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            "The world belongs to the future."— The Youth
"The world belongs to the experienced."— The Elders
"The world belongs to no one. We are just renting it from our children."— Sage's Notebook
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ACT I – THE SPARK
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Chapter 1: The Longest Regime
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Time did not move in the Capital. It only circled.

Inside the Palace of Stability, the air was always cool. It smelled of lavender and old paper. The windows were bulletproof, thick as a man’s hand, blocking out the noise of the city below.

President Kaveh stood in front of a tall mirror. He adjusted the golden pin on his collar. The pin was shaped like an eagle holding a clock. It was the symbol of the Council.

"You look strong, sir," his aide said. The aide was a man named Silas, who was fifty years old but looked like a child next to the President.

Kaveh did not smile. He leaned closer to the mirror. His skin was like dry parchment, thin and pale, but his eyes were sharp. They were the eyes of a hawk that had been hunting for a very long time.

"Strong?" Kaveh asked. His voice was deep, like stones grinding together. "I look eternal, Silas. That is the point. I do not age. I simply... continue."

Today was the Jubilee. It marked his fortieth year in power. Four decades.

In the history books, forty years was a long time. But for the Council of Elders, it was just a season. The world was run by men and women who remembered the days before the internet, before the climate shifted, before the Great Panic. They believed that long life meant wisdom. They believed that change was a disease, and they were the cure.

Kaveh walked to the window.

Below him, the great plaza was empty. It was paved with gray stones. In the center stood a statue of the First Elder, pointing toward the horizon.

"Are the crowds ready?" Kaveh asked.

"Yes, sir," Silas replied, checking his tablet. "The designated zones are full. The screens are active in every city square, from the Northern Port to the Southern Deserts. Estimated viewership is three billion."

"And the mood?"

Silas hesitated. "Respectful, sir. Quiet."

Kaveh nodded. "Quiet is good. Quiet is safe."

He did not know that the quiet was not respect. The quiet was holding its breath.

Five miles away from the Palace, in a cramped apartment in Sector 4, the air was hot and sticky. The fan in the corner rattled, trying to push the heat around.

Aisha sat on the floor. She was twenty-one years old. Her knees were pulled up to her chest. She stared at the cracked screen of a phone.

"He’s going to speak soon," her brother said. He was younger, barely sixteen.

"I know," Aisha said. She didn't look up. Her thumbs moved fast across the screen. She wasn't playing a game. She was coding. She was moving inside a private network, a hidden chat room where the government couldn't see.

User [Future_Ghost]: Is everyone ready for the speech?
User [Blue_Sky]: I can’t watch him anymore. It makes me sick.
User [Aisha_Zero]: Watch. Remember. We need to know what he says before we tear it apart.
Aisha looked around the room. It was small. The walls were peeling. Her father sat in the armchair, his eyes closed. He looked tired. He was always tired. He had worked in the steel factory for thirty years, and he had nothing to show for it but a cough and a pension that barely bought bread.

"Turn on the TV," her father mumbled. "Show respect."

Aisha stood up and turned on the old television set. The screen flickered, then settled on the image of the Palace.

The camera panned over the perfect flags, the perfect soldiers standing in rows, the perfect sky. It looked like a movie. It didn't look like the world outside their window, where trash piled up and the water only ran for three hours a day.

"Look at him," Aisha whispered.

President Kaveh stepped onto the balcony. He wore a suit of dark blue, the color of the deep ocean. He raised one hand.

Across the world, millions of screens showed his face.

"My children," Kaveh began.

Aisha clenched her fists. Children. He always called them children. Even the men who were forty years old were children to him.

"Forty years ago," Kaveh said, his voice amplified by speakers on every street corner, "this nation was chaos. You do not remember, because you were not born. But I remember. I remember the hunger. I remember the disorder. We, the Council, brought you peace. We gave you order."

He paused for effect.

"The world is a dangerous place. It moves too fast. Technology tries to eat our traditions. But we stand firm. We are the anchors in the storm. As long as I stand, you are safe."

Aisha looked at her phone. The hidden chat was exploding with messages.

User [Levi_99]: Safe? There are no jobs.
User [Sage_Mind]: Peace is just another word for control.
User [Rumi_Hack]: He’s reading from a script written ten years ago. He says the same thing every year.
Aisha looked at her father. He was nodding along with the speech. He believed it. Or maybe he was just too afraid not to believe it.

"He promises safety," Aisha said aloud. "But he doesn't promise a future."

Her father opened his eyes. "Be quiet, Aisha. You are young. You don't understand what it takes to keep a country together."

