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    To those who still know how to sit in the silence.And to the Earth—the only home we have ever had,even when we forgot how to be its guests.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The forest is not a collection of trees; it is a giant, breathing mind. It sees the axe before it strikes. It feels the fire before it burns. And eventually, it remembers."
— Dr. Sarita Varma, The Last Botanical Records (Fictional)

      

    

A Novel by Davis Shyaka Musirikare.
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Chapter 1: Morning Without Memory
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The sun rose over Tokyo with a clarity that felt almost violent. Akari Sato sat at her small kitchen table, staring at a space that should not have been empty. She lived in a tiny apartment in the Setagaya district, a place where every square centimeter was accounted for. On the table, next to her ceramic mug of steaming green tea, there was a rectangular patch of dust. It was the exact size of a framed photograph.

Akari frowned. She remembered placing a photo there only the night before. It was a picture of her younger brother, Hiro, grinning after his first football match. She could still see his messy hair and the grass stains on his knees in her mind. But the frame was gone. It was not on the floor. It was not behind the toaster. It was simply not there.

She stood up and walked to the hallway. "Hiro?" she called out. Her voice felt thin in the morning air.

There was no answer. The door to the second bedroom was closed. Akari pushed it open, expecting to see the usual mess of a fourteen-year-old boy. She expected to see crumpled school uniforms, comic books scattered across the floor, and the heavy scent of teenage sleep.

Instead, the room was a storage closet.

Boxes of seasonal clothing sat stacked neatly against the wall. A vacuum cleaner stood in the corner. There was no bed. There was no desk. The blue curtains she had helped him hang were replaced by gray blinds that looked as though they had been there for a decade.

Akari felt a cold shiver crawl down her spine. Her heart began to beat with a heavy, rhythmic thud. This was not a joke. This was not a mistake. She ran to the living room and grabbed her mobile telephone. She scrolled through her contacts, looking for his name.

Hiro was not in her list.

She searched for "Mother." Her mother lived in Kyoto and checked on them every Sunday. Akari pressed the call button. The ringing sound was rhythmic and steady. After three rings, a woman answered.

"Hello?" her mother said. She sounded calm, perhaps a little tired.

"Mother, it is Akari. Something is wrong. Where is Hiro? Why is his room different?"

There was a long silence on the other end of the line. Akari could hear the faint sound of a television in the background.

"Akari, dear," her mother said, her voice filled with a gentle confusion. "Who is Hiro?"

Akari felt as if the floor had suddenly turned into liquid. She gripped the edge of the kitchen counter to keep from falling. "Hiro! Your son! My brother! He is fourteen years old. He was living with me for the summer school session. Mother, please stop joking."

"Akari," her mother replied, and now there was a hint of concern in her tone. "You have always been an only child. You know that. Are you feeling well? Perhaps the heat in Tokyo is too much for you today."

Akari ended the call without saying goodbye. Her hands were shaking so violently that she almost dropped the device. She sat back down at the table and stared at the dust. The world felt like a movie set where the crew had begun to take away the props while the actors were still performing.

She went to her computer. Akari was a student of digital forensics. She knew how to find things that people tried to hide. She began to type with frantic speed. She searched for her own family records. She looked into the national census data.

She found her own name. She found her parents. But there was no record of a second child. There were no birth certificates, no school enrollments, and no medical records for a Hiro Sato. It was as if he had never been born.

But she remembered him. She remembered the way he laughed. She remembered the specific smell of the laundry detergent he liked. If he had never existed, why were these memories so sharp? Why did her heart ache with the physical pain of his absence?

She looked out the window. Below her, the streets of Tokyo were beginning to fill with people. Commuters in dark suits moved toward the train stations like a river of ink. Everything looked normal. The neon signs were bright. The traffic hummed. But Akari felt a terrifying sensation that the city was a shell.

She returned to her computer and opened a private messaging board. It was a global community of coders and researchers who discussed anomalies in data. She typed a single sentence: Is anyone else losing things that used to be real?

She did not expect an answer immediately. It was early morning in Japan, which meant it was the middle of the night in Europe and evening in the Americas. But the response came within seconds.

A user named 'M_Archi' replied from Buenos Aires: It is not just things. It is people. My grandfather's journal is blank. He was a historian. Now, he says he never wrote a word in his life.

