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Do You Remember Who You Were Before the
Algorithm?

The Mass Amnesia Crisis No One Is Talking About

Jun 26, 2025

Something is quietly stealing your memory, and if you're not paying attention, it might take your identity with it.

This isn't a crisis you'll see on the evening news. There are no emergency broadcasts, no breaking headlines. It's
just a slow fade—a blur that's been creeping into the edges of your consciousness for years now. We're living
through mass amnesia, and most of us don't even realize it's happening.

But before we dive deeper into this psychological crisis, we need to understand a phenomenon that's been quietly
sweeping the internet—one that might hold the key to understanding both what we've lost and how to find our
way back.

The Rise of Liminal Spaces

Have you ever felt inexplicably drawn to images of empty malls, deserted playgrounds simmering in the evening
heat, or vacant restaurants or community spaces? If so, you've encountered what the internet has come to call
"liminal spaces"—a term that's exploded in popularity over the past few years, generating millions of views,
countless Reddit communities, and an entire aesthetic movement.

The word "liminal" comes from the Latin "limen," meaning threshold. Anthropologists originally used it to describe
transitional states in rituals—moments of being between one identity and another. But in internet culture, liminal
spaces refer to physical locations that feel uncanny, nostalgic, or emotionally charged precisely because they
exist between their intended purposes.

The phenomenon began gaining traction around 2019 when images of empty, fluorescent-lit spaces started
circulating on platforms like Reddit and Twitter. The aesthetic struck a nerve. Posts featuring deserted Chuck E.
Cheese locations, empty hotel pools, or abandoned shopping centers would rack up tens of thousands of
upvotes, with comments full of people describing an inexplicable emotional response—a mixture of nostalgia,
melancholy, and strange comfort.

By 2020, as the world locked down and physical spaces emptied out, the liminal space aesthetic exploded.
YouTube channels dedicated to "liminal space ambience" began garnering millions of views. TikTok users created
elaborate videos exploring these spaces, often accompanied by dreamy, nostalgic music. The hashtag
#liminalspaces has generated hundreds of millions of views across platforms.

The phenomenon evolved beyond just empty spaces. A whole subgenre emerged of hyper-specific nostalgic
scenarios: "you're in a bathroom at a 2009 house party," "you're the last person in a Blockbuster on a Friday night
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in 2003," "you're waiting in a dentist's office in 1997." These videos, complete with period-appropriate music
bleeding through walls and authentic ambient sounds, rack up millions of views from people desperate to time-
travel back to moments they may have never even experienced firsthand.

What's remarkable is how these simulated memories feel more real than actual memories for many viewers. The
comments sections overflow with people saying things like "I've never been to a house party but this feels like
home" or "I was born in 2005 but this makes me nostalgic for 1999." They're not just consuming content—they're
trying to inhabit emotional states that algorithms can't reach, moments that existed before every experience was
optimized, catalogued, and sold back to us.

The mass appeal of liminal spaces reveals something profound about our collective psychological state. These
images resonate so deeply because they represent something we've been unconsciously mourning—spaces that
exist outside the reach of algorithmic optimization, places that hold memories of unmonitored human experience.

There's something haunting about walking through an abandoned shopping mall at dusk. The fluorescent lights
flicker overhead, casting strange shadows across empty storefronts that once bustled with life. Your footsteps
echo in the vast corridors, and for a moment, you're transported back to childhood summers—before
smartphones, before social media, before every moment of your day was orchestrated by invisible algorithms.

These liminal spaces call to us because they hold memories of who we used to be. They're emotional
archaeology sites, preserving fragments of a world where human connection wasn't mediated by code, where
boredom was allowed to exist, where thoughts could unfold without interruption.

But there's something deeper happening here. Liminal spaces are becoming increasingly soothing to people in
ways that would have seemed strange just a decade ago. Why do millions of us now find comfort in images of
empty office buildings, deserted playgrounds at twilight, or vacant school hallways during summer break?