"I understand that he has been in power since before you met Mom," Aisha said. Her voice was steady, but her heart was racing. "I understand that half my friends have degrees but work as cleaners. I understand that we can't afford medicine."

"That is the economy," her father snapped. "Not the President."

"It is the system," Aisha said. "And he is the system."

On the screen, Kaveh was finishing his speech.

"Do not look to the horizon with greed," Kaveh said. "Look to the past with gratitude. The Elders carry the burden so you can carry on with your lives. Trust in experience. Trust in time."

The crowd on the television clapped. It was a polite, rhythmic clapping. It sounded mechanical.

Kaveh waved and turned away. The camera cut to a majestic view of the flag. The national anthem began to play—a slow, heavy song that sounded like a funeral march.

Aisha turned off the TV. The room went silent.

She looked down at her phone. A new message had appeared in the group chat. It was from a user she didn't know well.

User [Spark_Plug]: Today was the last Jubilee. Next year, we don’t watch. Next year, we speak.

Aisha felt a shiver go down her spine. She typed a reply.

User [Aisha_Zero]: How?

The reply came instantly.

User [Spark_Plug]: By waking up.

Aisha looked out the window. The sun was setting, casting long shadows over the crowded, dirty city. High above, on the hill, the Palace of Stability glowed with golden light. It looked beautiful. It looked invincible.

But Aisha knew something the Elders didn't. She knew about the anger growing in the dark. She knew that millions of young people were connected by invisible wires, sharing their pain, sharing their hunger.

The President thought time was on his side because he had lived so long.
But time does not belong to the old.
Time belongs to those who have the most of it left.
Aisha grabbed her backpack.

"Where are you going?" her father asked.

"Out," Aisha said. "To get some air."

"Come back before curfew," he warned.

"I will," she said.

She walked out the door and into the humid night. The revolution had not started yet. There were no flags, no guns, no shouting. But as Aisha walked down the street, passing other young people with their faces glowing blue from their phone screens, she felt it. The silence was ending.
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Chapter 2: The Silent Generation
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The City of Meridian was beautiful, provided you looked at it from a distance. The skyscrapers were made of glass that caught the morning sun. The parks were green and manicured. The trains ran on time to the second.

But Levi did not look at the city from a distance. He looked at it from the pavement.

Levi was nineteen years old. He wore the gray jumpsuit of the "Civic Harmony Corps." It was mandatory. Every citizen between the ages of eighteen and twenty-two had to give two years of service to the state. The Elders called it "building character." Levi called it "erasing a life."

He was on his knees, scrubbing a stain off the steps of the Grand Library. The stain was red paint. Someone had written a word there during the night: awake.

Levi scrubbed hard. The chemical cleaner burned his nose.

"You missed a spot," a voice said.

Levi stopped. He didn't look up immediately. He knew the voice. It was the voice of authority.

He slowly raised his head. A man stood over him, wearing a fine wool suit. The man was old, perhaps seventy. He held a cane with a silver handle. He looked at Levi not with anger, but with boredom. To this man, Levi was not a person. He was a machine that cleaned.

"I am removing it now, sir," Levi said softly.

"Kids these days," the man muttered to his wife, who stood beside him. "Vandalism. They have no respect for history. We built this library for them, and they paint on it."

"They are just bored, dear," the wife said, clutching her pearls. "They have too much free time."

Levi tightened his grip on the scrubbing brush. Free time? He worked ten hours a day. Then he went to night school to learn skills for jobs that didn't exist. He hadn't slept more than five hours in a year.

"Sorry, sir," Levi said again. It was the script. Always apologize. Always be quiet.

The couple walked away, stepping around Levi as if he were a puddle of dirty water.

Levi looked back at the red paint. Awake.

He scrubbed until the word was gone. The stone was white and clean again. It was silent.

In the Department of Information, the silence was different. It was the hum of a thousand servers.

Rumi sat in a dark cubicle. He was twenty-three, with dark circles under his eyes and messy hair. He was a "Digital Custodian." His job was to monitor the internet for the government.

His screen showed a waterfall of data. Posts, videos, comments.

Delete.
Delete.
Flag for review.
Delete.
The algorithm flagged anything that contained "sensitive keywords." Words like unfair, change, retire, tomorrow.

Rumi’s finger hovered over the keyboard. A video had popped up. It was a girl in a university dorm room. She was crying.

"I have two degrees," the girl in the video said. "I am top of my class. I applied for fifty jobs this month. The only offer I got was unpaid. How am I supposed to eat? The Elders say wait. Wait your turn. But the line doesn't move. They never leave. We are just ghosts to them..."

