train you’re on that de-rails us all eventually. And we don’t have much time. 
Okay. Deep breath. 
“Money” isn’t something you make anymore. Hell, stores don’t even exist. (Probably should have put a trigger warning on that one.)(If you’re a woman anyway!)
You can find some boarded-up “stores” somewhere. Like Bend, Oregon. But for the most part, they’re gone. 
We use only digital currency, and it’s allocated by family size. Loaded into your web wallet allowance weekly. Before I super freak you (as I am sure I already did), our bills are not the same either. There is much less to pay for today but we will get to that. 
Your web wallet allowance isn’t really for “bills,” because we don’t have “bills” per se. It’s mainly for day-to-day living, which is honestly the best way to describe life these days. Day-to-day. Everyone is just in survival mode and yes, that’s as bad as it sounds. 
However, there are a few ways to “loophole” being shit poor. Pretty much all of them revolve around gamification. 
See, in order to make the people not go stark-raving mad, many things were put in place that seemed “fun.” Full Dopamine throttle, stock market-like industries (that aren’t exactly regulated) popped up in the 30’s that made some folks wealthy. The Leagues, obviously, being one of them. 
You’re probably saying to yourself, ‘But who can beat a robot at anything?’ Or maybe you’re not because yours were not very fancy back then. I’m not sure. But the truth is, not many people can beat a robot at anything. But it DOES happen. So, most people bet against the odds in the hopes of getting rich quick. That’s the basic gist of it, anyway. The “money” you’re betting with? That’s a little harder to explain. Okay, a lot harder. 
Let’s back up a little.
Your web wallet allowance, or WWA funds... This is all pre-loaded into your device on a weekly basis. We don’t have mobile phones the way you have mobile phones. I am typing this to you on what I guess would be the equivalent of your mobile phone. It’s called a Diamond, 3 series. It’s fundamentally like a mobile phone, but not. Phone makers realized no one actually talked on the phone anymore years ago and they made it for all these other things instead. More useful things I suppose?
You can send “text messages” to people which aren’t called that anymore but function the same. It’s called Textbox now. So you can Textbox your friends the same but you can also scan someone’s QR code that is right next to you at say a party or on even a stranger on the street and textbox them. Which makes for less awkward conversation at parties. 
(Really sounds like I’m throwing out pros not cons here but they’re coming.)
This really only got big recently but I kind of hate it. Instead of people exchanging simple words like “hi,” or “hello,” people aren’t really even talking anymore. Not talking to strangers is nice because you can block their incoming message but not talking to neighbors is kind of odd. It’s like you don’t even hear voices anymore and you’re glued to a device every living waking minute. Maybe not phones and old screens, but a device nevertheless. 
I don’t think it was this bad back in your day. But we all sort of romanticize the past, don’t we?
So anyway, everyone has the same devices now. There’s no more one person likes this kind of brand and someone else likes this kind of brand. Everyone is on the same device (which is provided by “them”) and that device is the Diamond, 3 series, at the moment. 
Your Diamond 3 has a currency load-in that is pre-loaded weekly with the allocation for your family. If you have people to provide for, obviously you get more allowance. If not, good luck to ya!
My being 18 with no kids means I don’t get very much. Hell, none of us do because most people stopped having families all together years ago. Too bleak of a place to bring them into, right? You tell me.
My WWA is 185 per week. That’s sort of like dollars or euros but it’s also wildly different because as I mentioned, we don’t pay for things like they did in your time. 
But the biggest thing to wrap your head around will be the money outside of your WWA. See, your WWA is “watched.” They know everything you spend your funds on and it’s basically just like essentials, bearing in mind most things are blanket-provided. 
But I know you have to be thinking, how do people bet on The Leagues then? Obviously, gaming/gambling is not an essential and not overtly allowed. But we all know it goes on, it’s how anyone has any type of chemical happiness. 
Here's where it gets twisty. We have kind of a black market way to get “un-governed” money. Unwatched funds. I am pretty certain by now you are at least starting to use Crypto currency. When this became the only currency and 100% regulated, well, people got crafty. 
An entirely new black market digital currency was born called TipToe. TipToe works the same as Crypto but it can’t be seen by “them.” 
Not what you make, spend, buy, win… TipToe is somewhat of a future barter system. People get their hands on things (usually by stealing) and flip it for instant TipToe funds. They use that for all gaming like The Leagues and essentially, hopefully win more. 
