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    To the neighbors we have not yet met,and the bridges we have not yet built.May we always find our way home.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "We spent a thousand years building walls to protect the center, only to realize the heart had been outside the gates all along."— Anonymous

      

    

A Novel by Davis Shyaka Musirikare.
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Chapter One: The Morning the World Changed
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The sun rose over the hills, but the light did not look the same. In the city of Abuja, Amina stood on her balcony. She held a warm cup of tea. She was waiting for the usual sounds of the morning. Usually, the city began to hum early. Cars would honk. People would shout greetings. The smell of exhaust and breakfast would drift up to her apartment.

But this morning, there was only silence.

Amina frowned. She looked toward the center of the city. She looked for the familiar shape of the National Assembly. She looked for the grand buildings where the leaders met. But she saw nothing. It was not that they were destroyed. There was no smoke. There was no fire. Instead, there was a soft, white glow. It looked like a thick mist, but it did not move with the wind. It stayed perfectly still, wrapping around the heart of the capital like a blanket.

She checked her phone. There was no signal. She tried the radio. There was only static.

"Is someone there?" she whispered to the empty room.

She felt a cold shiver on her skin. She was a junior clerk for the government. Her job was to organize files. She was supposed to be at her desk in thirty minutes. But as she looked at the white glow, she knew she would not be going to work today. She knew, in her heart, that the desk was gone.

Thousands of miles away, in Tokyo, a man named Hiroshi stood at a train station. He was surrounded by hundreds of people. They were all looking in the same direction. They were looking toward the Imperial Palace. Usually, the green trees and stone walls were visible from this spot. Now, there was only a shimmering wall of light.

Trains had stopped moving. The electronic signs were dark. People were not shouting. They were speaking in low, frightened voices. Hiroshi held his briefcase tightly. He was an engineer. He liked things that had logical explanations. He liked math and solid steel. But as he reached out his hand toward the edge of the station platform, he felt a strange pressure. It was as if the air had become solid. It was not a wall of stone. It was a wall of "no."

"Can we go through?" an elderly woman asked beside him. She was holding a bag of groceries.

Hiroshi shook his head. "The tracks are gone," he said softly. "The air... it does not want us to pass."

The woman began to cry. Not a loud cry, but a quiet, shaking sound. "My daughter is in there," she whispered. "She works in the office near the gate. How will she come home?"

Hiroshi had no answer. He looked at his watch. The time was ticking forward, but the world felt as if it had stopped.

Across the ocean, in a small town outside of Washington, D.C., a woman named Sofia sat in her car. She was stuck in a line of traffic that stretched for miles. No one was moving. People had stepped out of their cars. They were standing on the highway, staring toward the horizon.

Washington was not there. The monuments were not there. The white dome of the Capitol was gone. In its place was a vast, shimmering space. It looked like the air above a hot road, waving and blurry. But it did as not go away.

Sofia was a teacher. She thought of her students. She thought of the history books she used. Those books were full of stories about these places. Those places were the centers of the world. They were where the laws were made. They were where the power lived.

"Where did it go?" a man yelled from a nearby car. He was banging his hands on his steering wheel. "It can’t just be gone! My taxes paid for those buildings!"

Sofia did not care about the taxes. She cared about the feeling in her chest. It felt like a string had been cut. For her whole life, she knew that someone was in charge. Someone was sitting in those big buildings making decisions. Even if she did not like the decisions, the center was there. Now, the center was missing.

She turned on her car radio. Surprisingly, a local station was still working. A voice came through the speakers. It was shaky and thin.

"This is a global emergency," the voice said. "Reports are coming in from every corner of the Earth. London, Paris, New Delhi, Brasilia, Cairo... every political capital has become inaccessible. We are calling it the Great Disconnect. Please, stay in your homes. Do not try to enter the zones. They are not safe."

Sofia looked out at the shimmering air. It did not look dangerous. It looked peaceful. That was the scariest part. It was a beautiful, quiet wall that had separated the world from its leaders.

In London, Marcus was a pilot. He had been in the air when it happened. He had been flying a small cargo plane toward the city. Suddenly, his instruments had gone wild. The needles spun in circles. The ground beneath him seemed to shift.

He had looked down and seen London disappearing into a soft, golden fog. He had tried to fly over it, but the plane would not go. It was as if a giant hand was pushing the nose of the plane away. He had been forced to land in a green field far to the north.

Now, Marcus sat on the grass. He watched the clouds. He wondered if the people inside the cities were still there. Were they looking out at a wall of light, too? Or were they just living their lives, unaware that the rest of the world could no longer reach them?

He felt a deep sense of loss. He was a man who loved to travel. He loved to connect point A to point B. But now, there were no points. The map had been erased.

Amina, back in Abuja, finally left her apartment. She walked down the stairs. The elevator was not working. In the street, her neighbors were gathered. They were sharing news.

"The President is in there," someone said.

"The generals are in there," another added.

"All the money is in there," a third person whispered.

Amina looked at her neighbors. She saw their faces. They were not just citizens anymore. They were people who were suddenly alone. There was no police station to call because the main office was inside the glow. There was no department of water or power because the directors were inside the glow.

"What do we do now?" a young man asked. He looked at Amina. He knew she worked for the government. He thought she might have a secret.

Amina looked at her hands. They were empty. "I think," she said, her voice stronger than she felt, "that we have to take care of each other."