It's because these spaces represent the last physical remnants of a pre-algorithmic world. They're temples to a
time when social connections formed organically—when you might strike up a conversation with a stranger in a
food court without wondering about their political affiliations, their online presence, or their potential to become
content for your social media. These were spaces where people gathered not because an app suggested they
should, but because they simply existed in the same physical reality.

Look at an empty playground at golden hour and your nervous system recognizes something it's been
desperately missing: the memory of unstructured time, of play that wasn't optimized, of childhood friendships that
formed through proximity and shared boredom rather than curated interests and parental networking. These
spaces whisper of summer evenings when kids played until the streetlights came on, when "hanging out" didn't
require planning or documentation.

The empty mall represents something even more profound: a time when our desires weren't quite so precisely
mapped and manipulated. Yes, consumerism existed, but it was blunt and obvious compared to today's
personalized psychological targeting. You walked through a mall and saw the same stores everyone else saw.
Your teenage identity crisis played out in physical spaces with real friends, not in algorithmic echo chambers
designed to amplify and monetize your insecurities.

These liminal spaces also represent the last gasps of a genuinely shared culture. The school hallway, the mall,
the community pool—these were spaces where people from different backgrounds, different beliefs, different
economic situations still occupied the same physical reality. Before everything became politicized, before every
space became a battlefield for competing ideologies, before every interaction became a performance for invisible
audiences.

We're drawn to liminal spaces because they're the closest thing we have to time machines—physical locations
that still hold the emotional residue of a world where you could exist without being constantly surveilled, analyzed,
and optimized.

YouTube is flooded with "liminal space ambience" videos—hours of ambient sound designed to simulate these
forgotten places. And what are they titled? "Places You Shouldn't Be." "Spaces That Feel Wrong." "Backrooms -
Don't Stay Too Long."

Many creators of these video genuinely understand the profound comfort these spaces provide. They're not
deliberately trying to trap you in digital consumption—they're often just as nostalgic and displaced as their
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viewers. But they've inadvertently become perfect showcases of something much more sinister.

The title "Places You Shouldn't Be" works on two levels. On the surface, it refers to the physical transgression—
the abandoned mall after hours, the empty school during summer, the deserted office building at night. These are
literally places you're not supposed to be, spaces that exist outside normal operating hours, outside official
permission.

But on a deeper, more psychological level, these titles reveal the real truth: the state of mind these spaces
represent is exactly the state of mind you're not supposed to be in. The contemplative quiet, the unmonitored
solitude, the freedom from algorithmic input—this is the mental territory they don't want you occupying.

Recently, I stood on a hill next to Zurich’s airport watching planes landing and departing. My mind wasn’t being
harvested. My attention wasn’t being sold. My emotions weren’t being catalogued and commodified. I was
existing in a space that generates no data, produced no engagement metrics, offered no opportunities for
targeted advertising, but was enjoyable to me for no other reason than my obsession with planes.

This is the state of consciousness that threatens their entire agenda. Not the physical spaces themselves, but the
mental space they create—unmonitored, unoptimized, uncommercial consciousness.

The YouTube creators stumbled onto this truth without necessarily understanding its full implications. They're
selling you back your own nostalgia while simultaneously warning you away from it, creating a perfect metaphor
for the entire digital economy: monetizing your desire to escape while keeping you trapped in the very system
you're trying to flee.

Do you remember the last time you sat in complete silence? Not the manufactured quiet of noise-canceling
headphones, but real silence—the kind that makes your own thoughts audible again? When did you last have a
conversation that wasn't interrupted by the ping of notifications, the urge to document the moment, or the nagging
feeling that you should be somewhere else, doing something more productive?

This is what we've lost, and we didn't even notice it disappearing.

If your mind's been foggy lately, if you've felt off, unfocused, or not quite yourself, you are not alone. This is an
invitation—not to panic, but to notice. To pull back the curtain on what's been quietly reshaping your inner world
without your permission.

