
January 14, 2086 

Something happened today, and I can not stop thinking about it. I was walking through 
town, and I saw a man sitting by himself outside the old community center. He had a sign 
reading, "Will work for food." His eyes looked tired like he had been carrying the weight of the 
world alone for too long. It hit me hard. This is not the world I want to live in. We have built all 
this incredible technology, surrounded ourselves with convenience, and somehow forgotten how 
to care for each other. The robots do everything: cook, clean, delivery but what about the things 
that really matter? What about kindness, connection, and helping those who need it most? I 
couldn't just walk by. I stopped and talked to him. His name was Robert, and he used to be a 
carpenter before losing his home. He told me how invisible he feels, like people do not even see 
him anymore. It kind of touched my heart in a way that it had never been touched before. How 
did we let the world get this bad? 

When I arrived home, I could not shake the feeling that I had to do something. I called a 
few neighbors and asked them to meet me to talk about solutions. Honestly, I was nervous most 
people these days do not even bother responding. But a few people showed up, and we started 
brainstorming ways to help. One idea stood out: we could use the robots in town for the better. 
Like if they built shelters or delivered food to people like Robert? What if they were not just 
about convenience but about solving real problems? We also talked about setting up a system 
where everyone pitched in $10 to $15 a month. It is such a small amount, but if enough people 
chipped in, it could make a massive difference. 

The more we talked, the more I realized how disconnected we have become. It is like 
everyone is trapped in their own little bubble and I think they can not make a difference in this 
world. But that is not true. Civic tools like voting and volunteering are still here, waiting for us to 
use them. They are the bridge we need to cross the divide and start working together again. By 
the end of the meeting, something incredible happened. People started to believe we could 
actually make a change. It was not just talk anymore, it was real. It was neighbors agreeing to 
donate their time, sharing ideas, and pledging to reach out to others. A few even said they would 
talk to local officials about reallocating unused resources to help. It felt like the beginning of 
something real. 

Tonight, I thought about how this could ripple outward. Imagine if every town, every 
neighborhood, did just a little more to care for their own. We could not only lift people like 
Robert out of hardship but also rebuild the connections we have lost as a society. And it is not 
just about what we can do for others it is about what we gain, too. Helping each other reminds us 
of our shared humanity. Tomorrow, I will start working on an outreach program to get more 
people involved. I will create flyers, talk to schools around the area, and maybe make an 
advertisement or something to spread the word. It feels overwhelming, but for the first time in a 
long time, I feel like we are moving in the right direction. 

vct~m

pc 
J
44 

~ 




