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    To the ones who have been treated as numbers,and to those who had the courage to look again until they saw the person.
To the fathers who trade their breath for time,and to the children who never stop searching for the truth.
This story is for you.


    



  	
        
            
             
"The world is built on the silence of the many,but it is changed by the voice of the one."
— Anonymous
 
"A name is not a label on a file.It is the start of a story that the universe refuses to forget."
— Simon Vance

      

    

A Novel by Davis Shyaka Musirikare.
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Chapter One: The Weight of Zeroes
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Simon Vance sat in the quiet glow of his office. The air smelled of old paper and the faint scent of ozone from the computers. Outside the window, the city lights of Zurich shimmered like scattered diamonds. It was late, past ten o'clock at night, but Simon did not mind. He liked the silence. In the silence, the numbers spoke to him.

Simon was twenty-six years old. He worked for a private wealth management firm that handled the money of the richest people in the world. He was good at his job because he saw patterns where others saw chaos. To Simon, a bank statement was not just a list of transactions. It was a map of a person's life. He could see their travels, their habits, and their secrets.

Tonight, he was working on an old server. The firm was moving their records to a new system. Simon was responsible for making sure everything was cataloged correctly. He clicked through folder after folder of digital documents. Most were boring. They were records of taxes paid, yachts bought, and paintings insured.

Then, he found a file that had no name. It was labeled only with a string of numbers.

Simon clicked it. He expected to see a list of stocks or perhaps a real estate portfolio. Instead, a spreadsheet opened that looked different from any he had seen before. There were names of people he recognized. He saw a famous politician from France. He saw a billionaire who owned several shipping companies. He saw a high-ranking official from an international security agency.

Next to their names were large sums of money. But the money was not going into their accounts. It was going out. The payments were listed as "Logistics" or "Special Operations."

Simon frowned. He adjusted his glasses and leaned closer to the screen. He looked at the dates. The payments happened every month, like clockwork. He followed the trail of the money. It led to a series of offshore accounts in small islands he could barely find on a map.

"That is strange," Simon whispered to himself.

He dug deeper. He opened a sub-folder inside the file. This one contained a list of locations. There were warehouses in Thailand, private villas in Italy, and remote airstrips in Africa. Beside each location was a number. Not a dollar amount, but a simple count.

Seven units.
Twelve units.
Four units.
Simon felt a chill crawl down his spine. He did not know what "units" meant, but the way the word was used felt cold. It felt wrong. He looked back at the names of the powerful people. These were men and women who appeared on the news. They spoke about human rights and peace. Why were they sending millions of dollars to secret warehouses?

He reached for his mug of tea, but it was cold. His hand trembled slightly. He knew he should close the file. He should pretend he never saw it. His mentor, a man named Mister Henderson, always said that a good analyst sees everything but says nothing. Silence was the currency of their profession.

But Simon could not stop looking. He found a third tab in the spreadsheet. This one was titled "Project Horizon." It contained a list of private security contractors. These were private armies, groups of men who were paid to go where regular soldiers could not.

Suddenly, the screen flickered.

Simon blinked. He thought it was just a power surge. But then, he noticed something impossible. The first name on the list, the politician from France, began to fade. The letters turned gray, then white, and then they were gone. The row below it moved up to fill the empty space.

Simon stared at the screen. He did not move. He did not breathe. A few seconds later, the second name vanished. It was the billionaire with the shipping companies.

Someone was inside the file with him. Someone was deleting the evidence in real time.

Simon felt a surge of panic. His heart hammered against his ribs like a trapped bird. He realized that if the file was being erased, it meant that his presence had been detected. The system knew he was watching.

He grabbed a flash drive from his desk drawer. With shaking fingers, he plugged it into the computer. He tried to copy the file. A progress bar appeared on the screen.

Copying... five percent... ten percent...

He watched the list. More names were disappearing. Twenty percent. The warehouses in Thailand were gone. Thirty percent. The airstrips in Africa vanished.

"Come on," Simon breathed. "Please, just hurry."

The office door at the end of the hall clicked. Simon froze. He heard the heavy thud of footsteps on the carpet. It was not the light step of the night janitor. These footsteps were deliberate and heavy.

Simon looked at the monitor. Sixty percent.

The footsteps were getting closer. He could hear the faint jingle of keys. He looked around his small cubicle. There was nowhere to hide. He looked at the flash drive. Eighty percent.