When Memory Becomes Disappearing Ink

Most people think they're making choices: what to read, what to feel, what matters to them. But what if it's all
been curated?

These algorithms know exactly what sparks your anger, what's going to set you off. They know when you're
lonely. They can predict the precise moment you're going to crave attention or validation. And once they know
that, they don't just show you what you want to see—they build who you become.

AI doesn't wait to see who you are. It decides which options you'll even encounter—the news stories, the trends,
the products, the people. You think you're browsing freely, but you're being led somewhere specific, guided by a
reality manufactured by code you'll never read, engineered by systems you never truly consented to.

Your instincts start to dull. Your beliefs soften into silence. And it's not done through force—that would be too
obvious. Instead, you first feel numb, constantly reactive. You might swing between apathy and agitation without
clear causes. Your nervous system becomes overstimulated by artificial inputs it was never designed to process.

We are scrolling, swiping, clicking, and reacting on autopilot. Being alone with no music and no internet feels
almost unbearable.

Here's what modern neuroscience reveals about our predicament: without deep, undistracted focus, our brains
can't transfer short-term experiences into long-term memory. It's as if our lives are now being written in
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disappearing ink.

You might not be able to recall specific conversations from last month, or capture the feeling of a particular
afternoon last year. It's a breakdown in memory encoding. One forgotten degree here, another lost moment there.
Your attention fragments into a thousand pieces. Psychologists call this cognitive drift, but in our current era, it's
something much darker.

You don't just forget moments. You forget identity. You forget yourself.

How do you know if this is happening to you? Maybe you used to be curious, passionate, driven—and now those
traits feel like something distant that you can't quite grasp anymore. You start to believe that none of it really
matters. Meaning begins fading, and apathy starts spreading like fog.

What we're talking about here is not burnout. This is the final symptom: the self becomes vulnerable, malleable,
ready to be rewritten. And at that moment, they can write your story for you.

The Symptoms of Digital Amnesia

The signs are everywhere once you start looking:

The Passion Fade: Interests that once consumed you now feel distant, like they belonged to someone else. That
novel you were writing, the instrument you loved playing, the conversations that used to energize you—they all
feel somehow smaller now, less urgent, less real.

The Meaning Drain: Things that used to matter deeply now feel arbitrary. Your values become flexible, your
convictions softer. You catch yourself saying "I don't really care" about things you once fought for.

The Presence Problem: Being alone with your thoughts becomes unbearable. Silence creates anxiety. You
reach for your phone not because you want to connect with someone, but because you can't stand to be alone
with yourself.

The Memory Gaps: You struggle to recall not just events, but emotions, sensations, the texture of experiences.
Your past feels flat, like a photograph rather than a lived reality.

The Reactive Life: You find yourself constantly responding to external stimuli rather than generating your own
thoughts, making your own choices, following your own curiosity.

The Simulation Trap: You start consuming simulations of the experiences you're missing instead of actually
having them. You watch videos of cozy rooms instead of creating cozy spaces. You listen to "study with me"
streams instead of studying. You consume content about self-improvement instead of improving yourself. The
algorithm feeds you endless substitutes for actual living.

The Nostalgia Hijack: Your longing for authentic experience gets redirected into content consumption. You watch
videos titled "90s kids will remember" or "simpler times" while the very act of watching keeps you trapped in the
complexity you're trying to escape. They're selling you your own memories back to you as products.

This is the architecture of forgetting, and it's working exactly as designed. They've even found a way to monetize
your awareness of what you've lost.

The Blueprint

Here's the part they're terrified you'll figure out: If they can fracture your memory, they can fracture your identity.
And if they fracture your identity, they don't need to control you anymore—you'll do it for them, all by yourself.

They've turned your deepest human needs into content categories. Loneliness becomes "lo-fi hip hop to
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study/relax to." The need for purpose becomes "productivity porn" and "self-improvement" videos that keep you
watching instead of doing. Your desire for authentic connection becomes parasocial relationships with influencers
and streamers. Your longing for meaning becomes endless spiritual and philosophical content that substitutes
thinking about life for actually living it.

