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    To the people who listen to the silence.And to those who find the courage to stay, even when they know the truth.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "If the whole world is shouting, the only way to be heard is to whisper."

      

    

A Novel by Davis Shyaka Musirikare.
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Chapter 1: The Morning of Glass
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The sun rose over the city of Dublin just like it did every other day. The light was soft and gold. It touched the bricks of the old buildings and sparkled on the surface of the River Liffey. Siofra stood by her window with a cup of warm tea in her hands. She was a woman who appreciated the quiet moments. As a nurse, her days were often filled with loud sounds, beeping machines, and the heavy emotions of other people. This early hour was her only time to just be herself.

She watched a small bird land on her windowsill. It chirped a happy song. Siofra smiled. She thought about her schedule for the day. She thought about the patients she needed to help. She also thought about Malik, a doctor she worked with. She had a small, secret crush on him. She liked the way he spoke to the elderly patients. He was always so patient and kind. It was a thought she kept tucked away in a corner of her mind, like a favorite book she was not ready to share with anyone yet.

But this morning was not like every other day.

At exactly seven o'clock, the world changed. Siofra did not hear a loud explosion. She did not see a flash of light. Instead, she felt a strange, cold shiver run down her back. It felt as if someone had pulled a warm blanket off her while she was sleeping. Suddenly, the air felt different. It felt thin and sharp.

She looked down at her phone on the table. The screen was glowing. It was not a message or a call. It was a stream of text that moved so fast she could hardly read it. She picked it up, her brow furrowing in confusion.

The screen showed a website she had never seen before. The header said "THE LEDGER." Below it, there was a search bar. And below that, a live feed of names and sentences.

Siofra blinked. She saw a name she recognized. It was her neighbor, a grumpy man named Mr. O’Shea. Next to his name, there was a sentence: I hope that dog across the street stops barking soon or I will lose my mind.

Siofra felt a knot of fear in her stomach. That was a very specific thought. She looked at the next line. It was a woman from the local grocery store: I wonder if my daughter knows I took the money from her jar.

"What is this?" Siofra whispered to the empty room.

She typed her own name into the search bar. Her fingers trembled. Her heart hammered against her ribs like a trapped bird. The results appeared instantly.

Siofra: I hope Malik notices the new blue ribbon in my hair today. I wonder if he likes the smell of lavender.

Siofra dropped the phone. It clattered onto the wooden floor. Her face turned bright red. Her chest felt tight. It was not just a data leak. It was not just her emails or her bank details. This was her mind. Every thought she had ever had was being written down for everyone to see.

She looked out the window. The street was no longer quiet. People were coming out of their houses. Some were holding their phones and shouting. Others were looking at their neighbors with wide, terrified eyes. A car drifted into a lamp post because the driver was staring at his dashboard screen.

The Ledger was live. The blockchain had opened the doors to the human soul, and the locks were broken forever.

Siofra leaned against the wall. She felt sick. Privacy was a wall that had protected her all her life. Now, that wall was gone. She felt naked, even though she was wearing her thick wool sweater. She thought about all the things she had ever thought—the small jealousies, the private fears, the secret loves. Everyone could see them.

She thought about the world. If everyone could see what everyone else was thinking, what would happen? If a wife knew her husband was bored? If a worker knew his boss hated him? If a citizen knew their leader was lying?

She looked back at the phone on the floor. A new thought of hers had just appeared on the screen: I am so afraid of what happens next.

Across the world, in a quiet office in Tokyo, a man named Daiki sat at his desk. He was a software engineer. He understood technology better than most. He watched the Ledger screens with a face that looked like stone. He knew that this was the end of the world as they knew it. He saw the thoughts of world leaders appearing. He saw the hidden anger of nations. He saw the secrets of generals.

The truth was beautiful in stories, but in reality, the truth was a fire. And the world was made of dry wood.

Siofra picked up her phone. She knew she had to go to work. The hospital would be a mess. People would be panicking. They would need help. But as she stepped out of her door, she saw Mr. O'Shea standing on his porch. He was looking at a young man who was walking his dog.

"You really hate my dog that much, do you?" the young man asked. His voice was shaking.

Mr. O'Shea looked down at his own hands. "I did not mean for you to know," he said softly. "It was just a thought."

"But you thought it," the young man said. "You really feel it."

The connection between them was broken. The politeness of society was melting away. Siofra hurried past them, her head down. She tried to think of nothing. She tried to make her mind a blank space. But the more she tried not to think, the more thoughts flooded in.

Where is Malik? Is he okay? Is he looking at the Ledger right now? Is he reading my thoughts about him?

She reached the hospital. The lobby was crowded. People were not talking to each other. They were staring at each other. The air was thick with tension. It felt like a bomb was about to go off.

She saw Malik standing near the reception desk. He was looking at his phone. When he looked up and saw Siofra, his face went pale. He didn't smile. He didn't say hello. He looked at her as if he was seeing a ghost. Or perhaps, he was seeing her for the very first time.

