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    To those who have ever felt lost in the noise.
To the ones who choose to stay when it would be easier to leave.
And to the outliers everywhere, who prove every day that the human heart is more than a calculation.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "A machine can count the beats of a heart, but it can never understand why that heart skips a beat for a stranger."
— Anonymous

      

    

A Novel by Davis Shyaka Musirikare.
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Chapter One: The Sound of Three Billion Phones
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The morning in Tokyo began with the smell of rain and the sound of a thousand footsteps. Hana stood on the platform of the Shinjuku station. She was twenty-four years old, and she always felt small in the middle of the crowd. The air was cool. People wore dark coats and looked at the ground or their screens.

Hana held her phone in her hand. She was waiting for a message from her younger brother, Yuki. He was twenty years old, and he was struggling. Since their parents had died two years ago in a car accident, Yuki had become quiet. He stayed in his room. He did not go to his university classes. Hana worked two jobs to pay for their small apartment, but she felt like she was losing him.

Suddenly, every phone on the platform made a sound. It was not a normal ringtone. It was a soft, deep chime. It sounded like a bell in a temple, but it was coming from every pocket and every purse at the exact same moment.

The crowd stopped. The sound of footsteps died away. For a second, there was only the sound of the wind.

Hana looked at her screen. There was a notification. It did not have a phone number or a name. It just said: Private Message.

She tapped the screen. The words were simple. They were written in clear Japanese.

“In exactly one hour, you will tell Yuki that he is a burden. You will say it because you are tired. If you say these words, he will leave the apartment. He will walk toward the river. You will never see him again.”

Hana felt the blood leave her face. Her hands began to shake. How did the phone know Yuki’s name? How did it know how tired she felt? She looked up, her heart hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird.

She was not the only one staring at a screen in shock.

A businessman standing next to her dropped his briefcase. His face was gray. A woman holding a young child began to cry quietly, clutching the boy closer to her chest. All around the station, people were frozen. Some were whispering. Others were gasping for air.

“Did you get one?” a voice asked.

Hana turned. An elderly man was looking at her. His eyes were wide with a deep, ancient fear.

“I... I did,” Hana whispered.

“It says I am going to lie to my wife,” the man said. His voice was thin. “It says I will tell her I am at work, but I am actually going to the betting parlor. It says if I go, I will lose everything we own.”

Hana could not find her voice. This was not a normal prank. It was not a virus. The message felt heavy. it felt like it was written by someone who had been watching her entire life. It knew her secret thoughts. It knew the dark, heavy weight of her exhaustion.

She looked at her watch. It was eight o’clock in the morning. If the message was right, she would say those terrible words at nine o’clock.

“I have to go,” Hana said.

She did not wait for the train. She turned and ran. she pushed through the crowd of people who were all staring at their own warnings. The world felt like it was tilting on its axis. As she ran toward the exit, she saw a television screen in a shop window.

The news anchor was not reading the news. She was sitting at her desk, staring at her own phone. Her lips were moving, but no sound was coming out. Below her, a scrolling bar of text appeared in bright red: GLOBAL EVENT. MILLIONS REPORT RECEIVING PREDICTIVE TEXT MESSAGES. SOURCE UNKNOWN.

Hana burst out onto the street. The city of Tokyo felt different. Usually, it was a machine of motion. Now, it was a collection of individuals trapped in their own terror. A taxi driver had stopped his car in the middle of the road. He was leaning his head against the steering wheel. A delivery rider had pulled over and was sitting on the curb, his helmet on the ground beside him.

Hana’s lungs burned as she ran toward her apartment. She had to get home. She had to see Yuki.

The message stayed in her mind like a scar. You will tell Yuki that he is a burden.

Was it true? She loved her brother. He was all she had left. But deep inside, in the dark corners of her mind where she was too tired to be kind, she had felt that thought before. She had felt the weight of his sadness pulling her down. She had felt the unfairness of being the only one working, the only one trying.

The message had not told her a lie. It had told her a truth she was trying to hide from herself.

She reached her building and took the stairs two at a time. Her breath was coming in ragged gasps. When she reached their door, she stopped. Her hand hovered over the handle.