They've even gamified your awareness of the problem. There are now countless videos about "digital
minimalism”, “frugal living”, and "dopamine detox" that keep you scrolling while pretending to address your
scrolling addiction. They've monetized your desire to escape their system by turning that escape into another part
of their system.

The most insidious part? They've made you feel like the problem is you. Like you lack willpower, like you're
addicted, like you need their tools and apps and systems to fix yourself. But you're not broken—you're responding
normally to an abnormal environment designed to capture and redirect your attention.

Once you stop remembering who you are, you'll buy any story they give you. You'll think it was always this way.
You'll think your silence was your own idea. You'll think the numbness is just life.

But here's the truth they absolutely cannot delete: Behind that fog, you are still in there. You don't need a guru.
You don't need another system. You don't need to escape the matrix. You just need to remember what they work
so hard to make you forget.

Your thoughts are your territory. Your attention is your weapon. Your memory is the map back home.

And above all: your sense of self is not theirs to edit.

This is where the concept of a "liminal summer" becomes revolutionary.

A Liminal Summer

Remember when summer felt infinite? Not infinite like it would last forever—if anything, it always passed by far
too quickly—but infinite in that each day felt separate from time. As a kid, summer was a liminal space as well, a
time between who you were and who you could become. At its best, it had minimal responsibilities, limitless
opportunities, and was guaranteed to fundamentally change you.
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But the older we get, summers continue to feel less like this beacon of transformative opportunity and more like
just another season. It's a good time to get outside a little more, maybe take a week vacation, but otherwise it's
business as usual. As an adult, summer's nice. But when you're a kid, summer is sacred.

There's no reason summer shouldn't still be this season of major growth and change. If we had to pick just one
culprit—one single factor that's most responsible for these increasingly vapid summers—it's algorithms.

Algorithms, by literal definition, are just a set of procedural steps, a set of rules that a computer follows to solve a
problem. When you think of summer, rules and procedures aren't exactly the first things that come to mind.

Recommendation algorithms, or at least the currently designed versions, generally don't encourage growth or
transformation. They only want to capitalize on your time. They just want to wrap you in that soft, familiar
comfortability of what you already know so that you can spend as much time as possible in your bubble without
ever feeling the slightest discomfort that comes with something new, something unfamiliar, or entirely different.

Algorithms don't care if you notice the changing of seasons. They don't care if the minutes become hours become
days become weeks become months become years. They're showing you derivative statistical recommendations
when you just want your friends to show you something they love. They feed you the latest culture war nonsense
when you just want to be part of culture. They sell you products that promise a better, more comfortable life when
you already have more than you could ever need.

We are fully capable of designing algorithms that are better for us—that prioritize community, human connection,
growth, and discovery. But for now, they don't.

So this summer, ditch them.

Imagine dedicating these months to living in the spaces between—between digital and analog, between busy and
idle, between reactive and reflective. Picture long evenings where you don't reach for your phone, where
boredom is allowed to exist, where thoughts can unfold naturally without being immediately captured, shared, or
optimized.

A liminal summer means rediscovering what it feels like to be genuinely curious about something—not because
an algorithm suggested it, but because it genuinely captures your imagination. It means having conversations that
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meander, relationships that develop slowly, moments that exist purely for their own sake.

It means actually being in those spaces they tell you not to be in. Not consuming content about empty malls—
walking through actual quiet places. Not listening to "rainy day study ambience"—sitting by a real window during
an actual storm. Not watching "cozy cabin" videos—finding or creating actual warmth and solitude.

The real liminal spaces aren't the ones in YouTube thumbnails. They're the moments between scrolling and
sleeping, the silence between songs, the pause before you reach for your phone. They're waiting rooms without
entertainment, walks without podcasts, meals without screens. They're Saturday afternoons with no plans,
conversations with no agenda, thoughts that don't immediately become content.