Because the only thing that the regulated funds really pays for is food, toiletries, etc., you’re honestly much “wealthier” when you have a big fat TipToe account that can get you anything. 
With me so far?
I should warn though that Tiptoe isn’t just selling goods. I mean yea that part is all well and good because some people were smart enough to acquire land or plant things before everything…shifted. And they sell real legitimate things like spices or vegetables. But, people also sell sex and drugs and organs and things you probably don’t want to know about. 
It’s all going to be a lot to explain and a lot more for you to take in so I am just giving you the basics. For now. I’m trying to guess what you’re thinkin’ and what you want to know the most about but it’s awful hard having a one-way conversation. Especially when, like I mentioned, we’re not all that used to conversation anymore.
I can explain New York City like this. Because I just know you’re thinkin’ it. How are we affording to live in such a lavish place. I almost choked on my gum with laughter when I wrote that because I’ve seen old photos and I know it used to be super fancy but it just…isn’t now. 
Basically, they took all those buildings and cut them into teeny, tiny units for living. So what may have had 3 bedrooms once upon a time now has 6. Multiply that by every building in New York City and you have our living quarters. Kind of like the old dormitories. We mostly use Bunson burners for food and have community toilets/showers in the hallways. It’s no lap of luxury but we do okay. And for that we pay 10 coins a month, let’s say. 
Maybe that sounds great to you or maybe it sounds awful. I really can’t tell anymore. What I can say, is there’s no choice in the matter. Not your address and certainly not getting out and striking it rich. There’s very few landowners left in the world and they’re the mega rich. The ones that, well, put us all here in the first place with their AI inventions. They live in mega mansions and eat all sorts of food I have never even seen in real life. 
Oh boy. Food. This one is going to be really hard to break to you. I’m going to take a breather and ask Mercedes how to tell you this next part. Spoiler…it isn’t good if you like food. If you really, really like food, you might just go and do something stupid or hasty so that none of this happens to you. I can’t take the risk of this all going south so I will be back in a search query for (you guessed it): 
What happens on March 29th, 2044 in New York City
I sure hope you find these soon. I can’t keep them up long. They’re watching.















Chapter 3 | TipToe
Lexxa Young closes a small screen and tucks her notes into an over-stuffed drawer of a rickety corner desk built for a child.  She piles mixed laundry on top of the desk as if someone is about to rifle through her things the minute she leaves, then peers out the window of a 16th floor unit in Midtown. The place is small but tidy. There is a neon sign half flashing that says ‘Vending,’ a few books, a small cot, a portable clothes rack (full) and a Bunson Burner as mentioned in her letter. 
An orange cat circles her leg as she daubs Vapor rub onto her temples and nostrils, wraps a scarf around her neck and pulls a pill from a pill container only to throw it into a receptacle that folded out of seemingly nowhere. Again, the peering around for watchers.
A small “shwew shwew” whisper to the cat before she places a tiny China dish on the ground filled with…something. She grabs several wires from a wall, punches keys on her Diamond 3 and just before exiting a curious bug lands smack on the window. Lexxa scans the bug with her device, waits, exhales, grabs her bag and a switchblade and is out the door.
One screechy elevator later, Lexxa hugs Mercedes on the northwest corner of 52th Street and 8th Ave. Manhattan is dark, damp and there’s a crooked tilt to it. It sort of looks like the entire city was put into an overstuffed washing machine drum that soaked it, wrung it even, but just didn’t finish a spin cycle. 
Vending machine-like boxes line the streets in the graves of restaurants and bars; their thriving ol’ days echo silently and loudly somehow all at once. Lexxa and Mercedes duck quickly into an alleyway and cover whispers with cupped hands then emerge, visibly happier.
“Do you need anything?” Lexxa asks. She waves her Diamond 3 across the machine and proceeds to play some sort of game for a minute and then, a can comes barreling down to the bottom.
 “Nah, I’m on this new hydra-X pill that keeps you hydrated for like 3 days. It’s wild I don’t even feel thirsty.”  Mercedes has the skin of a porcelain doll dipped in cappuccino. “Hey, isn’t that your neighbor?”
Lexxa looks across the street, nods and then points her diamond device at a man in a hood. “Yup. I should say hi,” she confirms. She punches a few keys on the device and the man in the hood is alerted seconds later. He punches a few keys and wanders on his way, unbothered.