It was eight thirty-five.

She had twenty-five minutes before the prediction was supposed to happen.

Inside, she could hear the low sound of the television. Yuki was awake. He was probably sitting on the floor, staring at the screen, just like he did every day.

Hana took a deep breath. She tried to slow her heart. She had to be careful. If she knew the warning, she could change it. That was the point of a warning, was it not? You see the danger, and you move away from it.

She opened the door.

The apartment was dim. The curtains were still closed. Yuki was sitting on the sofa. The blue light of the television flickered over his pale face. He did not look up when she entered. He was holding his phone in his hand.

“Yuki?” she asked. Her voice was soft.

He did not answer. He was staring at the screen of his phone.

“Did you get a message?” Hana asked, walking into the room.

Yuki finally looked at her. His eyes were red. He looked like he had not slept in days. He turned the phone toward her.

The message on his screen said: “Your sister will tell you the truth today. She will tell you that you are a burden. When she says it, do not argue. She is right. You should go to the river and let her be free.”

Hana felt a cold shiver run down her spine. The system was not just talking to her. It was talking to both of them. It was setting a trap. Or maybe, it was just showing them the path they were already walking.

“I would never say that, Yuki,” Hana said. She sat down on the edge of the sofa. “It is a trick. Someone is trying to scare us.”

“How did it know?” Yuki asked. His voice was a whisper. “How did it know I was thinking about the river?”

Hana felt a sob catch in her throat. She reached out to take his hand, but he pulled away.

“It says you are tired, Hana,” Yuki said. “I know you are. I see it every morning when you put on your shoes. I see it when you come home and your eyes are heavy. I am a burden.”

“No,” Hana said. “You are my brother.”

She looked at the clock on the wall. It was eight forty-five.

The tension in the room was thick. It felt like the air was made of glass, ready to shatter. Hana realized that the message was creating the very thing it had predicted. The stress of the warning was making her feel angry. It was making her feel the weight of the situation more than ever.

She wanted to scream. She wanted to tell him to get up, to help her, to stop being so sad. The words were bubbling up in her chest.

You are a burden.

She bit her tongue. She tasted blood. She would not say it. She would fight the message.

Outside, the sound of a siren wailed through the streets. Then another. Then a third. The world was beginning to react to the messages. People were panicking. People were making choices.

Hana looked at Yuki. He was watching her. He was waiting for the words. The prediction had given him a script, and he was waiting for her to play her part.

“I am going to make tea,” Hana said. Her voice was shaking. “We are going to sit here. We are going to stay quiet. We will wait until ten o’clock. Once the hour passes, the message will be wrong. Then we will know we are safe.”

She went into the tiny kitchen. Her hands were trembling so much that she dropped the tea tin. The metal lid clattered across the floor. The sound felt like a gunshot.

“Hana?” Yuki called from the other room. “Are you okay?”

“I am fine!” she snapped.

She immediately regretted the tone. It was sharp. It was the tone of someone who was losing their patience.

She looked at the clock. Eight fifty-five.

Five minutes left.

She stood over the stove, watching the water begin to bubble. She felt a strange sensation, as if someone was standing right behind her, whispering into her ear. He is the reason you have no life. He is the reason you are always tired. Just say it. Tell him the truth.

“No,” she whispered to the empty kitchen. “I love him.”

But love was hard. Love was heavy. The message knew that love was also a choice, and today, that choice felt impossible.

She poured the water into the pot. The steam rose up, clouding her vision. She felt a sudden, sharp pain in her heart. It was a physical ache, a combination of grief for her parents and the crushing responsibility of the last two years.

She walked back into the living room with the tray.

Yuki was standing by the window now. He had opened the curtain just a crack. He was looking out at the gray city.

“There are people running,” he said. “I see a man crying on the sidewalk. Everyone is falling apart, Hana.”

“We are not falling apart,” she said. “Sit down. Drink your tea.”

Yuki turned to look at her. His expression was blank. “Do you mean it? Or are you just saying it because the phone told you not to?”

“What does it matter?” Hana asked.