Another user, 'Z_Engine' from Nairobi, added: The bridge on Haile Selassie Avenue is gone. Not collapsed. Gone. People are walking around the long way as if the bridge never existed. They do not even look at the gap.

Akari felt a strange mixture of terror and relief. She was not going mad. Or, if she was, the entire world was going mad with her. She typed back: My brother is gone. My mother does not remember him. His room has changed into a closet. It happened overnight.

The screen flickered. For a moment, the text turned into strange, illegible symbols. It looked like a language that had not been invented yet. Then, it snapped back to English.

'M_Archi' wrote: We need to move to a secure channel. The grid is not safe. I think the data is being rewritten in real-time. If we do not document what we remember now, we will lose the memories too.

Akari looked around her apartment. She felt a sudden, urgent need to leave. If Hiro could vanish, so could she. If the world could forget a fourteen-year-old boy in the blink of an eye, what hope did she have?

She grabbed her backpack. she stuffed her laptop, a charger, and a physical notebook into it. She preferred digital tools, but if the digital world was changing, paper might be her only hope. As she reached for her keys, she noticed something else.

The dust patch on the table was smaller.

The edges of the rectangular shape were blurring. The wood grain of the table was appearing where the dust had been. The physical evidence of the photograph was being erased, not by a hand, but by reality itself.

Akari ran out of the door. She did not take the elevator. She took the stairs, her boots echoing against the concrete. She needed to be among people, yet she felt a sudden fear of them. Were they all part of this erasure? Were they accomplices, or were they victims who simply did not have the strength to notice?

As she reached the street, she saw a young woman standing by a vending machine. The woman was crying, staring at a small toy in her hand. It was a plastic dinosaur. As Akari watched, the blue color of the dinosaur began to fade. It turned gray, then translucent, and then it vanished from the woman’s palm.

The woman stopped crying. She looked at her empty hand with a confused expression. She wiped her eyes and walked away, moving toward the subway entrance with the same robotic steady pace as everyone else. She had already forgotten why she was sad.

Akari felt a surge of anger. It was a hot, bright flame that pushed back the cold fear. Someone was doing this. Something was decided that certain lives, certain objects, and certain histories were no longer necessary.

She ducked into a small internet cafe that she knew stayed open twenty-four hours a day. It was tucked away in a basement, away from the prying eyes of the street cameras. She paid for a private booth and sat down.

She logged back into the board.

"I am here," she typed. "Tell me what we do next."

The user 'Z_Engine' replied: We have found a pattern. The erasures are following the timeline of the future. It is not the past that is changing. It is the future that is reaching back and pulling the rug from under us. They are clearing the path.

"Who is 'they'?" Akari asked.

'M_Archi' responded: The Future. Not a person. Not a government. The actual timeline. It does not want us in it. We are the generation that gets deleted.

Akari stared at the words. They felt heavy, like stones. She thought of Hiro. He was young, full of potential, and kind. Why would any future not want him? Why would the world be better without his laugh?

"I will not let them," Akari whispered to the glowing screen.

She began to download the encryption tools 'Z_Engine' provided. She was a girl from Tokyo who liked old films and strawberry sweets. She was not a hero. But she was a sister, and she was a witness.

Outside, the sun continued to rise, but the shadows felt longer than they should. The city of Tokyo hummed with the sound of millions of lives, unaware that the edges of their world were fraying. Akari felt a strange sensation in her chest—a pulse of energy. It was the feeling of a hunter realizing they are being hunted.

She looked at her notebook. She wrote Hiro’s name on the first page in thick, black ink. She wrote it over and over until the page was full. She would not forget. She would make the world remember.

A message popped up on her screen. It was an invitation to a voice call. The participants were listed as Mateo from Buenos Aires, Zanele from Nairobi, and Amara from London.

Akari put on her headset. "I am Akari," she said.

"I am Mateo," a deep, soft voice replied. "I am currently watching my library disappear. We do not have much time."

"I am Zanele," a woman with a steady, rhythmic accent said. "The power grid is fluctuating. The machines are starting to forget their own functions. We have to act now."

"I am Amara," a sharp, fast-talking voice added. "I have found the source of the first erasure pulse. It is coming from a synchronized point in the North Atlantic. But it is not a physical place. It is a temporal coordinate."