These are the spaces where you remember what it felt like to be human before humanity became a performance.
Where you recall what friendship was like before it required maintenance through apps. Where you rediscover
what curiosity felt like before it was immediately satisfied by search engines.

They've taught us to fear these spaces, to fill them immediately with stimulation. But these are exactly the spaces
where you remember who you are—not who the algorithm thinks you are, not who you perform being online, but
who you actually are when no one's watching, when nothing's recording, when no data is being collected.

It means remembering what your own mind sounds like when it's not echoing everyone else's thoughts.

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HkEVC3EPug8

Six Steps Back to Yourself
If any of what I've described hits close to home, don't panic. If you recognize yourself in these words, it means 
something inside you still remembers. And if there's memory, there's a way back. That’s actually how I managed 
to snap out of government mind control.  

Step One: See the Fog

Every reach for your phone, every mindless scroll—start tracking it. Don't fight the trance yet. Just notice the
trance. The fog loses power when you can see it clearly and become aware of it.

Step Two: Drop the Mask Completely

Our world wants you obsessed with how people perceive you. This culture wants you fearful of what others think.
Say three true things that you've never said before, even to yourself. Feel the relief of existing without a filter.

Step Three: Get Into Your Body

Return to the instrument of your being. Get mindful. Feel your ribs move. Breathe like it's your only job. Your body
remembers things your mind has forgotten.

Step Four: Recover What You Buried

Dig up that dream, that passion, that wildness inside you that was exiled but not extinguished. What parts of
yourself did you abandon not because they were impossible, but because they became inconvenient?

Step Five: Make the Ordinary Sacred

Your words shape the future. This isn't mysticism—this is neuroplasticity and you're literally getting your brain
back. Start speaking your life into existence instead of letting algorithms write your story.

Step Six: Leave a Trail

Write down one sentence. Tape it somewhere you'll see it every day. Something that says, "I was here and I
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remembered." It might sound ridiculous, but there's power in creating physical proof of your own consciousness in
a digital world.

Step Seven: Reject the Substitutes

Stop consuming simulations of the life you want to live. If you find yourself watching "cozy morning routine"
videos, get up and create your own morning routine instead. If you're listening to "focus music," try working in
actual silence. If you're watching travel vlogs, plan a real trip, even if it's just to a part of your own city you've
never explored. The algorithm will always offer you a substitute for living—recognize it and reject it.

Step Eight: Reclaim the "Forbidden" Spaces

Deliberately spend time in the mental and physical spaces they've taught you to avoid. Sit in waiting rooms
without pulling out your phone. Take walks without podcasts or music. Eat meals in complete silence. Drive
without entertainment. These aren't boring activities—they're revolutionary acts of consciousness reclamation.

Try to remove as many algorithmic recommendations as possible and replace them with human alternatives for
an entire summer. Here's your complete roadmap for reclaiming the transformative power of summer:

Step 1: Get the Dumbest Phone You Can Survive With

Whether you buy an actual dumb phone or strip unnecessary apps from your smartphone, the goal is to replace 
algorithmic apps with human alternatives. Consider using apps like Blank Spaces Launcher to convert your 
iPhone into a pseudo dumb phone. It's not perfect, but it's a step toward reclaiming your attention. Today’s world 
unfortunately requires a smartphone. This keeps you functional in this world but removes the fluff.

Step 2: Start a Fresh Notebook as Your Summer Spirit Guide

The more you fill this with things you want to do and art you want to experience, the less likely you are to let
algorithms decide for you. Include:

A to-do list of things you want to try this summer

A song journal to track memories and discoveries

A wish list of skills you want to learn

Coffee shops, bookstores, and local spots you want to explore

A movie list of old films you've been meaning to watch

Step 3: Bookmark Your YouTube Subscriptions Page

Always access YouTube from this bookmark so you're more likely to watch what you signed up for instead of what
YouTube tells you to watch. Take back control of your viewing habits.

