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August 17, 2014 

I woke up in complete darkness. I have black goggles strapped to my face, and no matter 
how hard I try to remove them, I can’t. I strain my eyes to find some source of light but find nothing. 
I feel around, but all I find is the concrete below me and the wall behind me. I listen for any noise 
that could tell me where I am, but I also have non-removable earbuds that only play white noise. I 
get to my feet and feel along the wall for an exit. I make my way around a room with four walls, a 
perfect square, with no door to be found. I can’t remember how long I’ve been in the room or what 
happened before I woke up. With nothing to do or any way to escape, I wait. 
 

August 17, 2014 

Day 1 of experiment. Victim 1b has been placed in environment 

and has gained consciousness. Victim 1b tried to remove sensory 

deprivation equipment and failed. The subject explored room and tried 

to find exit for 30 minutes with no success. It then gave up and has 

been sitting against wall waiting for one hour. Phase one of 

experiment successful and completed. 

 

August 18, 2014 
I woke up after what felt like a long sleep. I have no idea what time it is, what day it is, or 

how long I’ve been asleep. I search the room again for an exit. Eventually I find what I think is food 
and water in a corner. I can’t see what it is, but I have no choice but to trust it and eat. I eat 
something tasteless with a texture like rice. I drink the cup of water next to the food. Both the plate 
and cup are made of hard plastic and can’t be broken apart to use as anything. When I finish 
everything, I feel around the corner trying to find where the food could have entered, but I can’t 
even find the crack of a door. I search the room for the third time since I woke up in it and come up 
empty handed. I yell to see if anybody can hear me or if I can hear anything back. All that followed 
was the same white noise.  
 
August 18, 2014 

Victim 1b woke up after sleeping for seven hours and thirty 

nine minutes. Subject proceeded to search the room again. Victim 1b 

found the food placed in the room during its sleep after 2 minutes 

and seventeen seconds. It inspected the food and proceeded to eat the 

rice and drink the water. Subject then searched the room again. It 

ended its search in the middle of the room where the subject tilted 

its head back and screamed “help.” It listened and then gave up when 

no help came. It went back to its corner clearly agitated. 

Psychological effects are already present. 

 



September 3, 2014 
I dig and dig at my ears so many times during the first couple of weeks of isolation that I 

lose track of all the times I’ve tried. I try and try to rip those stupid goggles off my eyes but am left 
with only bloody scratches on my forehead and cheekbones. I have no idea where I am or how I got 
here. I spend hours trying to remember anything, but the past six months are just a blur. I 
remember up to the point when I arrived in Saudi Arabia to report on recent bombings in the area. 
There’s little that I can remember that could explain how I ended up in what I’ve come to know as 
the Dark Room. The only sign of human life is the two bland “meals” I receive twice a day. I’ve 
grown anxious each day waiting for whatever is coming, but nothing comes. 
 
September 3,2014 

Victim 1b is showing more and more signs of psychological 

distress. Scratch marks are evident on its face and ears from 

repeated attempts to remove sensory deprivation devices. Subject is 

growing anxious and impatient as time goes on. It has begun pacing 

the room, yelling, and banging on the walls. The subject has also 

become restless, now only sleeping an average of five hours and 

twenty seven minutes a day. Victim 1b is on schedule with predicted 

psychological deterioration.  

 

September 17, 2014 
They’ve left me in here for what feels like months. I’m starting to adjust to the schedule of 

sleeping, waking up to food, and then waiting for something to happen. I don’t know what I’m 
waiting for, but whatever it is, I don’t think it’s coming anytime soon.  
 
September 17, 2014 

Phase 2 is halfway complete. Victim 1b has shown clear 

psychological signs of mental deterioration. In one month, Phase 3 

will begin. Subject is restless and paces back and forth constantly. 

It bangs on the wall while yelling at the top of its lungs. When the 

victim is not moving around, it is sitting in the corner motionless 

and silent with a blank expression on its face. 

 

October 16, 2014  
I feel hopeless when I think about escaping and having a life after this. If I ever get out, I will 

found out who did this to me, and they will pay. Yesterday, I heard what sounded like carnival 
music far, far away. I yelled until my throat was raw hoping whoever was playing it would hear me. 
Nobody came, but the music didn’t stop until I fell asleep. 
 
October 16, 2014 

Phase 2 was completed today. The victim has shown signs of 

agitation, anxiety, restlessness, and anger throughout Phase 2. 

Yesterday, Victim 1b showed signs of having a mild hallucination by 



acting as if it was hearing something. There was no noise. Phase 2 

was successful. Phase 3 will begin tomorrow. 

 

October 17, 2014 
When I opened my eyes, I nearly jumped ten feet into the air. Everything is white. The walls, 

the floor, the ceiling, the lights, a small three by six foot bed, and a small plastic toilet in the corner. 
A bed and toilet seem like such luxuries by now. There’s still no shower, and I haven’t showered 
since I got here. It took my eyes what felt like ten minutes to adjust to the bright white of my 
surroundings after being in the dark for what felt like an eternity. My goggles are gone, but the 
earbuds still play white noise in my ear. After almost exclusively hearing white noise throughout 
my whole time in the Dark Room, it has become one of the worst noises I’ve ever heard. Sitting 
motionless with white noise in my ear is tortuous and excruciating. There’s nothing physically 
harming me, but it’s still hell. 
 
October 17, 2014 

Phase 3 has begun. Victim 1b woke up in the white room with 

visual sensory deprivation device removed. The white noise ear 

implant is still active in Victim 1b’s ears. The subject squinted 

eyes and took about 5 minutes to completely adjust to the light. It 

then examined the room with the bed and toilet in it. Phase 3 will 

last one month.  

