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For my whole life all I ever wanted was to travel, see the world above the dark cave in which I resided 
with my brothers and sisters, the life in the limestone was unfulfilling and solitary, they constantly 
ridiculed me for my ambitions, reminding me that I was just an insignificant carbon atom and that 
would never change. They could have never understood me, for I had once seen the light, something 
so bright and enchanting I couldn’t bring myself to forget it. I was naïve and soon I would have 
learned that. The day that changed everything, started with a ray of light that breached into the 
darkness of the Limestone, then I can only remember a voice that shouted “It’s here”, before my 
whole being began to contort in pain, as I was being mined. Me and my siblings could do nothing 
but scream in pain and terror as we were being burned out of existence. When I awoke I was alone 
in a light and undefined space, that I would later learn was called the Atmosphere, I was traumatised 
by my death and could barely move, but still I noticed that I was different…I was… lighter than before: 
I was no longer solid but a gas. I was shocked and confused by the sudden change, but before I 
could fully process the implication of my transformation, I looked down and saw a mixture of green 
and blue, the land and seas of the planet I had always wished to explore. I excitedly asked: “Can I 
finally go there?” I wasn’t asking to anyone in particular, but I still received an answer “Absolutely, 
we can send you there right now if you wish” I foolishly accepted their proposal, and was absorbed 
into a plant in the Biomass. For the first time I could see colours and the sunlight, I discovered there 
was more in the world than just molecules of carbon atoms, but also fascinating creatures, that could 
run through the air more lightly and freely that I ever could, produce melodious sounds. It wasn’t 
difficult to adapt to this new situation, and I even began to make friends with the other carbon atoms 
that were there. They taught me about the carbon cycle and how it worked. I was overjoyed by the 
possibility to travel and see the tip of mountains, the deepness of the sea and the colourful life of the 
lithosphere, but they seemed rather sad and passive. They started to disappear one after the other, 
but with everyone that went away a new one arrived, as if we weren’t anything special, we were just 
replaceable, when it chose me, I was surrounded by carbon atoms I didn’t know, no one bid me 
goodbye as I was becoming part of the Photosynthesis of the plant. It wasn’t as painful or as crude 
as my first death and respiration brought me back to the atmosphere. It was then that I understood 
the feelings of those carbon atoms, we were just part of a biological process, used to produce energy 
for things that benefitted from our pain and sufferings. I completely shut down, I refused to talk with 
other carbon atoms and be absorbed again into a plant. But I had no choice, and once again I was 
sent to the Biomass. This time, though, things were different: there was no light, nor an enchanting 
landscape I could lose myself in, or creatures that could cheer me up with their whimsical attitude. I 
was alone. There was no way I could go through Photosynthesis this time, and I was, once again, 
released into the atmosphere. I had enough, I couldn’t do it no longer continue their process, I tried 
shouting to them, but they kept ignoring me, they didn’t care about my mental well-being, as long as 
I had strength in me, I could transform myself, they would not withdraw me form the process. So I 
was sent to the sea, through deposition, as calcium carbonate and was incorporated into the shell 
of sea creatures. At first the sight of the sea and its silent yet powerful existence, cheered me up, 
and just like a child I found myself admiring its wildlife. I naively thought this was the place I had 
longed for, a place where there was always something new and mysterious to discover. But even 
the most changing and enormous being if confronted with the infinity of time becomes monotonous 
and unsufferable. I don’t think I can fully explain the extent of the torture I was put through during 
that time: I was losing myself in a slow, but incessant deposition. There was nothing left of me, when 
I finally died. This time I didn’t wake up in the atmosphere, I was in the same dark limestone I grew 
up in. I wanted to believed it was all just a nightmare, but I could not find any of my siblings there, 
they were all elsewhere, and I was, once again, alone. A myriad of centuries had passed, since I 
was last there, and yet everything felt familiar and natural, even the darkness, that once was 
suffocating, now seemed friendly and I could not imagine being in a world without it. I entertained 
the younger carbon atoms with my tales from my memories, but advised them not to desire anything 
outside the darkness of the limestone, for there was only pain and death to await them. But soon the 
day came in which they had to be confronted with the unknown outside world. I was powerless and 
for the second time passively I accepted being mined and burned. I returned to the atmosphere, it 
seems as if I can’t escape it, I am just a prisoner chained to the biological necessity of Nature. It 
seems like an eternity since they last called for me, but I know it will happen regardless of my wishes. 



There’s nothing I can do. I have travelled, I have seen the world, just like I wanted when I was 
younger, but now I am old and the only thing I want is to go back to the dull but painless life in the 
Limestone. I think they are calling for my name, I have to go, hopefully this will be the last time, may 
the universe perish with me if I need to die one more time! 