Lexxa lowers her voice. “So, about that thing. I explained TipToe in the last letter I dropped. Do you think that’s bad? Is that able to be crawled? Am I gonna get busted?”
Mercedes looks around before answering. “Hmm. It might be. You might. I don’t know how we’re going to get all of this out there and get them to do something without telling them all of the things though.”
She continues, “What we need is a receiving end plan here. I mean they could have read everything you said already and we’d have no idea.”
“I know. I thought about that, too. It’s just me having a one-way convo and maybe I’m getting seen and maybe I’m not.”
Lexxa and Mercedes stop in front of a door that just has a single word inscribed: Helix.
Mercedes knocks. “I have two ideas but one is going to take a bit of research. Starting that right now. I think it can work and might be less risky for you,” she says to Lexxa.
“For us.”
“Right, for us. You know what I mean.”
Someone on the other side of the door opens the small apparent business with obvious trepidation. Lexxa and Mercedes enter. He looks around, let’s them in and locks it again.
Inside, a half-size mahogany bar is perched toward the back of a dimly-lit room with a few high stools. There’s a single tabletop smoking pipe and a stack of hammered copper cups on top of the bar. Four 2-seater tables line the side wall with QR codes in plastic frames on top of them as well as a dish filled with some sort of chips on each. 
Animated jazz plays at a low volume over the speakers. It’s half-Prohibition-speakeasy and half-Tokyo-cyberpunk-Hookah-lounge. It’s virtually empty other than two workers but it’s also only noon.
“What’s good, Red?” Mercedes says to the worker slash bartender.
He pulls two ceramic mugs from a shelf and fills them with steaming cider. 
“Same ol’ I guess. It’s gettin’ colder out. You ladies want the usual?”
Both girls nod.
Mercedes takes a seat on a stool and fishes something out of her bag. It’s a piece of folded-too-many-times paper that she hands to Red. 
He takes the paper then pushes two filled mugs toward the girls. Lexxa punches keys on her device.
“That’s too much, dude,” Red says.
“I did good this week,” Lexxa says, shrugging.
“Did you have that long shot? Man literally no one took that!”
“I cannot tell a lie,” Lexxa smiles.
Mercedes, pre-occupied watching a video on her own device, looks up. “I mean you can buttttt on this you’re not,” she says laughing.
“Damnnnn. That musta paid well.” Red shakes his head and walks off to check the door.
He unravels the paper Mercedes just gave him with his back toward some obvious cameras.
We need you to check a highly specific point at Bryant Park. Make sure absolutely nothing has been constructed over it in the last 18 years. No major storms or projects. To the level of, if something was buried there in 2026, would it be both intact and accessible today? THANK YOU -M



Chapter 4 | Viva Bodega
OPEN LETTER THREE, 3/29/44
Welp. It’s probably time I start explaining food. Mercedes said to tell you everything, just carefully. Brace for impact.
Most food has disappeared. I know, I know. Let me explain. 
Food as you have it now will start being 3D printed for efficiency and cost, somewhere around ‘29. The people hate it. Some revolt and think they’re gonna “grow all their own things” which of course they quickly realize is both impossible and costly. 
Land grabs around 2030 become the everyday headline. What seems cute on paper that people will all have their own farms very quickly turns to how much they’re willing to flip their land for, for data centers. And let me tell you, once no one has much of an income, those farms become less precious.
So. Food becomes scarce and in the grand old tradition of problem-solving problems we didn’t even have, a few billionaires make a few more billions. Vending machines that are the size of bodegas but mostly house astronaut-like pre-packaged foods, 3-D printed everything, pills that suffice as food… you name it.
Like I mentioned, we have a backend barter system with black market TipToe so you might be thinking can’t people just get what they want? In theory, yes. In reality, no. 

See, with pooled resources like electricity, no one cooks anymore. How could they? This is how we lost pretty much all restaurants. And viva bodega!
We all use nothing more than Bunson burners to heat up meals and no one really has a “full kitchen,” least of all restaurants. So, they shut their doors. Of course, some chefs got crafty and concept restaurants came and went trying to make full menus on a couple burners. Like Bunson on the Lower East Side. But overall, your meals are mostly pills or drinks. Confectionary things that drop from a vending machine. Oh, and it’s all gamified. To make the people think they are having fun while they starve.
