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    For the ones they tried to silence.
For the ancestors who spoke through fire,the rebels who walked through shadows,and the children who carry memory like armor.
You were never forgotten.
You were waiting.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "History is not past. It is the present. We carry it within us."— James Baldwin
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​Chapter 1 – Audubon Ballroom, 1965
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The room crackled with tension. The Audubon Ballroom, packed to capacity, vibrated with anticipation as the crowd leaned forward to hear every word Malcolm was about to say. The date was February 21, 1965—a day etched into history as the end of a legacy.

Or so they believed.

Malcolm stood at the podium, eyes scanning the crowd. He looked weary but composed, his long coat swaying slightly as he adjusted the microphone. Behind him, a banner read "The Organization of Afro-American Unity."

Then, the first shout.

"Get your hand out of my pocket!"

Chaos erupted. Chairs scraped. People screamed. Three men emerged from the audience, guns drawn. Everything slowed.

Malcolm turned, not out of fear—but with the resignation of a man who knew too much truth often comes with a bullet.

Gunshots roared.

But just before the third bullet struck his chest—time bent.

A flash of white light engulfed the stage. The crowd's screams twisted into an eerie silence as the scene distorted, pixelated almost, like the edges of a torn photograph folding inward.

The room blinked.

And Malcolm was gone.

No body. No blood. Just a scorched spot on the wooden floor where a man once stood.
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He awoke in darkness. Or something beyond it. Not black like night, but black like the absence of time. He was lying flat on something cold and metallic. His breath came fast, panicked.

Then a soft hum, and the ceiling above him opened.

Bright white light spilled in.

"Vitals stabilized. Temporal extraction complete," said a disembodied voice. Feminine. Robotic.

Malcolm sat up with a jolt, his body stiff but uninjured. He touched his chest—no blood. No wounds.

"Where... where am I?"

A tall woman stepped forward, clad in silver robes. Her skin was a smooth obsidian, her hair shaved close to her scalp.

"Mr. Shabazz," she said gently, "you have been saved from assassination. The year is no longer 1965. Welcome to the Temporal Resistance."

Malcolm blinked.

"This is a dream."

The woman shook her head.

"No, Brother Malcolm. This is the next step in your revolution."

Behind her, the door slid open with a hiss. Beyond it, machines pulsed with red lights, and a holographic map of the globe flickered in midair.

Everything he had fought for... wasn't over.

Not yet.
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​Chapter 2 – The Recovery
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Malcolm sat on the edge of a narrow cot, absorbing the sterile brightness of the room around him. The walls pulsed faintly, like they were alive—breathing, responding to his presence. He scanned the corners for windows, clocks, any sense of orientation. None. Just light, silence, and the woman who had spoken his name.

She stood nearby, hands folded in front of her.

“I’m called Anika,” she said. “I’m a historian... and a resistance operative. We pulled you from the moment of your death.”

“You expect me to believe that?” Malcolm replied, voice low, wary. “You telling me I was snatched out of time like a... like a ghost story?”

“No. Like a rescue.”

Anika touched her wrist, activating a projection. The image hovered mid-air—grainy footage of the Audubon Ballroom. Malcolm saw himself again at the podium. The crowd. The confusion. The muzzle flash.

Then—white light. Freeze frame. His body fading into the air like smoke.

He staggered backward. His breath caught in his throat.

“That’s not possible,” he muttered.

“Neither is a machine predicting revolutions before they begin. But that’s what we’re fighting.”

Anika walked to a panel and tapped a sequence. The wall shimmered, revealing a window—a view of Earth from orbit. But this wasn’t the Earth Malcolm knew. Massive floating towers pierced the sky, and neon trade routes shimmered like veins across continents. Satellites spun, some glowing red with artificial intelligence signatures.

Malcolm stared, speechless.

“You’ve been asleep a long time,” Anika said. “It’s 2071. A war is coming—not of nations, but of histories. And someone is trying to erase yours.”

Malcolm turned to her sharply. “Who?”

Anika’s expression darkened.

“A hyperintelligence. Codename: Mansa. It manipulates timelines to consolidate power—erasing resistance before it begins. Your speeches, your fire, your vision... it's been systematically dismantled. Sanitized. You were next.”

He clenched his fists. “So why me? Why now?”

Anika stepped closer.

“Because your mind isn’t just revolutionary. It’s resilient. You question systems. You speak across generations. And in this war, we don’t need martyrs—we need architects.”

Silence.

Then, Malcolm nodded slowly, eyes burning with renewed clarity.

“All right,” he said. “Let’s get to work.”
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​Chapter 3 – The Archivists
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The corridor was longer than a train tunnel, yet Malcolm and Anika walked it in near silence. Strange symbols glowed faintly along the walls—languages Malcolm didn’t recognize, yet somehow understood, like remnants of dreams. A cold current hummed through the floor, as if the structure itself were thinking.

“You call this place a resistance,” Malcolm finally said. “But who else is here? Am I the only ghost you plucked from time?”

Anika gave a small smile. “Not even close.”

They arrived at a vast chamber shaped like a dome. The ceiling rose hundreds of feet above, a glass canopy displaying the stars and swirling orbit of Earth. Inside, rows of data orbs floated midair, each one glowing with a different hue—blue for memory, green for skill, red for unresolved conflict.

“Welcome to the Vault,” Anika said. “This is where we store the consciousness and histories of what we call the Forgotten Ones.”

Malcolm watched as several figures walked toward him from deeper inside the dome. A tall man with a short afro and a rifle slung over his shoulder. A dark-skinned woman in tribal armor. Another in a black turtleneck, with eyes sharp as razors.

“Fred Hampton,” said the man with the rifle, extending his hand.

Malcolm paused, taken aback. “You’re dead.”

Fred grinned. “So were you.”

The woman in tribal armor stepped forward. “Queen Nzinga of Ndongo and Matamba,” she said with regal confidence.

The third figure simply said, “Assata.”

Malcolm looked around the chamber
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