He reached out and turned off the monitor. The room went dark, except for the tiny, blinking blue light on the flash drive. He held his breath. He could hear his own heartbeat in his ears.

The footsteps stopped right outside his cubicle. Simon shrunk back into his chair, trying to become as small as possible. He could see a shadow stretching across the floor. It was a tall man in a long coat. The man stood there for a long moment, as if listening.

Simon’s lungs burned. He needed to exhale, but he was terrified of making a sound.

The man finally moved. He walked past Simon’s cubicle and toward the main server room at the back of the office.

Simon waited until he heard the server room door open. He turned the monitor back on just long enough to see the word: Complete.

He pulled the flash drive out. He did not wait to log off. He grabbed his coat and his bag. He moved as quietly as a cat, creeping toward the exit. He did not take the elevator. He knew the elevator would make a loud chime when it arrived. Instead, he slipped into the stairwell.

He ran down twelve flights of stairs. His legs felt like lead, and his breath came in ragged gasps. When he reached the ground floor, he did not go out the front door. He used the service exit that led to a narrow alleyway.

The cool night air hit his face. He leaned against the brick wall, trying to calm himself. He was just a financial analyst. He spent his days looking at spreadsheets and his evenings reading history books. He was not a hero. He was not a spy.

But he had the list. Or at least, he had what was left of it.

He walked quickly toward the train station. He kept his head down, pulling his collar up against the wind. He felt as if every person he passed was watching him. Every car that drove by felt like a threat.

He reached the station and bought a ticket to a small town outside the city where he lived. He sat on the bench, clutching his bag to his chest. He reached inside and felt the small, plastic shape of the flash drive. It felt heavy, as if the weight of all those names was physically pressing down on him.

He thought about the "units." He thought about the secret airstrips. He realized that he had stumbled upon something far greater than financial fraud. This was a network of human suffering, funded by the people the world trusted most.

He looked at his phone. He wanted to call his mother. He wanted to hear her voice and feel safe. But he realized that calling her might put her in danger. If they were watching him, they would be watching her too.

The train arrived. Simon climbed aboard and found a seat in the back of a nearly empty car. He stared at his reflection in the dark window. He looked tired. He looked scared.

As the train pulled out of the station, Simon realized his life had changed forever. He could not go back to his office. He could not go back to his quiet apartment. He was now a witness to a crime that spanned the globe.

He took out his phone and looked at the news. The top headline was about the politician he had seen on the list. The man was giving a speech about protecting the innocent. Simon felt a wave of nausea.

He had to report this. He had to tell someone. But who could he trust when the very people who ran the government were the ones on the list?

Suddenly, his phone buzzed. It was a message from an unknown number.

Simon’s heart skipped a beat. He opened the message.

It was a single sentence: We see you, Simon.

The blood drained from Simon's face. He looked around the train car. There were only three other people. An old woman sleeping, a young man with headphones, and a woman in a gray suit reading a book. None of them were looking at him.

He looked back at the phone. The message disappeared. It deleted itself right before his eyes.

Simon realized then that the list was not just a file. It was a death warrant. And the names were not the only things being erased.

He clutched the flash drive tighter. He had to find a way to make the names stay. He had to tell the story that no one was supposed to know.
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Chapter Two: Ink on the Wall
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Simon stood outside his apartment building, his heart still racing. The street was quiet, lined with trees that cast long, skeletal shadows under the orange glow of the streetlamps. He lived in a modest neighborhood, a place where people kept to themselves and the loudest noise was the occasional bicycle bell. Usually, this silence was a comfort. Tonight, it felt like a trap.

He looked up at his third-floor window. It was dark, just as he had left it. He waited for five minutes, tucked into the shadows of a stone archway across the street. He watched for movement, for a curtain to twitch, or for a car with tinted windows to linger too long. Nothing happened.

He crossed the street and climbed the stairs. Every creak of the wooden steps sounded like a gunshot in the stillness. When he reached his door, he paused. He had placed a tiny, almost invisible piece of clear tape near the bottom of the frame before he left for work that morning. It was a habit he had picked up from a spy novel years ago, something he did more for fun than out of real fear.

The tape was gone.

Simon’s breath hitched. He didn't enter. He stood in the hallway, his hand hovering over the doorknob. His mind raced through possibilities. Maybe the heat from the radiator had caused the adhesive to fail? Maybe the cleaning lady had come? But she only came on Tuesdays, and today was Thursday.