Rumi watched her face. She looked exhausted.

The system flashed a red warning: CONTENT VIOLATION: DISCOURAGEMENT OF PUBLIC MORALE.

Rumi was supposed to press delete. It was his job. If he didn't do it, he would lose his ration card.

He looked around the office. His supervisor, a man named Mr. Harrow (age 65), was asleep at his desk, snoring softly. Mr. Harrow made three times Rumi's salary to do nothing.

Rumi looked back at the screen. He didn't press delete. instead, he pressed Save. He moved the video into a hidden folder on his drive named "The Evidence."

Then he let the algorithm delete the public post. The girl’s face vanished from the internet. She was silenced.

"Just ghosts," Rumi whispered.

Across the city, the sun reached its peak. The heat rose from the asphalt.

In the cafeterias, the parks, and the subways, the youth moved in silence. They wore headphones. They looked at their phones. They did not speak to each other in public.

Speaking was dangerous. Groups of more than three young people were considered a "public disturbance." So they walked alone.

But the silence was heavy. It wasn't empty; it was full. It was the silence of a dam holding back a river.

Levi finished his shift at the library. He walked to the subway station to go home. The station was crowded.

On the giant screens mounted on the walls, the evening news was playing.

"The Council of Elders announced today a new initiative to extend the retirement age to eighty-five," the news anchor said with a smile. "This will allow our most experienced leaders to continue guiding the nation toward stability."

Levi stood next to a girl with bright green hair. She was looking at the screen with dead eyes.

"Eighty-five," she muttered. "They’re never going to die."

Levi glanced at her. He shouldn't respond. It was risky. But something in him—maybe the smell of the cleaner, maybe the red paint—made him reckless.

"They think they can stop the clock," Levi said.

The girl turned to him. She looked surprised that he had spoken. Then, a small, sad smile touched her lips.

"They can stop the clock," she whispered. "But they can't stop the sunrise."

The train arrived with a screech of metal. The doors opened, and the flood of gray-clad youth poured in.

Inside the train, it was packed. Body pressed against body. Levi held onto a strap. He looked around.

Every face was young. Every face was tired.

There was the boy with the violin case who worked at a warehouse.
There was the girl with the thick glasses who was a doctor but worked as a waitress because the hospitals only hired senior staff.
There was the tall man who stared at his boots, humiliated by a system that treated him like a child.
They were the Silent Generation. They were the most educated generation in history. They were the most connected generation in history. And they were the most ignored.

The train rattled through the dark tunnel. The lights flickered.

For a second, in the darkness, the silence felt different. It didn't feel like submission anymore. It felt like waiting.

Levi looked at his reflection in the dark window. He looked like a ghost.
But ghosts haunt houses. And sooner or later, the house of the Elders was going to get very terrified.
The train burst out of the tunnel and into the slanting sunlight of the slums. Levi stepped off at his stop. As he walked up the stairs, he saw a new piece of graffiti on the wall, freshly painted.

It was just one word.

SOON.

Levi didn't scrub it off. He walked past it, and for the first time that day, he breathed.
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Chapter 3: The Year of No Jobs
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The National Stadium was built to hold sixty thousand screaming sports fans. Today, it held sixty thousand silent job seekers.

It was the peak of summer. The heat inside the concrete bowl was suffocating. There was no air conditioning. The Elders believed that air conditioning made the youth soft.

On the field, where athletes used to run, there were rows of white tents. This was the "Grand Career Expo." It was the most anticipated event of the year.

Sage sat in the highest row of the stands, near the roof. He was seventeen, too young to apply for a job, but old enough to know he wouldn't get one. He had messy hair and wore a t-shirt that was two sizes too big. While everyone else held tablets and resumes, Sage held a notebook and a pen.

He watched the crowd below. From up here, they looked like ants trapped in a box.

"It’s a tragedy," a voice said next to him.

Sage turned. A man in his late twenties was sitting on the stairs. He wore a suit that was fraying at the cuffs. He was sweating heavily.

"A tragedy implies it was an accident," Sage said calmly. "This isn't an accident. It’s math."

The man wiped his forehead. "I have a Master’s degree in Civil Engineering. I specialize in bridge integrity. Do you know what I’m applying for today?"

"Tell me," Sage said.

"Barista," the man said, staring at his shiny shoes. "At the coffee shop inside the Ministry of Transport."

Sage nodded. He wrote something in his notebook. The builders are begging to pour coffee for the men who let the bridges rot.

"Good luck," Sage said.

"There are five hundred applicants for the coffee shop," the man sighed. "I don't need luck. I need a miracle."