It was a simple thought. But as she said it, the weight of it hit her. For centuries, people looked toward the center for help. They looked toward the capital for rules. They looked toward the leaders for a way forward.

But the centers were closed. The rules were silent. The leaders were behind a wall of light.

The world was still here. The sun was still hot. The people were still hungry. The children still needed to learn. The sick still needed medicine.

The political world had vanished, but the human world remained.

Amina looked toward the white glow one last time. She did not feel angry. She felt a strange kind of sadness. It was the sadness of a child who realizes their parents are not coming home for dinner.

"Come," Amina said to the young man. "My neighbor, Mrs. Oke, has a garden. We should see if she needs help gathering the vegetables. We are going to need food."

As she walked away from the glow, she felt a small spark of something new. It was not power. It was not authority. It was a sense of belonging to the people standing right next to her.

Around the world, millions of people were having the same realization. The big structures were gone. The symbolic centers were unreachable. The flags were behind the mist.

The power had no center. It was now everywhere, scattered like seeds in the wind.

Hiroshi in Tokyo watched the sunset. The wall of light turned a deep purple. It was beautiful. He wondered if the world was being punished, or if it was being given a chance. He looked at the elderly woman with her groceries. He reached out and took one of her heavy bags.

"Let me help you walk home," Hiroshi said.

The woman smiled through her tears. "Thank you, young man."

They walked away from the station. They walked away from the palace. They walked toward the small streets where people lived.

The first day of the Great Disconnect was ending. The capitals were gone. The world was quiet. But in the quiet, people were starting to talk to one another. They were starting to see each other.

The centers had failed, but the edges were starting to hold.

Amina sat in her kitchen that night. She had no electricity. She lit a single candle. The flame was small, but it pushed back the darkness. She wondered how long this would last. She wondered if the world would ever be the same.

She opened a notebook. She wrote down the names of everyone on her floor. She wrote down who was old, who was young, and who had medicine.

She was no longer a clerk. She was a neighbor. And for the first time in her life, she felt that she was exactly where she needed to be.

But deep in the night, a question remained in everyone's mind. Why had this happened? Was it a wall to keep the people out, or was it a cage to keep the leaders in?
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Chapter Two: Walls of Thin Air
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The second morning did not bring the sun back to the center of the world. In the fields outside of Brasilia, Beatriz woke up in the back of her small van. She was a nurse who traveled to small villages to give medicine to children. She had been driving toward the capital to pick up a new supply of vaccines when the world had changed.

Now, she stood on a red dirt road. Ahead of her, the road simply ended. It did not stop because of a hole or a fallen tree. It stopped because the air had turned into something else. It looked like the surface of a very still lake, but it stood upright, reaching into the clouds.

Beatriz walked closer. Her heart was beating fast in her chest. She reached out a finger. When she touched the edge of the glow, it felt neither hot nor cold. It felt like pushing against heavy silk. It was firm, but it had a strange, soft give to it.

"Is anyone there?" she called out.

Her voice did not echo. It was swallowed by the silence.

She looked around. Other cars were parked along the road. A man was sitting on the bumper of a truck, holding a map. He looked lost.

"I have lived here for forty years," the man said without looking up. "I know this road. I know where the bridge is. I know where the government buildings are. But now, I cannot even see the trees on the other side."

"Do you think they are safe?" Beatriz asked. She thought of the doctors at the big hospital inside the city. She thought of the many patients waiting for surgery.

"I do not know," the man said. "But look at the birds."

Beatriz looked up. A hawk was circling in the blue sky. It flew toward the wall of light. As it reached the shimmering edge, the bird did not crash. It did not fall. It simply turned. It was as if the bird suddenly remembered it had somewhere else to be. It flew away in a smooth, easy curve.

"The animals know," the man whispered. "They know the door is locked."

Beatriz felt a deep sense of worry. If the door was locked, how would the medicine get out? How would the food get in? Brasilia was a city of many people. They needed the outside world, and the outside world needed them to lead.

She turned her van around. She could not wait for the wall to move. She had a cooler in the back with a few bottles of medicine left. They were precious now. She had to decide who needed them most.

In a small village in England, Marcus the pilot was walking through a graveyard next to an old stone church. He could see the distant shimmer of London on the horizon. It looked like a giant, glowing pearl sitting on the green earth.

He met an old man named Arthur who was cleaning a headstone. Arthur did not seem afraid. He seemed thoughtful.

"I remember the Great War," Arthur said, his voice like dry leaves. "I remember when the planes came. We knew where the enemy was. We knew what they wanted. But this? This is different. There is no enemy. There is only a wall."

"It feels like we are being ignored," Marcus said. "Like the world has turned its back on us."

Arthur shook his head. "Or maybe we are being asked to grow up. When a father leaves the house, the children have to learn how to cook for themselves."

Marcus looked at his hands. He was a pilot. He was used to being in control of a powerful machine. He was used to following a path in the sky. Now, there were no paths. There was no control tower telling him where to land.

"I want to help," Marcus said. "But I do not know how to be a leader."

"Then do not be a leader," Arthur said with a small smile. "Be a neighbor. That is much harder, and much more important."

Marcus left the graveyard and walked to the village square. People were gathered around a single battery-powered radio. The news was the same everywhere. Every capital was gone. In Paris, the light covered the Eiffel Tower. In Rome, the light covered the ancient stones of the Senate.

But there was a new piece of news. It came from a scientist in a laboratory in
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