Akari felt the weight of the task ahead. They were four strangers across the globe, linked by a shared tragedy and a digital thread. They were the only ones who saw the truth.

"What is the first step?" Akari asked.

"We find the others," Mateo said. "And we stop the next pulse. It is scheduled for three hours from now. If we fail, the entire city of London might simply... stop being."

Akari looked at her watch. The seconds were ticking away. Every tick felt like a heartbeat. Every tick was a moment that could be their last.

She thought of the blue dinosaur vanishing from the woman's hand. She thought of her mother's voice, empty of the memory of a son.

"I am ready," Akari said.
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Chapter 2: Ink Fades from the Map
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In Buenos Aires, the air always smelled of roasting coffee and old paper. Mateo Rossi sat in the grand hall of the National Library, surrounded by towering shelves that held the collective memory of a continent. He was a man who found comfort in the past. To Mateo, history was an anchor. It was the only thing that kept the present from drifting away into chaos.

Today, however, the anchor was dragging.

Mateo held a rare atlas from the nineteenth century. It was a heavy book, bound in cracked leather that felt like lizard skin. He had been studying the old trade routes between Argentina and Brazil for his research. But as he turned the page, he gasped.

The ink was moving.

It did not smear like wet paint. It did not fade like a photograph left in the sun. Instead, the fine, black lines of the coastline were retreating. The names of cities—Rio de Janeiro, Sao Paulo, Montevideo—were shimmering and then dissolving into the cream-colored paper. Within seconds, the page was blank. It was as if the explorers had never sailed, the surveyors had never measured, and the mapmakers had never drawn.

"No," Mateo whispered. He rubbed his eyes, but the page remained empty.

He looked at the next page. It was a map of the world. He watched in horror as the continent of Australia began to shrink. The edges of the landmass flickered, turning into a hazy gray mist before vanishing entirely. The blue ink of the ocean rushed in to fill the space where a million square miles of earth should have been.

Mateo stood up so quickly that his heavy oak chair scraped loudly against the marble floor. A librarian at a nearby desk looked up and pressed a finger to her lips.

"Excuse me," Mateo said, his voice trembling. "Look at this. The books. They are changing."

The librarian walked over, her expression one of mild annoyance. She looked down at the atlas. "What is the problem, Mister Rossi? It is a notebook. It is supposed to be blank."

Mateo stared at her. "This is the Imperial Atlas of 1845. It is one of the most important pieces in your collection."

The woman looked at the cover. The gold-embossed letters were still there: Imperial Atlas. Then she looked at the pages again. She shrugged. "It must have been a printing error from a long time ago. Or perhaps it was meant for sketches. Why are you so upset over a few empty pages?"

She walked away, her footsteps echoing with a terrifying indifference. She did not remember. She could not see the loss because the memory of the map was being pulled out of her mind at the same speed the ink was leaving the paper.

Mateo felt a surge of nausea. He reached for his laptop and joined the secure call he had started with Akari and the others. He needed to hear human voices that still knew the truth.

"It is happening here," Mateo said into his microphone. "History is being scrubbed. I am looking at a world map where entire nations are missing, and no one around me cares."

"I see it too," Amara’s voice came through the speakers. She was in London, and her voice was tight with a cold, analytical fear. "I am looking at the digital transit maps for the London Underground. Three stations on the Jubilee Line just vanished from the system. The trains are still running, but they are not stopping at those platforms. The passengers inside... they are just staring out the windows with blank looks."

"We are losing the infrastructure of our lives," Zanele added from Nairobi. "In my city, a hospital wing vanished five minutes ago. I was standing across the street. There was a flicker, like a bad lightbulb, and then there was just a parking lot. I saw a doctor walk out of the remaining building. He looked at the parking lot and checked his watch. He did not even realize a hundred beds and fifty staff members were gone."

Akari listened to her new friends. She was still in the internet cafe in Tokyo, her hands gripping the edge of the desk. "Why is this happening? Why are we the only ones who see it?"

"I have a theory," Amara said. A sound of rapid typing followed her words. "I have been analyzing the frequency of the erasures. They are not random. They are following a mathematical progression. It is like a giant computer program is deleting temporary files to make room for a massive update."

"A world is not a computer program," Mateo argued. "These are people. These are our homes."