Down on the field, a trumpet sounded. The giant screens flickered to life. The noise of sixty thousand people shuffling their feet stopped instantly.

A woman appeared on the screen. It was Councilwoman Mira.

Mira was eighty-three years old. She was the Minister of Labor. Her face was powdered white, and she wore a necklace of pearls that cost more than the stadium. She sat in a high-backed chair in a studio that looked like a royal throne room.

"Greetings, ambitious youth," Mira’s voice boomed over the speakers.

The crowd leaned forward. This was it. The announcement.

"We know you are eager," Mira said, smiling like a grandmother talking to a toddler. "We know you want to work. But the economy is fragile. We must be careful. We cannot just create jobs out of thin air. That leads to inflation. That leads to chaos."

Sage watched the crowd. He could feel their tension rising like steam.

"However," Mira continued, "The Council has heard your pleas. We have approved a historic package. Today, we are opening one thousand new positions across the government sectors."

A gasp went through the stadium. One thousand. It was nothing. There were millions unemployed. But still, it was something.

"These positions," Mira said, her smile widening, "will be part of the 'Future Leaders Initiative.' You will shadow our senior directors. You will learn from the masters."

The man next to Sage stood up, hope in his eyes.

"Because education is the most valuable payment," Mira said, "these positions will be unpaid internships for the first three years."

The silence in the stadium shattered.

It started as a low groan, then became a shout.

"Unpaid?" someone screamed from the field. "We can't eat experience!"

"Three years?" another voice yelled. "I'll be thirty by then!"

Mira didn't hear them. Her message was pre-recorded. She continued to smile on the screen. "We expect gratitude. Hard work is its own reward. The application portal opens in ten seconds. Good luck."

The screen went black.

Then, chaos.

Sixty thousand people pulled out their phones at the exact same second. They tried to log in to the portal.

The network crashed immediately.

"It’s down!"
"I can't get in!"
"They lied!"
Panic set in. People on the field started pushing toward the white tents. They wanted to talk to a human. They wanted answers. But the tents were empty. There were no recruiters. Just QR codes on stands.

The man next to Sage sat back down. He put his head in his hands. He didn't scream. He didn't try to load the page. He just wept.

Sage looked at the weeping engineer. Then he looked at the screen where Mira’s face had been.

He opened his notebook to a fresh page. He wrote: The Year of No Jobs.

Underneath, he wrote a question: If they won't let us build the world, why should we let them live in it?

Sage stood up. He walked down the stairs, past the crying man.

"Where are you going?" the man asked, looking up.

"To find a different way," Sage said.

"There is no other way," the man said hopelessly. "They own everything. The banks, the land, the companies. We have nothing to trade."

Sage stopped. He looked at the vast crowd of young, strong, intelligent people seething with rage below.

"You're wrong," Sage said softly. "We have the one thing they don't have."

"What’s that?"

"Time," Sage said. "And we’re done selling it to them."

He left the stadium. Outside, the sun was blinding.

The streets were full of people who hadn't even been able to get into the stadium. They sat on sidewalks, holding signs that listed their degrees: Biologist, Teacher, Nurse, Architect.

They looked like beggars. But they weren't beggars. They were a wasted generation.

Sage walked through them. He wasn't angry like the others. He was cold. He saw the logic of it. The Elders were hoarding power like a dragon hoards gold. They would never give it up voluntarily.

He passed an electronics store. In the window, televisions showed the news. The headline read: YOUTH CELEBRATE NEW INTERNSHIP OPPORTUNITIES.

It was a lie. A complete, total lie.

Sage took a marker from his pocket. He walked up to the glass window of the store.

The shop owner, an old man, tapped on the glass from the inside, shaking his finger.

Sage ignored him. He wrote directly over the headline on the glass. He didn't write a curse word. He didn't write a slogan.

He wrote a date.

TOMORROW.

Then he walked away.

Behind him, a girl saw what he wrote. She stopped. She looked at the word. She took out her own lipstick and wrote it on the next window.

TOMORROW.

A boy with a skateboard saw it. He took out a sticker and slapped it on a lamppost.

TOMORROW.

The stadium was a disaster. The economy was a tomb. But as Sage disappeared into the crowd, he knew the truth.

The hunger was real. The anger was real.
And fuel, once it is spilled, only needs one spark.
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Chapter 4: The Protest That Wasn’t Meant to Happen
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It didn't start with a speech. It didn't start with a plan. It started with the trains.

After the disaster at the stadium, the subway system of Meridian City collapsed. Too many people were trying to go home at once. The turnstiles locked. The screens flashed SERVICE SUSPENDED.