Siofra stopped. She wanted to run away. She wanted to hide in a dark room where no one could find her. But there was no darkness anymore. The light of the Ledger was everywhere.

"Siofra," Malik said. His voice was a whisper.

She couldn't speak. She just looked at him.

"I saw," he said.

Siofra felt a tear run down her cheek. "I am sorry," she said.

"Do not be sorry for the truth," Malik said, but his eyes were full of a deep, complicated sadness. "I just... I did not know the world could be this loud."

Suddenly, a loud shout came from the street. Someone had started a fight. A man was screaming at a stranger about a thought from five years ago. A window smashed.

Siofra realized that the war was not going to be fought with guns at first. It was going to be fought with words and memories. The Ledger was not just a list. It was a map of every human heart, and the map was showing far too much.

She looked at Malik. "What do we do?"

Malik looked out at the growing chaos. "We try to be kind," he said. "Even when we know what they are thinking. We have to try to be kind."

But as he said it, Siofra saw a new thought pop up on the screen of a tablet nearby. It was a thought from a leader in a powerful country, a thought about a hidden weapon and a plan for power.

The truth was out. And the truth was going to start a world war.
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Chapter 2: Ripples in the Water
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The hospital was usually a place of order. It was a place where people followed rules to save lives. But on this morning, the order was melting away like ice under a hot sun. Siofra walked down the long, white hallway. Her footsteps sounded loud on the linoleum floor. Every person she passed was looking at a screen. Some were crying. Others were shouting at people who were not even in the room.

Siofra saw a nurse she knew well. Her name was Niamh. Niamh was usually the most cheerful person in the building. She always had a joke or a kind word for the patients. But now, Niamh was sitting on a plastic chair in the hallway. Her face was buried in her hands. Her shoulders were shaking.

Siofra stopped and put a hand on her shoulder. "Niamh? What is wrong?"

Niamh looked up. Her eyes were red and swollen. She held up her phone. The ledger was open. "My sister," Niamh whispered. "I just read what she really thinks of me. She thinks I am a burden. She thinks I only visit our mother to look good in front of the family. She has hated me for ten years, Siofra. Ten years of smiles and hugs, and it was all a lie."

Siofra felt a cold weight in her chest. She did not know what to say. How do you comfort someone when the truth is right there, written in digital ink? There was no way to say it was a mistake. The ledger did not make mistakes. It pulled the thoughts directly from the mind. It was the ultimate witness.

"I am so sorry," Siofra said. It felt like a small, weak thing to say.

"Everyone is looking," Niamh said. She looked around the hallway with wild eyes. "Everyone can see that I am hurt. And they can see that I am angry. I can see their thoughts too. They are looking at me and thinking how pathetic I am. They are thinking they are glad it is not them. But it is everyone, Siofra. It is everyone."

Siofra looked at the other people in the hallway. It was true. A young man was walking toward the exit. His face was twisted with rage. As he passed a doctor, Siofra saw the doctor’s thoughts appear on a large television screen in the waiting area. The hospital had been using the screen for health news, but now it was showing a live feed of the ledger for the local area.

Doctor O’Connor: I hope this patient does not ask for more medicine. I am tired of his complaining.

The patient stopped. He turned to the doctor. "I am complaining because my leg is broken, you arrogant man!" he shouted.

The doctor froze. He looked at the screen and then back at the patient. He looked ashamed, but he also looked defensive. "I am tired," the doctor said. "I have worked twenty hours. I am allowed to be tired."

"You are not allowed to hate me for being in pain!" the patient yelled.

A security guard moved in to separate them, but Siofra could see the guard’s thoughts too. I want to hit both of them. I want to go home and hide under my bed.

The peace of the hospital was breaking. It was happening everywhere.

Thousands of miles away, in the vibrant city of Mumbai, a woman named Aditi was standing in the middle of a crowded train station. Usually, the noise of the trains and the thousands of voices felt like a song to her. She loved the energy of her city. But today, the energy felt like a physical weight.

Aditi was a school teacher. She was on her way to her classroom. She looked at the people around her. Everyone was staring at their devices. The air was filled with a strange, heavy silence. People were avoiding eye contact. When someone did look up, their eyes were full of suspicion.

Aditi saw a young couple holding hands near a pillar. They were looking at a single phone between them. The girl was crying. The boy was trying to explain something, but he looked defeated. Aditi did not need to see their thoughts to know what was happening. The ledger was pulling back the curtains on every relationship in the city.

She looked at her own phone. She saw a notification from her brother.

Aditi, do not go to work. People are starting to fight in the streets. They are calling it the Great Unmasking. It is not safe.

Aditi felt a surge of protectiveness for her students. They were only children. They would be so confused. They would see the thoughts of their parents and their friends. They would see things they were not ready to understand.