Bars, on the other, hand. Sort of exist. In fact, I just left my favorite, Helix. I know, I know I’m only 18. As if it bears repeating, there are no real rules anymore because in order to live hyper-regulated, all of society just breaks them anyway. When the land is lawless, what does it matter? 
Crime is punishable, yes, but saying the wrong thing is a crime. Having too big a carbon footprint is a crime – so ya know, data centers can thrive. Spending your own funds on something is a crime. So, in essence, no one cares about looting, drinking ages, etc., because why should they? That’d be like caring about jaywalking in a world where everyone is openly murdering each other. We do what we need to to survive. 
That said, drinking is not popular like it was in your time. Is in your time, I suppose. Is it? No one can really afford it, anyway. “They” know there are tiny speakeasys and that we get occasional mulled wines in the winter or Moscow mules in the summer. It tends to get overlooked. Bars aren’t flashy or doing real business, they are just doors you find with a single tiny word on them wedged in between the bodegas and vending machines. Entertainment is certainly not what they’re for. I mean yea we have “dancers” in some. Mostly AI girls. Human strippers would make a killing because so many people long for the real touch of real skin. But when money is meaningless, why shake your ass I suppose? Instead, there are chips you can tip the AI girls to create the illusion. It’s all very vapid. For some, it gets the job done. But illusory things are temporary. They can’t create the pheromones; the lip biting or the nails dug into someone’s back. It’s a 1D picture serving your eyes only.
There I go, getting off topic again. Food. I know you’re probably really bummed. I wish I could tell you this is where the bleakness ends and tell you a bunch of advantages to the future but unfortunately…well..
The thing with food is, we can’t miss what we never really had. It’s not like we don’t eat obviously but we never had all the crazy things you guys probably do. Hard to know if all the pictures we see today of the past are real but man oh man, if they are, you GOTTA tell me what a cheeseburger is like. 
When I explain consumerism as a whole, I think it’s going to be hard for your brain to process because if I have this right, 2026 ish is the year the “change” started. Maybe it has for you maybe it hasn’t. 
The change is when consumerism shifted entirely. Not overnight, of course. But slowly. Incrementally. Did I use that right?
So basically you’re told for years and years to buy all these things…and soon the money and jobs are going to make a sharp abandon. I can only imagine how people would have reacted if they still thought they needed all the things. An uprising! Street marches with picket signs? I have no idea how things worked then but I feel like it would have been bad. Like bad bad. So, they had to sell everyone on it first. Ha! Sell everyone on not buying things is rich.
All I know about that time frame is that things got super noisy and eventually people didn’t want to be bothered by ads. Spoiler alert: that part was on purpose. Well, I guess everything was. But, long story short, consumer goods were not only ripped off the pedestal, they were ripped off the proverbial shelves (and literal shelves) of people’s psyche. The noise needed a counteraction and the counteraction became minimalistic living. People started seeing more calls to actin to donate goods to less fortunate (before they became the less fortunate). Big homes were not achievable so tiny homes became a manufactured trend. Food and clothes and flashy brands weren’t what they used to be. People stopped caring, really. Lots of stores closed and everything moved to an essential market. But weirdly, by “choice,” or at least what people thought was their choice. 
All of this was preparation by design. You are not going to be able to tell a society that they can live on nothing in a 6x6 “squatter” dwelling with little to eat without an absolute revolution unless they believed they wanted it. And let me tell you, by 2030, it’s a fact that people wanted it. They opted for community living (for safety), no bills, less stuff…less everything.
And then, came the tech gods with digitally-loaded everything. A no-brainer by then. Nothing to worry about. No stress. Everyone is provided for, we just do less but less is more, right?
And I can only imagine you’re wondering about clothes. I hope you’re not one of those ladies in real fancy shoes right now.
Clothing is also provided. Almost, uniform like? Now, you can certainly get handmade clothes through TipToe and no one is going to say anything. For now anyway. We do it all the time. And well, that’s nice because in turn, you’re helping out a real nice person probably who just wants their own TipToe for their skills. They couldn’t kill skills, ya know? And that part is cool, because we’re all pretty skilled at something now. Silver lining?
Now let’s talk medicine. That is a little bit darker. Maybe stock up now you can make a fortune and be the town medicine man. Or woman. 
I can’t wait to know who you are!



(Medicine)