Fifty thousand young people were stranded in Independence Plaza, the vast concrete square outside the central station.

Usually, they would have dispersed. They would have walked hours to get home. They would have called cabs they couldn't afford. But today was different. The heat was oppressive. The humiliation of the "internship" offer was fresh in their minds.

They didn't leave. They sat down.

Aisha watched the situation unfold from her apartment. Her computer screens were glowing with maps and data streams.

"It’s happening," she whispered.

"What is?" her father asked from the kitchen. He was boiling water for tea.

"A jam," Aisha said. "A human traffic jam. But... look at the heat map."

She pointed to a screen. Usually, the digital map of the city was a mix of colors. Today, Independence Plaza was a solid, burning block of red.

"They aren't moving, Dad. The police have issued three dispersal orders. No one is moving."

"They will move when the tear gas comes," her father said, his voice shaking. "They always do. Turn it off, Aisha. It’s dangerous to watch."

Aisha ignored him. Her fingers flew across her keyboard. She wasn't just watching; she was listening. She tapped into the local Bluetooth networks in the plaza. She saw the messages bouncing from phone to phone.

Are the trains running?
No.
Where do we go?
Nowhere.
I’m tired of moving.
Me too.
Let’s stay.
Aisha saw the pattern. It wasn't a riot. It was a collective exhaustion. The youth of the world were simply too tired to obey anymore.

In the center of Independence Plaza, Levi sat on the edge of a dry fountain.

The sun was setting, turning the sky a bruised purple. The plaza was packed tight. Shoulders rubbed against shoulders. The air smelled of sweat and ozone.

Levi was hungry. He hadn't eaten since breakfast. He looked around.

To his left, a group of nursing graduates were sitting in a circle, sharing a bottle of water.
To his right, the man from the stadium—the bridge engineer—was staring at the locked doors of the station.
The mood was strange. It wasn't angry. It was heavy. It felt like the air before a thunderstorm.

"Attention citizens," a robotic voice boomed from the police drones hovering overhead. The drones looked like black wasps. "This is an unlawful assembly. You are blocking public transit. Disperse immediately or face arrest."

Nobody moved.

Levi looked at the boy next to him. The boy was wearing headphones, bobbing his head to music, eyes closed. He didn't even hear the drone.

"They want us to leave," Levi said.

The boy opened one eye. "Leave to go where? My apartment is the size of a closet and I can't pay the rent next month. I'd rather sit here. It’s bigger."

Levi nodded. He understood. The plaza was public space. Technically, it belonged to them. Why should they leave?

Across the plaza, a line of black vehicles appeared. The doors opened.

The "Civil Guard" stepped out. They were not normal police. They were the elite enforcers of the Council. They wore full body armor, black helmets that hid their faces, and carried long black batons.

They lined up like a wall of beetles.

Levi felt his heart beat faster. He had seen the Civil Guard on TV, breaking up strikes in the mining districts. They didn't talk. They hit.

"Formations!" a commander shouted.

The crowd shifted. People stood up. The relaxed atmosphere vanished. Fear rippled through the square like a cold wind.

But still, nobody ran. There was nowhere to run. The station was locked behind them. The Guard was in front of them.

Levi stood up on the fountain's edge to see better. He was taller than most. He saw the sea of faces—thousands of them.

Then, a light flickered.

Someone in the middle of the crowd turned on their phone flashlight. It was a small, white star in the twilight.

Then another.
Then ten.
Then a hundred.
Within a minute, the plaza was a galaxy of lights. It was beautiful. It was silent defiance. We are here. You cannot delete us.

The Commander of the Guard raised a megaphone. "This is your final warning. We will deploy crowd control measures."

A girl near the front line, maybe sixteen years old, stepped forward. She held a flower—a plastic flower she had probably bought from a vendor. She held it out toward the armored men.

"Go home," she said softly. "You are young too."

The Guard she spoke to didn't move. He was young, hidden behind the mask. He was probably on a contract just like Levi, fighting for scraps.

"Clear the square!" the Commander ordered.

The line of black armor took a step forward. STOMP.
The sound echoed off the buildings.
The crowd took a step back, compressing.

Levi felt the pressure. He was being pushed. He looked up at the giant billboard overlooking the square. It usually showed ads for luxury watches that no young person could buy.

Suddenly, the ad flickered. The screen went black.

Then, text appeared. White text on a black background.

WHO DOES THE FUTURE BELONG TO?

Aisha. It had to be Aisha or someone like her. A hacker had seized the screen.

The crowd gasped. They pointed up.