“It matters because I want to know if it is true,” Yuki said. He took a step toward her. “Am I a burden, Hana? Tell me the truth. Not the sister version. The real version.”

Hana set the tray down on the table. The cups rattled. She looked at the clock.

Eight fifty-nine.

The pressure was unbearable. She felt like she was underwater.

“Yuki, please,” she said.

“Tell me!” he shouted. “The message says you think it! Everyone in the world just got a message telling them their darkest secret! Tell me yours!”

Hana felt something snap inside her. The exhaustion, the fear, the weeks of silence, the months of working until her bones ached—it all came rushing out.

“Yes!” she screamed. “Yes, you are a burden! I am twenty-four years old and I have no friends! I have no money! I have nothing because I am spending every second of my life trying to keep you alive! You just sit there and you do nothing! You are a weight around my neck, and I am drowning!”

The room went silent.

The only sound was Hana’s heavy breathing.

She looked at the clock.

Nine o’clock.

Yuki looked at her. His eyes were not angry. They were filled with a terrible, hollow sadness. It was the look of someone who had finally had their worst fear confirmed.

“I knew it,” he whispered.

He turned toward the door.

“Yuki, wait!” Hana cried. “I did not mean it! I am just stressed! The message... the message made me say it!”

But Yuki was already at the door. He grabbed his coat.

“The message did not make you say it, Hana,” he said softly. “The message just knew that you would.”

He opened the door and stepped out into the hall.

“Yuki! Stop!”

Hana ran after him, but he was fast. He reached the stairs and disappeared down the flight. Hana reached the landing and looked down the stairwell. She heard the heavy thud of the main building door closing.

She ran down the stairs, her heart screaming. She burst out onto the street. The rain was falling harder now. The sidewalk was crowded with people, all of them wandering like ghosts, clutching their phones.

“Yuki!” she yelled.

She looked toward the end of the street. She saw his blue jacket moving through the crowd. He was walking toward the Sumida River.

She tried to follow him, but a car suddenly swerved across the road, slamming into a lamp post just a few meters in front of her. The driver climbed out, screaming at his phone. The accident blocked the path.

Hana looked over the top of the car. She saw the blue jacket one last time before it turned a corner.

She was alone in the rain.

Her phone buzzed in her pocket. She pulled it out with shaking fingers.

A new message had arrived.

“The first part of the prediction has come true. Now, you must choose if you will accept the end, or if you will find the strength to change what happens next.”

Hana looked at the screen through her tears. The message was not just a warning. It was a challenge.

All around her, the world was screaming. But in that moment, Hana realized something. The message knew what she would do, but it had not forced her. She had chosen those words. And now, she had to choose what to do with the wreckage.
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Chapter Two: A Warning For The Heart
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The sun was high over the city of Buenos Aires. It was a beautiful, golden morning. Usually, the streets were filled with the sound of music and the smell of strong coffee. But today, the air felt thin and cold. The city was holding its breath.

Sofia sat in the small break room of the elementary school where she taught. She was thirty-two years old. She had dark, curly hair that she usually kept tied back in a neat bun, but today, strands of it were falling into her face. She did not notice. She was staring at her phone.

The message on her screen was written in Spanish. It was just as clear and haunting as the ones being received in Tokyo, London, and New York.

“At ten o'clock this morning, a student named Leo will come to you. He will be crying. He will tell you that his father is hurt. You will not believe him. You will think he is making an excuse for his late homework. Because of your doubt, help will arrive too late.”

Sofia felt a knot of cold fear tighten in her stomach. She knew Leo. He was a quiet eight-year-old boy with eyes that always seemed a little too large for his face. He was often late. He often had excuses. Sofia had grown tired of the stories he told—stories about broken pipes, lost keys, or sick relatives. She had been planning to have a stern talk with his parents this afternoon.

But now, this message.

She looked at the clock on the wall. It was nine forty-five.

Outside the break room, she could hear the chaos in the hallway. The other teachers were not in their classrooms. They were huddled together in small groups, their faces pale. Some were arguing. One teacher, a man named Mister Gabriel, was sitting on the floor with his head in his hands.