She began to walk toward the exit of the station. As she moved, she saw a man standing on a bench. He was pointing at a woman in a business suit.

"She is a thief!" the man shouted. "Look at the ledger! She thought about how she took money from the company three years ago. She is a criminal!"

The woman looked terrified. She tried to push past him, but a crowd was starting to gather. They were not looking at her with curiosity. They were looking at her with judgment. They had the evidence of her mind, and they felt they had the right to be her judge.

Aditi felt a shiver of fear. The world was turning into a giant courtroom where everyone was a witness and everyone was a defendant. There were no lawyers. There was no mercy. There was only the cold, hard truth.

Back in Dublin, Siofra finally found Malik in the break room. He was sitting at a small table with a cup of black coffee. He looked exhausted. He looked as if he had aged five years in a single hour.

Siofra sat down across from him. She did not know how to act. She knew that he knew her secret. She knew that he knew she liked him. It made her feel small and exposed.

"Malik?" she said softly.

He looked up. His eyes were kind, but there was a distance in them. "The world is changing, Siofra. We cannot go back to the way things were yesterday."

"I know," she said. "I am sorry you had to see... what I thought. I did not want to push my feelings on you."

Malik shook his head. He reached across the table and touched her hand briefly. His skin was warm. "Siofra, your thoughts were the only nice things I have read all morning. You should not be sorry for having a kind heart. Most people are thinking of things much darker than a blue ribbon and the smell of lavender."

Siofra felt a small spark of hope. "Is it really that bad?"

Malik turned his phone toward her. He had a news application open. "Look at the global headlines. In the United States of America, three members of the cabinet have resigned because their private thoughts about the President were revealed. In Western Asia, two countries have moved their armies to the border because a general's thoughts about a secret invasion were leaked on the ledger. They are not just thoughts anymore. They are considered declarations of intent."

Siofra looked at the screen. The headlines were terrifying. The world was reacting to thoughts as if they were actions.

"But a thought is not an action," Siofra argued. "We all have bad thoughts sometimes. We have angry thoughts that we never act on. That is what makes us human. We choose to be good even when our minds are messy."

"The ledger does not care about the choice," Malik said. "The ledger only cares about the data. And the people... they are hungry for the truth because they have been lied to for so long. But they do not realize that the truth can be a weapon."

Just then, the door to the break room swung open. An older doctor, a man named Marcus who had a reputation for being very strict, walked in. He looked at Malik and Siofra with a look of pure disgust.

"I see you two are busy talking while the world burns," Marcus said.

Siofra looked at the screen on the wall. Marcus’s thoughts appeared.

Marcus: These young doctors are useless. They have no discipline. I wish I could fire them all and start over. I hate this hospital.

Malik stood up. He looked Marcus in the eye. "We can see what you think of us, Marcus. You do not have to pretend to be a mentor anymore."

Marcus turned red. "I do not care what you see! It is the truth! You are all soft!"

"We are not soft," Malik said calmly. "We are just human. And right now, humans need to help each other. There is a riot starting in the city square. They are bringing in the first casualties now. We need to go."

Siofra stood up too. She felt a sense of duty rise up inside her. The world was falling apart, but people were still getting hurt. The physical pain was still real, even if the emotional pain was now visible to everyone.

As they walked toward the emergency room, Siofra looked at the back of Malik’s head. She wondered what he was thinking now. She looked at her phone.

Malik: I hope I can keep Siofra safe. I do not know if I can handle this much truth.

She felt a lump in her throat. He wanted to keep her safe. In a world where every secret was gone, that one thought felt like a shield.

They reached the emergency room. The doors flew open. A group of paramedics rushed in with a stretcher. On the stretcher was a young woman. Her clothes were torn, and she was bleeding from a cut on her forehead.

"What happened?" Siofra asked, jumping into action.

"She was at a protest," the paramedic said. "Someone read her thoughts about a political party she disagreed with. They attacked her. They didn't even wait for her to speak. They just saw her mind and decided she was the enemy."

Siofra began to clean the wound. She looked at the young woman’s face. She looked so young and innocent. Siofra looked at the ledger screen on the wall. The woman's thoughts were flickering by.

I just wanted a better world for my little brother. Why are they hitting me? It hurts. Please make it stop.

Siofra felt a tear roll down her cheek. The truth was supposed to set people free. That was what the old stories said. But here, in this room, the truth was causing blood to spill.

She looked at Malik. He was working on another patient, but he looked over at her. Their eyes met. In that moment, they didn't need the ledger. They didn't need a screen to tell them what the other was feeling. They saw the shared fear and the shared determination.

Outside, the sound of sirens grew louder. The city was screaming. The world was screaming. And the ledger kept recording every single cry.

Siofra gripped the young woman's hand. "You are safe here," she whispered.

But as she said it, she wondered if anyone was truly safe anymore. If the thoughts in your head could get you killed, was there any place left to hide?
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