The Commander saw the screen. He panicked. "Cut the power! Attack! Clear them out now!"

The Guard charged.

It wasn't a battle. It was a stampede. The guards swung their batons. Canisters of tear gas flew into the air, trailing white smoke.

Pop. Pop. Pop.

Screams erupted. The beautiful silence shattered.

Levi was shoved. He fell off the fountain. He scrambled to his feet. The smoke was burning his eyes. He couldn't see.

"Help!" someone screamed.

Levi reached out. He grabbed a hand. It was the nursing graduate. She had fallen. He pulled her up.

"Run!" Levi yelled.

"Where?" she coughed, tears streaming down her face.

The Guard was closing in, swinging blindly. They were beating people who were just standing there. They were beating the future.

Levi felt a surge of anger he had never felt before. It wasn't just about the jobs. It wasn't just about the money. It was about the disrespect. They treated the youth like cattle.

He didn't run.

Through the smoke, he saw a Guard raising a baton over an old woman—a street vendor who had been selling tea. She couldn't run fast enough.

Levi didn't think. He didn't weigh the consequences. He just moved.

He lunged forward, placing himself between the black armor and the old woman.

"No!" Levi shouted.

He caught the baton with his arm. A crack of pain shot through his bone. But he didn't let go. He grabbed the baton.

For a second, the whole plaza seemed to freeze.

A nineteen-year-old cleaner, a nobody, was holding onto the weapon of the state. He wasn't letting go.

The Guard behind the mask looked shocked.

Levi looked into the black visor.

"Enough," Levi said. His voice wasn't loud, but in the sudden quiet of the shock, it carried.

Then, the other Guards descended.

Three of them tackled Levi. He hit the ground hard. A boot pressed into his neck.

But the moment had been seen. Thousands of phones were recording. The livestream was already circling the globe.

The protest wasn't meant to happen.
But the war had just begun.
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Chapter 5: Levi’s Arrest (The Spark)
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The pavement tasted of dust and iron.

Levi’s face was pressed against the stone tiles of Independence Plaza. He couldn't breathe. A knee was driving into the small of his back, pinning him down like an insect.

"Stay down!" the guard screamed.

Levi didn't try to get up. He couldn't. His arm, the one that had caught the baton, throbbed with a sharp, sickening heat. He thought it might be broken.

Around him, the chaos of the plaza had changed. The screaming had stopped. It was replaced by a strange, aggressive buzzing sound. It was the sound of thousands of camera shutters clicking, thousands of videos recording.

The Guard realized it too. The Commander looked up. He saw a wall of phones. Every lens was pointed at him. Every screen was broadcasting the image of three armored men crushing one unarmed boy.

"Get him out of here!" the Commander barked. "Now! Bag him!"

Rough hands grabbed Levi by his collar and belt. He was hauled into the air. His feet dragged on the ground.

Someone in the crowd shouted, "Let him go!"

"He didn't do anything!" another voice cried.

A black hood was shoved over Levi’s head. The world went dark. The smell of the hood was stale sweat and terror. He was blind, but he could feel the hands pushing him, guiding him toward the waiting van.

He was thrown inside. He hit the metal floor hard. The doors slammed shut.

Click. Lock.

The engine roared, and the siren wailed. Levi lay in the darkness, his heart hammering against his ribs like a trapped bird. He was nineteen years old. He cleaned libraries. He listened to music on the train. He wasn't a revolutionary.

He curled into a ball, trying to protect his injured arm. Tears pricked his eyes. He wasn't crying because of the pain. He was crying because he knew his life was over. In this country, when you went into a black van, you didn't always come out.

Aisha stared at her monitor. Her hands were trembling.

On the screen, the footage was looping. It was only six seconds long, but it was perfect.

Second 1: The baton swings down toward the old woman.
Second 2: Levi lunges from the smoke.
Second 3: Levi’s hand catches the weapon.
Second 4: Levi looks into the guard’s visor. His face is terrified but firm.
Second 5: The tackle.
Second 6: The darkness.
Aisha hit Pause on the fourth second.

She zoomed in on Levi’s face. It was the face of every young person she knew. It wasn't a face of hate. It was a face that said: Stop.

"Who are you?" Aisha whispered.

She ran a facial recognition search. The database was slow, but within a minute, it pinged.

NAME: Levi Adama.
AGE: 19.
STATUS: Citizen Tier 4 (Service Corps).
RECORD: Clean.
"He’s nobody," Aisha said. "Which means he is everybody."

She looked at the upload numbers. The video had been shared ten thousand times in the first minute. Then fifty thousand. Then a hundred thousand.