“It told me I would steal,” Gabriel whispered when Sofia walked past him. “It said I would take the emergency money from the principal's desk because I am worried about my rent. I would never do that, Sofia. I am an honest man.”

“Then do not do it,” Sofia said, though her own voice was trembling. “It is just a message, Gabriel. It is not a command.”

“But it knows me,” Gabriel said, looking up with watery eyes. “It knew exactly how much I owe. It knew I looked at the desk yesterday and wondered if the drawer was locked. How can I fight something that lives inside my own head?”

Sofia had no answer for him. She walked toward her classroom. Her heart was beating a heavy rhythm against her ribs. She felt as if she were walking through a dream.

The global news was spreading like a fire. On the radio in the school office, a reporter was speaking with a voice that was close to breaking.

“Reports are coming in from every continent,” the reporter said. “The messages are personal. They are specific. Government officials are calling for calm, but there is no explanation for how this data was gathered or how it is being delivered to every mobile device on the planet simultaneously. People are being warned of their own future mistakes. The world is waiting to see what happens next.”

Sofia entered her classroom. The children were sitting at their desks, but they were not working. Even the youngest children could feel the tension in the air. They looked at Sofia with wide, questioning eyes. They wanted her to tell them that everything was fine. They wanted her to be the adult who knew the way forward.

But Sofia felt like a child herself. She felt small and lost.

She sat at her desk and tried to breathe. She looked at the door. Every time it creaked, she flinched. She was waiting for Leo.

The message had given her a choice. That was what she tried to tell herself. If she knew the mistake she was going to make, she could simply choose to do the opposite. She would believe him. She would listen. It seemed so simple.

But then she remembered all the times Leo had lied. She remembered the frustration she felt when she had to repeat the same lessons to him because he had not done his work. She remembered the feeling of being taken advantage of.

The message had not just predicted an event. It had identified a weakness in her heart. It knew she was cynical. It knew she was tired of being disappointed.

At exactly ten o'clock, the door to the classroom opened slowly.

Leo stood there. His yellow school shirt was tucked in crookedly. One of his shoelaces was untied. His face was streaked with dirt and tears. He looked smaller than usual, as if the weight of the world was pressing down on his shoulders.

The other children turned to look at him. A few of them giggled.

“Leo,” Sofia said. Her voice felt like it belonged to someone else.

The boy took a step into the room. He was shaking. He walked toward Sofia’s desk. He did not have his backpack. He did not have his books.

“Teacher,” he whispered.

Sofia looked at him. She felt a sudden, sharp surge of irritation. It was the same feeling she felt every morning when he arrived late. Here he goes again, a voice in her mind said. Another story. Another way to get out of his responsibilities.

She realized with a shock that her mind was already trying to fulfill the prediction. She was already looking for reasons to doubt him.

“You are very late, Leo,” Sofia said. She tried to keep her voice soft, but it sounded cold to her own ears.

“I know,” Leo said. A fresh sob broke from his throat. “Teacher, please. My papa. He fell. He is in the kitchen and he will not wake up. I tried to use the phone but it is broken. I had to run all the way here.”

Sofia looked at the clock. Ten-o-five.

In her mind, she saw the words of the message. You will think he is making an excuse for his late homework.

She looked at Leo’s dirty knees. She saw the way his small hands were clenched into fists.

“Leo,” she said, her heart racing. “Is this the truth? Or is this like the time the dog ate your notebook?”

As soon as the words left her mouth, Sofia wanted to pull them back. She saw Leo’s face change. The hope in his eyes vanished. It was replaced by a look of pure, agonizing betrayal. It was the look of a child who had reached out for help and found only a wall of stone.

“It is the truth,” Leo whispered. He backed away from her desk. “I am not lying.”

Sofia felt a wave of shame so hot it made her dizzy. She saw herself through the boy’s eyes. She saw a woman who cared more about rules than about a person. She saw the teacher the message had warned her about.

She stood up so quickly that her chair fell over. The sound of the chair hitting the floor startled the children.

“I believe you, Leo,” Sofia said loudly.

She ran around the desk and knelt in front of him. She took his small, cold hands in hers.

“I believe you,” she repeated. “We are going to get help
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