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    Dedication 
To the children of Ukraine, Syria, Palestine,
and to every soul caught in the shadow of war
in Yemen, Sudan, Afghanistan, Myanmar, Congo,
and in forgotten corners where no cameras turn.
To the oppressed,
the exiled,
the silenced.
To those whose cities were shattered,
whose histories were rewritten,
whose names were buried beneath rubble and politics.
This story is not enough.
No story ever is.
But it is a flame small, stubborn carried in your name.
May you be seen.
May you be free.
May your story live.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "We are not born to follow. We are born to remember. And in remembering, we resist."— The Ash Creed
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Preface
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This book was not written to glorify war.

It was written to understand what war leaves behind.

In the ashes of every fallen city, in the silence after every drone strike, in the hearts of the mothers who bury their children and the children who grow up with no name for peace there is a truth too rarely spoken:

War does not end when the guns fall silent.

It ends when the memory of war is faced, owned, and transcended.

The Ash Sons: Mars Uprising began as a question:

What happens when a forgotten child refuses to be erased?

What if his name, his scars, his voice became a storm that even history could not silence?

Tariq is not a hero. He is not a symbol of vengeance. He is not a messiah.

He is what many children have already become in our world today: a survivor who had to carry the burden of an adult world’s failure. A rebel forged in loss.

He rises not for glory, but because silence is a wound that never heals.

And when the world forgets the oppressed, the oppressed must teach the world how to remember.

This is a story of rebellion but not just against guns and governments.

It is a rebellion against forgetting.

Against the erasure of culture, of family, of language, of soul.

It is about choosing to carry truth when truth is dangerous, choosing peace when peace costs everything, and choosing not to become what you once fought against.

Mars in this story is not science fiction it is a mirror.

A canvas.

A possibility.

And Earth our Earth is not a faraway backdrop.

It is every city that has cracked under dictatorship, every border scarred by occupation, every village where children count airstrikes instead of stars.

I dedicate this story not just to victims of specific conflicts, but to all who have been forgotten while alive, and all who have dared to remember them.

Let this book be what it was meant to be:

Not a record. Not a prophecy.

But a reminder.

That peace, real peace, is not given by treaties.

It is built by hands that once bled.

- Nabil I Azam
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Authors Note
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The Ash Sons: Mars Uprising was never meant to be just a story about the future. It was written for the present for the silences we ignore, the names we forget, and the pain we too often normalize.

This book was born from watching a world that bleeds in patterns. From hearing headlines that echo through Syria, Ukraine, Palestine, Sudan, Myanmar, and too many other places where power crushes the powerless and peace is postponed until profitable.

I wanted to ask:

What if one forgotten child refused to disappear?

What if survival became memory, and memory became revolution?

Tariq is fictional. But everything he carries the weight of loss, the hunger for justice, the fear of becoming what you fight is breathtakingly real. He stands for every young person who never chose war, but inherited its consequences. He represents the orphans of systems, the children of ashes.

This book is not about the glory of rebellion.

It’s about what must be sacrificed to end the cycle.

It’s about voices raw, imperfect, and human that dare to speak even when no one is listening.

To those who read this and feel seen: this was always for you.

To those who read this and feel challenged: listen closer.

And to those who walk in silence through a world that often forgets, I say we remember.

Thank you for carrying this story.

- Nabil I Azam
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Prologue – Dust and Silence
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Year 2048 to 2084 – The Long Partition

Before Mars burned, before names were erased and ideologies buried, there was only survival. In the late 21st century, Earth convulsed under the weight of its own excess. Oceans rose, arable land dwindled, and entire regions collapsed into political chaos. The Global Stability Accord had bought time—but not unity. EarthGov, a unified government formed by multiple powerful nations, rose as a centralizing force—a bureaucratic leviathan designed to preserve technological civilization at all costs. To ensure Earth’s survival, Mars exploration began. Mars was never meant to be a haven. It was a solution to the growing population and resource crisis—an answer through interplanetary migration.

In 2048, as Earth reeled under cascading climate collapse and resource wars, EarthGov launched the Martian Expansion Initiative. It was sold as a planetary backup, a sanctuary for continuity. Terra-forming plans were drafted. Nuclear detonation arrays were designed to melt ice caps and release carbon. Mining vessels were dispatched to the asteroid belt. Mars would be made liveable—through force. But Earth was bleeding. And so, the Initiative stalled.

By 2053, widespread unrest broke out on Earth. Mega cities from Jakarta to Lagos fell into water riots. Coastal nations demanded technological reparations from the old powers. EarthGov declared a state of planetary emergency. All Martian development resources were redirected to maintain Earth’s atmospheric stabilization grids.

The colonies—still in their nascent stages—were deemed non-essential. In 2055, a mass recall directive was issued. Scientists, engineers, agricultural teams—every surviving personnel—were extracted. The domes were sealed and decommissioned. Early Martian settlements, including one called Eden, were left in silence, their skeletons buried under red dust. Mars became a ghost of Earth’s failed ambition.