 

October 31, 2014 
I’ve started seeing things. I see bugs crawling in the distance, and when I jump up to catch 

them, they’re gone. I see them on my arms. I scratch and scratch at them, but they still don’t go 
away. I draw blood, but I welcome the sight because it’s the only color I get to see. Everytime I wake 
up though, the blood has disappeared. I scream until it feels like knives in my throat and hear 
nothing in return but the same white noise I’ve heard my whole time in this prison. I stare holes 
through the wall, and soon the bed and toilet melt away into the walls until they’re not even there. I 
can hardly remember my life before this.  
 
October 31, 2014 

Victim 1b is two weeks into Phase 3. It has begun to gouge 

marks into its arms until it draws blood. It is fascinated by the 

blood and its color, but when the subject sleeps, any trace of blood 

is removed. The subject is experiencing hallucinations and shows 

early onset signs of dementia. Victim 1b is on track for projected 

psychological effects. Removing of sense will begin in about two 

weeks. 

 

November 17, 2014 
I woke up and can’t feel anything. I look down and see nothing but a chair. My legs are gone. 

I reach for my legs to make sure I’m not hallucinating but nothing reaches for them. My arms aren’t 



there either. I look down and see three white leather straps binding me to a flimsy, paper-like chair. 
My clothes have been removed. There is a tube that enters my lower abdomen, presumably a 
feeding tube, and goes across the floor into a small hole in the wall. There are white bandages 
covering my shoulders and pelvis. They’ve taken my legs and arms. My mind has also started to go. I 
have nothing left to take.  
 
November 17, 2014 

Phase 4 has begun. Victim 1b has had its legs and arms removed 

to take away the sense of touch. Food will be delivered into the 

subject’s stomach through a feeding tube twice a day. Subject will 

remain in this state for one week. 

 

November 24, 2014 
I wake up and would have jumped if I had any real control of my body left. A black flat 

screen TV faces me only a foot from my face. The screen is probably four feet across. All of a sudden 
images flash across the screen. It is the first color I’ve seen that hasn’t come from myself in what 
seems like a year. The brightly colored images are blinding. Landscapes, animals, objects flash 
before my eyes. It’s all so quick I can barely register what I’m seeing. I feel pain in my head, and all 
of a sudden I black out. 
 
November 24, 2014 

Victim 1b started Phase 5 today. Sensory stimulating images 

were shown rapidly to the subject at a close proximity. After 31 

seconds, subject began to seize for about 47 seconds until it blacked 

out completely. This process will continue multiple times for two 

more weeks.  

 

December 8, 2014 
Today I wake up and sit in front of a white table with a bright, red apple sitting in the middle 

of it. I see a note directly in front of me that reads “move it.” The note is the first real sign of human 
life I’ve seen, but I’m more focused on the sick joke they’re making. Asking me to move something 
after they took my arms and legs is disgusting. I’m furious, yet I’ve become so hopeless with life that 
I don’t care what becomes of me. I don’t think I can go on much longer, but I know my window of 
opportunity to fight back is diminishing every day. I try to fight my restraints by squirming as if it 
would make a difference if I did get free. I scream in frustration, and all of the sudden, I see the 
apple roll onto its side out of the corner of my eye. I must be hallucinating. 
 
December 8, 2014 

Victim 1b started Phase 6 today. By the end of this phase, the 

experiment should be complete, and the subject will be fully 

weaponized. The victim has begun attempts at psychokinesis, also 

known as telekinesis. After not understanding the direct meaning of 

the instructions, the subject became angry and rolled the apple onto 



its side without meaning to. Outlooks for Victim 1b are looking 

positive. 

 

December 25, 2014  
I wake up near the edge of the room facing a large, rugged boulder sitting in the room. 

There’s a man with a typewriter sitting at a desk in the corner watching me. There’s no sign of any 
door that he could have entered the room through. He looks at me and tells me to lift the boulder 
into the air. They’ve left notes trying to make me do similar things, and I’ve seen the objects moving. 
I really must have gone insane. I focus back on the man and scream and squirm trying to get his 
attention, but he has turned his attention back to the typewriter. He gets up and moves towards me. 
I don’t want him to touch me even though I’ve craved nothing but the sight of another human being 
for as long as I can remember. He unstraps me from my chair and carelessly lets me fall to the floor. 
I become angry. He starts kicking and kicking me in my abdomen. I scream in pain as I take hit after 
hit. I’m overcome with an anger I’ve never felt before, but there’s nothing I can do to defend myself. 
The man is laughing as he beats me, and I see blood spreading across the floor around me. I can feel 
consciousness slipping away as I try to find a way to fight back. All of a sudden he stops and walks 
back to his typewriter and continues typing. Then I remember. The whole reason I believe I’m here. 
I look at the ceiling and channel the raging fury that has been building in me everytime he hit or 
kicked me. There’s rumbling and dust starts to fall from the ceiling. The entire building crumbles, 
ending whatever the strange man was trying to do to me.  
 
December 25 2014 

Today the subject’s term of isolation is over. I am in the room 

of Victim 1b ready to complete the last step and see if it can move 

the boulder. The subject starts to struggle against its restraints 

and scream. I move toward it, and it snaps it mouth at me as if it’s 

trying to bite me. I know I must push it to its limit, so I dropped 

the subject to the ground. I beat Victim 1b, and he screamed in pain. 

I continued for the required thirty seconds and returned to my 

typewriter. The subject is notably seething with rage but also in a 

great deal of pain. Victim 1b is a prime candidate for theaskdljfag 

hh…………….  