Step 4: Get an Old iPod, or Any Non-Algorithmic Music Player

Build a music library you actually own, without fear of it being edited or taken down. When you want to discover
new music, find sites and lists curated by humans—Pitchfork, NTS Radio, record store recommendations, or just
buy CDs with cool album artwork and load them onto your device.

Step 5: Document Using the Least Distracting Tools Possible

This is a summer you'll want to remember, so document it accordingly. Use a point-and-shoot film camera, a
simple digital camera, or any tool that won't allow you to worry about image quality or immediate sharing. Focus
on capturing moments, not creating content.

Step 6: Build a Summer Reading List

Choose books recommended by humans, not algorithms. Ask friends, browse independent bookstores, follow
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actual book critics. Let curiosity, not data or the culture war guide your reading journey.

Step 7: Get Analog Entertainment

Keep your hands busy with physical objects—a skateboard, a guitar, art supplies, puzzles, anything that engages
your body and mind without requiring a screen. When your hands are occupied, screens become significantly
less interesting.

Step 8: Create an Analog Desk Space

Dedicate a screen-free, algorithm-free space purely for building, drawing, writing, repairing, painting, and reading.
It doesn't need to be big or fancy (don’t watch “desk building” videos)—just a physical space devoted to analog
activities where no notifications can reach you.

Step 9: Find People Who Want to Do This With You

This is the most important step. The whole point is finding more community, more recommendations from people
rather than computers. Share this experiment with friends. Start a group. Create accountability. You don't have to
do this alone—in fact, you shouldn't.

Before you close this and return to the algorithmic stream, before the noise starts creeping back in, I need to plant
something in your mind. These aren't warnings or solutions—they're questions. And once they're inside you, they
might never let you rest the same way again.

What parts of yourself have you already forgotten?

What instincts have started to grow quiet?

What dreams did you have that grew small?

What aspects of your personality have you lost—not because you changed naturally, but because you stopped
remembering those parts?

And here's the follow-up that changes everything: Did you let these pieces slip away, or did something take them
from you?

Memory isn't lost all at once. It's chipped away through a thousand little compromises over time. Tiny
compromises that happen over and over until you wake up one day and no longer recognize the shape of your
own mind.

But if you ask the right questions, if you sit in the quiet again, if you stop running from your own reflection—that
face you almost forgot, that voice you thought you lost, that fire you didn't realize was still burning—those pieces
can start to come back.

You were never fully erased. Only hidden.

And memory always knows how to find its way home.

This summer, choose liminality. Choose the spaces between. Choose the long silences, the unplugged evenings,
the conversations that don't need to be documented. Choose boredom over distraction, presence over
productivity, memory over the endless scroll.

Walk through those abandoned places—literally or metaphorically. Sit in the quiet corners where algorithms can't
reach. Let yourself remember what it feels like to exist without an audience, to think without immediately reacting,
to be human without performing humanity.

Most likely, you're reading this because of an algorithm—that irony isn't lost on anyone trying to escape these
systems. But that makes this moment even more important. You've been delivered to this threshold by the very
system that's been stealing your memory. Now you get to choose: do you let it pull you back into the feed, or do
you step through into something different?
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This isn't just about having a nice summer. This is about remembering that summers used to be sacred,
transformative, infinite in their possibility. This is about reclaiming your right to grow, to change, to become
someone new not because an algorithm suggested it, but because you chose it.

If something inside you stirred while reading this—if your chest tightened, if your gut clenched, if your eyes
burned a little, if you felt like someone just turned on a light in a room you'd forgotten existed—that wasn't me
waking you up. That was you, recognizing yourself in the mirror.

I'm just pointing toward the exit.

Your life is not content to be consumed. Your thoughts are not data to be harvested. Your attention is not a
product to be sold. You are not a user.

You are a human being with a sovereign mind, and it's time to start acting like it.

The way out is always available. The question is: are you ready to remember?

Whatever you do, don't go back to sleep.
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