The withdrawal was not clean. Entire families were fractured. Some of the first-generation colonists resisted, begging to stay with what they had built. A few transports went missing. One atmospheric technician—Dr. Elias Han—famously refused extraction, recording a final transmission: 

“I came to build a world, not to run from a broken one.”

His message was scrubbed from official channels but survived in fragments, passed between rebel hands like scripture. It remains unknown if he survived. Mars was left—abandoned. Meanwhile, rebellion simmered across Earth.

In 2056, the first major uprisings broke out in EarthGov’s Eurasian Sector. Entire grids disconnected. Rebel factions hijacked broadcast networks and exposed classified EarthGov projects—including the planned abandonment of Mars. It was seen as betrayal—not only by those who had served, but by those still suffering below.

Among these rebel enclaves, in forgotten zones beneath fractured cities, the first tenets of the Creed were spoken. A belief rooted not in conquest, but in remembrance. That a society built on amnesia was doomed to repeat its sins.

In Earth’s broken spine—a whisper that memory was resistance.

In the shadows of ruined libraries and gutted data vaults, thinkers and exiles preserved memory in ink, oral tradition, and subdermal code. Among them was a poet known only as Rael, who wrote: 

“We do not burn for warmth. We burn to remember.”

The Ash Creed was not founded in speeches or military doctrine. It was formed in silence—in the refusal to forget. No headquarters. No leader. Just fragments of defiance, linked by faith in memory. To silence dissent, EarthGov initiated the Quiet Protocols—neuro-conditioning, information suppression, and data redaction. The rebellion was not crushed. It was made invisible.

Entire neighbourhoods were reprogrammed. Families woke without names for the disappeared. History was re-authored in real time. Schools taught a single timeline—one where resistance never happened. Those who resisted were exiled into forgotten lands, divided into Sectors and closely monitored.

Years later, as Earth’s crises deepened and technological order slipped, Mars was re-evaluated. In 2070, EarthGov authorized a renewed colonization effort—this time under tighter control, with biometric compliance and full automation support. New settlers were chosen not for expertise—but for obedience. This second wave was not composed of pioneers—but labour.

The Ash Creed was born in the crucibles of riot, suppression, and exile—not as an institution, but as a quiet defiance, waiting to ignite. By 2081, those who carried the Creed brought it with them—not through inheritance, but through conviction. Forged from the remnants of Earth’s lost rebellion and shaped by years of ideological exile, they sought neither revenge nor power. They sought memory. Justice. And the unmaking of the system that consumed its own architects. And from that resistance, one man would become their myth. Another would become their silence. And Mars—broken, beautiful—Mars would be the cost of their reckoning. This is the story of Red Face—of a name, a symbol, and the fire that even silence could not contain.
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Chapter 1– The Last Night
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Eastern Outskirts, Riyadh Wastes - Year 2090 - Containment Period 

A broken grid of pre-collapse refugee zones repurposed for resistance containment. The wind shrieked through the canvas walls of the tent like a beast being flayed alive. It wasn’t the kind of wind that came and went. It howled with intent, like it wanted in. It clawed through the seams, dragging red dust in violent gusts that coated everything—skin, cloth, memory. The lamp near the cot flickered sideways, its flame gasping under pressure, casting shadows that leapt like ghosts across torn blankets, crumpled pots, and a half-rotted crate that once stored ration cards.

The air stank. Not of death, exactly, but of everything that carried it: sweat baked into fabric, burnt rice from a cracked pot days old, dried blood in the folds of a curtain, and the metallic tang of oxidized iron. The tent had no windows. Only seams that screamed in the wind. The stench belonged not just to this tent but to Sector 14 itself—The scent of a place long past forgiveness. Outside, gunfire echoed across the camps. Quick. Three shots. Then nothing. That pause. That horrible pause. It always came before the screaming. Not long, just enough to remind anyone listening that a life had once been there. That someone had a name.

Tariq sat beside a rusted cot, unmoving. Twelve years old, though time in Sector 14 didn’t measure in years it measured in losses. His elbows dug into his knees, his chin forward, dark eyes fixed on the figure gasping on the cot. His mother, Yara. Her body no longer resembled the woman who once stood atop milk crates outside the food depot, rallying dozens of other mothers with fists in the air. Her features once wild with determination were hollowed into brittle lines. Starvation had sharpened her into something angular.

Her cheekbones looked like they had cut through her own skin. Her hair, once black and thick, lay limp and knotted with streaks of red dust. She was still breathing, but only just.

The breath came shallow, wet and cracking. Like something fragile being stepped on. Three days ago, they had dragged her through the street. Not even the armoured guards looked her in the eye. They beat her with pulse rods in front of a wall of terrified civilians. Said she had distributed illegal propaganda one piece of folded paper with the word REMEMBER inked in twelve different languages.

Since then, her voice had shrunk. Her body more so. Now only her eyes remained. Tariq hadn’t cried. Not when the guards kicked her ribs in. Not when the old doctor said she wouldn’t last the week. Not when she stopped whispering his name. He sat still because if he moved, he might fall apart. It wasn’t numbness. It was too much. Too much grief. Too much memory. And nowhere left to put it.

“Do you think he’ll ever come back, Mama?”

Tariq’s voice was quiet as
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