"To the future, we might just be data," Amara replied. "Think about it. We are the generation that is supposed to build the world of tomorrow. But what if the tomorrow that is coming does not need us? What if the future has already been decided by something else, and our existence is a bug in the code?"

The concept was too large to grasp. It was like trying to visualize the edge of the universe. Akari looked at her notebook, where she had written her brother’s name a hundred times. "If we are a bug, then the future is the programmer. How do you fight time itself?"

"We find the source," Zanele said firmly. "Amara, you said the first pulse is coming from the North Atlantic. What is there?"

"Nothing," Amara said. "That is the point. On every map, it is just open water. But I am tracking a massive energy spike at those coordinates. It is a tear in the fabric of the present. Something is coming through from the other side. It is a bridge from the future, and it is anchored in our time."

"If we can reach that bridge, can we stop the deletion?" Akari asked.

"Maybe," Amara said. "But we cannot get there physically. Not yet. We need to stabilize the local zones first. Every time a pulse hits, it weakens the reality of the surrounding area. London is the target for the next big one. If the pulse hits with full force, the city will not just lose a few buildings. It will lose its place in time."

Mateo looked around the library. More books were turning blank. A student at the next table was staring at his own hands. For a second, the student’s fingers became transparent, showing the wood of the table beneath them. The student did not notice. He just continued to scroll through his phone, his eyes glazed and distant.

"The apathy is the worst part," Mateo whispered. "People are fading away, and they are doing it with a smile."

"It is a mercy," Zanele said, though her voice lacked any warmth. "The erasure takes the memory before it takes the person. They do not feel the pain because they do not know what they are losing. We are the ones who are suffering because we are resisting the change."

"Then we must keep resisting," Akari said. "Amara, what do you need us to do?"

"I need you to act as signal boosters," Amara explained. "I have written a piece of code. It is a 'Reality Anchor.' It uses the processing power of our devices to create a local loop of memory. It records everything in a one-kilometer radius and force-saves it into the cloud. If we can keep enough data points active, we might be able to create a 'hard spot' in reality that the pulse cannot erase."

"I am a historian, Amara," Mateo said. "I do not know how to run complex code."

"I have made it simple," Amara promised. "I am sending a link to your phones. You just have to open it and keep the devices powered on. But there is a catch."

"There is always a catch," Zanele muttered.

"The anchor creates a friction," Amara said. "The future will feel the resistance. The system will try to correct the error. It might send... let us call them 'Cleaners.' I do not know what they look like or what they are, but they will come to remove the source of the resistance."

"So we become targets," Akari said.

"Yes," Amara replied. "We are no longer just witnesses. We are obstacles."

Akari looked at the link on her screen. It was a simple glowing icon of a golden circle. She thought of Hiro. She thought of the way his room had been replaced by a storage closet. If she became a target, at least she was alive. At least she was something the future had to acknowledge.

She clicked the link.

Immediately, a low hum began to vibrate through the floor of the internet cafe. It was a sound she felt in her teeth. On her screen, a map of Tokyo appeared. A small golden bubble began to grow around her location. It was the anchor.

"I have started mine," Akari said.

"Me too," Mateo added. "The library feels... solid again. The ink on the page I am holding has stopped moving. It is still blank, but it is no longer fading."

"I am active in Nairobi," Zanele confirmed.

"And I am online in London," Amara said. "Wait. Something is wrong."

The line crackled with static. Akari heard a sharp, metallic sound from Amara’s end. It sounded like a heavy door being torn off its hinges.

"Amara? What is happening?" Akari shouted into her headset.

"They are here," Amara whispered. Her voice was full of a terror that chilled Akari to the bone. "They do not have faces. They are just shadows in suits. They are walking through the walls."

"Amara, run!" Mateo cried out.

"I cannot leave the laptop," Amara said. her breathing was fast and shallow. "If I move, the anchor will break. I have to stay. I have to—"

The audio cut out. A high-pitched whine filled Akari’s ears, making her wince and pull the headset off. She stared at the screen. Amara’s icon was still gold, but it was flickering.

Akari looked toward the door of the internet cafe. The basement was dim, lit only by the blue glow of the computer monitors. At the top of the stairs, a figure appeared.

It was a man in a dark, perfectly tailored suit. He had no features. Where his eyes and mouth should have been, there was only smooth, pale skin. He
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