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    To my son,
Jaden Anthony Rodgers-Beatty
You are the reason I keep telling the truth, even when the world tries to forget it.
This book is for you not just because you carry my name, but because you carry my heart, my hope, and the legacy I refuse to let die. One day, you may read these words and wonder why your father chose to write about wars the world doesn't speak of. It's because I want you to always question the silence.
When truth feels dangerous, speak it anyway. When the world offers you comfort in exchange for your voice, hold your ground. You were born with light in your spirit and fire in your blood. That's not an accident. That's destiny.
I didn't write this for fame. I wrote it so one day, when you look around and realize something doesn't add up, you'll know your father saw it too and chose to stand.
I love you forever.
This fight, this story, this legacy it's all yours now.
—Dad

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The state survives by erasing the blood it spills,
then calling obedience peace.
But when even one man remembers,
the war is not over."
— The Last Anarchist


    


Prologue Static Memory

“The war ended quietly. And then it was erased.”

There were no parades. No treaties. No names carved into stone.

Only silence.

When the final transmission from the Resistance ceased broadcasting, the world took a breath so deep, it never exhaled again. The networks flickered. The firewalls

hardened. And the Archive was sealed.

History, as it was known, was overwritten in layers

algorithm by algorithm, until memory became a product, truth became a program, and emotion became a liability.

Some called it peace. Most called it nothing at all. They didn’t remember what came before.

But Jaded Anthony did.

Not in full, not in clarity. But in shardsburnt images, muted screams, a child’s face lost in smoke. The smell of real paper burning. The crackle of static from a hijacked signal. The word freedom used like a curse.

Now, twelve years after the socalled Recalibration, the Civic Trust governs every sector. Thought is monitored. Speech is optimized. Everyone knows their place, their purpose, and their rating.

To question the war is treason.

To remember it is madness.

But something has begun whispering through the cracks in the system. Something buried deep in the forgotten lines of corrupted code. A question.

A name.

A spark.
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Chapter One
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Echoes in the Feed

Jaded Anthony woke at exactly 06:00, as dictated by his Circadian Regulation implant.

No dreams. No interruptions. No memory of sleep. Just silence, followed by light.

The walls of his cubehome pulsed to life with soft white ambient glow. A digital voicegenderless, emotionlessgreeted him in perfect

CivicTone.

> "Good morning, Citizen Anthony. You are presently in Consensus Compliance. Neural Lag: 0.03%. Emotional Stability: Acceptable."

He sat up slowly, body moving before thought could catch up. The Trust liked it that wayroutine before reason. Compliance before consciousness.

Through the walllength holowindow, the city shimmered in grayscale glass and neon blue. Drones hummed silently between rooftops. No traffic. No crowds. No questions. Only motion. Only order.

His neural HUD blinked onan invisible layer of augmented data only he could see. Floating text, clean and efficient, loaded his schedule, his score, his assigned affirmations.

> “Your Civic Rating is 88.2. Maintain alignment.”

“Trust is safety. Emotion is noise. Noise disrupts trust.”

He muttered the last line under his breath like a prayer. Everyone did. It wasn’t mandatory, not technically. But the walls were listening.

Jaded dressed in the standard gray tunic, affixed his Sigil behind the eara polished black disc that monitored biometric patterns and synaptic behaviorand

headed to the corridor lift. Eyes down. Expression neutral.

Floor 47. Bureau of Neural Hygiene.

His job was to cleanse the feedflag anomalies in public memory threads, filter deviations, rewrite inconsistencies. Thought custodianship. Digital janitor. Ministry of Truth by another name.

He told himself it was just a job.

He told himself that every day.

Inside his terminal pod, rows of neural feeds flickered like rivers of code. Each one represented a realtime consciousnesspublic data streams, memory banks, social logs. All connected. All clean. All predictable.

Until it wasn't.

At 09:17, Jaded saw it.

A flicker. Barely a second. Just one word.

"Remember."

No ID tag. No metadata. No timestamp. Just static, then silence.

He blinked, tapped rewind. The feed had already selfcorrected. Clean.

But something deep in his chest stirreda feeling he

hadn’t registered in years. Like finding blood under a bandage long after forgetting the wound.

He looked around. No alarms. No alerts. No reaction.

But the word echoed in his mind like a virus that refused to be purged.

"Remember."

And for the first time in a long time, Jaded Anthony forgot to feel nothing.
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Chapter Two
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Jaded Anthony, Cleansed

The Civic Trust had a word for what he experienced that morning.

Cognitive Debris.

Residual neural noise. A glitch of consciousness. Harmlessif reported.

Jaded didn’t report it.

He logged it as a transient anomaly, tagged it “SelfCorrected,” and moved on. That was the protocol. That was the expectation. That was survival.

Still, something clung to him like static in the air. The wordRememberlooped behind his eyes even after the HUD reset. He tried distracting himself with routine maintenance: reviewing sentiment fluctuations in youthtier feeds, analyzing potential dissident language in microblogs, erasing a

politically ambiguous graffiti post before it hit virality.

But it was there again.

Just before his midday thought evaluation, as he rinsed his hands under the sterilizing blue mist, the Sigil behind his ear vibratedonce. Not a notification. Not an error. Something else.

He looked up at the mirror.

And blinked.

For a second, his own face was replaced.

Another man’s eyes stared back at himscarred, angry, exhausted. A face he didn’t recognize, but something in his bones did. Then it was gone. The glass cleared. His reflection returned, dull and obedient.

He stumbled backward.

The mist shut off.

> "Citizen Anthony," the

overhead voice snapped. "Anomaly detected in biometric rhythm. Please confirm emotional state."

“Stable,” he said quickly, voice hollow.

> “Recenter. Breathe. Repeat mantra.”

Jaded exhaled.

> "Trust is safety. Emotion is noise. Noise disrupts trust."

He repeated it. Three times.

The light above his head flickered green.

> “Civic alignment restored.”

Back at
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