It was jumping borders. It was being watched in the dorm rooms of Tokyo, the cafes of Paris, the slums of Rio, and the underground clubs of Tehran.

The comments were scrolling so fast they were a blur.

USER [Hope_Keep]: They took him.
USER [Red_Wall]: Did you see his eyes?
USER [Generational_X]: He protected the elder. He saved her.
That was the key. Aisha realized it instantly. If Levi had punched the guard, he would be a criminal. But he hadn't attacked. He had protected a defenseless old woman.

He had claimed the moral high ground.

Aisha’s fingers began to type. She wasn't just watching anymore; she was directing. She took the still image of Levi holding the baton—the moment of resistance—and applied a filter. She turned the background black and white, leaving only Levi in color.

She added a hashtag.

#WhereIsLevi

She pressed Send.

The spark had been struck. Now, she had to pour gasoline on it.

High above the city, in the War Room of the Palace, the mood was annoyed, not fearful.

General Matare paced across the thick carpet. He was sixty-eight, a man made of muscle and scar tissue. He wore a uniform decorated with medals from wars fought before Levi was born.

"It was a minor disturbance," Matare said, waving a hand at the large screen on the wall. "A few hooligans at the station. We dispersed them."

President Kaveh sat in his leather chair, sipping tea. He didn't look at the screen. He looked at the General.

"And the boy?" Kaveh asked. "The one they are talking about?"

"A nobody," Matare scoffed. "A cleaner. We have him in custody. We will process him, give him a few months in the correctional facility, and release him. He will be forgotten by next week."

Kaveh placed his tea cup down on the saucer. Clink.

"You do not understand the internet, General," Kaveh said softly. "You see a boy. They see a mirror."

"With all due respect, Mr. President," Matare said, his voice gruff. "I have commanded armies. I have put down coups. A teenager in a jumpsuit is not a threat to the State."

"Perhaps," Kaveh said. He stood up and walked to the window. The city lights were twinkling below. "But ensure he is not harmed excessively. If he becomes a martyr, we have a problem. If he is just a criminal, we are safe."

"I will have him interrogated tonight," Matare promised. "We will find out who organized this."

"Good," Kaveh said.

The President looked at his reflection in the glass. He looked old. For the first time in years, he felt the weight of his age.

"Matare," he said.

"Sir?"

"Why did he do it?"

Matare shrugged. "Youthful aggression. Lack of discipline."

Kaveh shook his head. "No. I saw the video. He wasn't angry. He was desperate."

Levi didn't know where he was.

The van had driven for an hour. Then he had been dragged down stairs, through long concrete corridors that smelled of bleach.

They stripped him of his clothes. They took his phone, his wallet, his shoes. They gave him an orange uniform that was too big.

Then, they shoved him into a cell.

The door slammed. It was a heavy, steel sound that vibrated in his teeth.

Levi stumbled and fell onto the thin mattress in the corner. He held his arm. It was swollen and purple now.

The cell was small. No window. Just a single lightbulb in a cage on the ceiling. It hummed.

Levi pulled his knees to his chest. He shivered. The adrenaline was gone, leaving only cold fear. He thought of his mother. She would be waiting for him to come home for dinner. She would be calling his phone, over and over, getting voicemail.

"I'm sorry," he whispered to the empty room. "I'm so sorry."

He felt small. He felt like the General had said—a nobody. A speck of dust swept up by the broom of the state.

He closed his eyes, hoping to sleep, hoping to wake up in his own bed.

He didn't know that outside those walls, the world had changed.
He didn't know that his face was currently being projected onto the side of a building in New York.
He didn't know that students in London were printing his picture on t-shirts.
He didn't know that he was no longer just Levi Adama.
He was the Spark.

And in the silence of his cell, the war between the Guardians of Yesterday and the Children of Tomorrow had officially begun.
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Chapter 6: The Stream That Broke the Internet
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The Department of Information did not have windows. It did not need them. The only view that mattered was the one on the screens.

It was 3:00 AM. The hum of the servers was louder than usual, a nervous, electrical buzzing.

Rumi sat at his desk, his face bathed in the blue light of three monitors. His coffee had gone cold hours ago.

"Status report!" Mr. Harrow shouted, pacing the aisle. He was awake now. The entire department was awake. "The video is still trending in Sector 7. Why is it still trending?"

"We are scrubbing as fast as we can, sir," a junior analyst replied, her voice trembling. "But for every copy we delete, ten more appear."

"Then delete faster!" Harrow yelled. "The Council wants this boy erased. By sunrise, I want Levi Adama to be nothing more than a 404 error. Do you understand?"

Rumi didn't look up. His fingers hovered over his keyboard.

On his primary screen, the command line blinked: EXECUTE PURGE: SUBJECT_LEVI.

If he pressed Enter, the algorithm would hunt down every digital trace of Levi. It would delete his school records, his medical history, his social media accounts, and the video of the arrest. It would be as if Levi had never been born.

Rumi looked at the video one last time. He watched the boy protect the old woman. He watched the fear in Levi’s eyes turn into resolve.

He’s just like me, Rumi thought. Scared. But doing it anyway.

Rumi minimized the purge window. He opened a terminal that Mr. Harrow couldn't see. It was a black box with green text—a direct line to the backbone of the national network.

He typed a query: Who is controlling the #WhereIsLevi tag?

The system traced the signal. It bounced through proxies in Singapore, servers in Iceland, and finally landed on a residential IP address in Sector 4.

Rumi took a breath. This was treason. This was a life sentence.

He typed a message.

To: Admin_Sector4
From: Ghost_In_The_Machine
Message: They are about to wipe him. I can stop it. But I need a signal.
Aisha was about to pass out from exhaustion. She was sitting on her floor, surrounded by empty energy drink cans. Her laptop was overheating.

The message popped up on her screen. She froze.

Ghost_In_The_Machine. Someone inside the Ministry.

She hesitated. It could be a trap. The police could be tracing her right now. But she looked at the trending numbers. They were dropping. The government bots were winning. The hashtag was disappearing. If she didn't act, Levi would be forgotten by morning.

She typed back.

To: Ghost_In_The_Machine
Message: What do you need?
The reply came instantly.

Message: I have access to the Emergency Broadcast System. It overrides every channel, every radio, every digital billboard in the country. But I need a key to unlock the external ports. Can you build a bridge?

Aisha sat up straight. The Emergency Broadcast System. The "God Voice." It hadn't been used since the Great Flood ten years ago.

"You want to hijack the national news," she whispered.

She cracked her knuckles. "Okay. Let's build a bridge."

She began to code. She wasn't just writing script; she was weaving a digital rope, throwing it over the firewall to the person on the inside.

In the Ministry, Rumi saw the code stream in. It was elegant. Beautiful, even.

"Harrow!" a supervisor shouted. "We have a breach in the firewall! Sector 4!"

"Shut it down!" Harrow screamed. "Cut the hard line!"

"Too late," Rumi whispered.

He didn't press Delete. He pressed Upload.

He took the video of Levi. He attached a file—a compilation of videos from the "The Evidence" folder he had been keeping for years. The crying graduate. The hungry engineer. The police brutality.

He packaged it all into a single stream.

"What are you doing, Rumi?" Harrow asked, stopping behind his chair.

Rumi spun his chair around. He looked at his boss. For the first time in three years, he didn't look down.

"I'm resigning," Rumi said.

He hit Enter.

At 3:15 AM, the world glitched.

In the living rooms where older people were watching late-night reruns of old sitcoms, the screens went static.
In the 24-hour diners, the news channels froze.
In Times Square, in Shibuya Crossing, in the great plazas of the world, the giant advertising screens turned black.
A silence fell over the digital world.

Then, a sound. Not a voice. A heartbeat.

Thump-thump. Thump-thump.

White text appeared on every screen.

WE ARE NOT INVISIBLE.

Then, the video played.

It wasn't just the clip of Levi. It was a montage. It showed the truth that the news never showed. It showed the crumbling schools. It showed the lines at the food banks. It showed the police beating peaceful protesters.

And over it all, a voice spoke. It wasn't a real voice. It was a synthesized voice, smooth and calm.

"You call us the future," the voice said. "But you do not let us live in the present."

"You tell us to wait. But we are done waiting."

"Levi Adama stood up for you. Now, you must stand up for him."

The stream cut to a live feed. It was the interior of a police van—footage Rumi had pulled from the vehicle's own security camera.

It showed Levi, huddled in the corner, bruised and bleeding.

The image was raw. It was undeniable.

In the Ministry of Information, chaos erupted. Alarms blared. Red lights flashed.

"Stop it! Pull the plug!" Harrow was screaming, grabbing at cables.

Rumi stood up. He pulled his hard drive from the tower. He put it in his pocket.

"You can't stop it," Rumi said calmly. "It's peer-to-peer now. It's on a million phones. It's in the cloud."

Security guards burst through the doors. "Hands in the air!"

Rumi raised his hands. He smiled. He knew he was going to prison. But he also knew that he had just lit a
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