He leaned his ear against the wood. He heard nothing but the hum of the refrigerator.

He knew he should turn around and run. But his passport was inside. His birth certificate was there. All the physical proofs of his existence were sitting in a small metal box under his bed. If he left now without them, he would truly be a ghost.

He reached into his pocket and gripped a heavy brass letter opener he always carried in his bag. It wasn't a knife, but it was something. He turned the key slowly. The lock clicked. He pushed the door open an inch.

The smell hit him first. It was the scent of expensive tobacco and something metallic, like copper.

He pushed the door wider. The moonlight filtered through the blinds, casting stripes across the floor. His apartment had been turned upside down. Books were pulled from the shelves. His sofa cushions were sliced open, the white stuffing spilling out like snow. His small desk had been smashed.

But it was the wall that made him stop breathing.

Above his bed, someone had used a thick black marker to write a single word in jagged, angry letters:

FORGET.

The ink was still fresh enough to shine in the light. Simon felt a wave of coldness wash over him. This wasn't just a search; it was a warning. They hadn't found what they were looking for because Simon had it in his pocket. But they wanted him to know that his private sanctuary was no longer private.

He stumbled back, hitting the doorframe. He realized he couldn't stay. Not even for a minute.

He scrambled to the corner of the room and reached under the bed. The metal box was gone. They had taken his identity. He felt a sudden, sharp sense of loss. Everything he had worked for—his degree, his citizenship papers, the photos of his parents who had died when he was a teenager—was in their hands.

"I have to go," he whispered to the empty room.

He grabbed a spare backpack from the closet that they had missed. He stuffed a change of clothes and his laptop charger inside. His hands were shaking so hard he dropped his keys twice. He felt like he was watched, as if eyes were peering out from the shadows of his own home.

He hurried to the kitchen and grabbed a bottle of water. As he turned to leave, he saw a small, crumpled piece of paper on the floor near the trash can. It wasn't his. He picked it up and smoothed it out.

It was a receipt from a local café called The Blue Crane. On the back, someone had scribbled a name and a phone number.

Marta Rossi. 555-0192.

Simon stared at the name. He recognized it. Marta had been an accountant at a shipping firm he had audited a year ago. She was a nervous woman, always biting her nails and looking over her shoulder. During the audit, she had tried to tell him something about "missing containers," but Simon had been too focused on the spreadsheets to listen. He had dismissed her as being stressed.

Why was her name in his apartment? Did the intruders leave it, or had it fallen out of a file they were carrying? Or perhaps, had Marta been looking for him?

A heavy thud sounded from the floor above. Simon didn't wait to find out what it was. He bolted out of the apartment, leaving the door wide open. He didn't use the stairs this time. He went to the end of the hallway and climbed out the window onto the fire escape.

The cold air bit at his skin. He scrambled down the metal slats, his boots clanging softly. He reached the bottom and dropped into the alleyway. He ran toward the main road, not looking back.

He found a public payphone three blocks away. It was a relic of the past, standing lonely under a flickering light. He put in a coin and dialed the number on the receipt. His heart hammered against his ribs.

The phone rang once. Twice. Three times.

"Hello?" a woman’s voice whispered. She sounded terrified.

"Marta? Is this Marta Rossi?"

There was a long silence on the other end. He could hear her breathing, quick and shallow.

"Who is this?" she asked.

"My name is Simon Vance. I’m an analyst. You... you spoke to me a year ago. At the shipping firm."

He heard a sharp intake of breath. "Simon? Oh, thank God. Did you find the note? I tried to leave it where you’d see it, but I heard them coming. I had to hide."

Simon’s blood ran cold. "You were in my apartment tonight?"

"I went there to warn you," Marta said, her voice trembling. "I saw your name on a list. Not the big list, but the other one. The one they give to the 'cleaners.' Simon, you found the Horizon file, didn't you?"

"How do you know about that?" Simon asked, leaning his forehead against the cold glass of the phone booth.

"Because I’m the one who built the first version of it," Marta confessed. "And now they are killing everyone who touched it. I’m at the bus station. Platform four. If you want to live, you need to get here now. They know where you are, Simon. They’ve been tracking your phone since you left the office."

Simon looked at the phone in his pocket. It felt like a live grenade. He pulled it out and stared at the screen. There was no notification, no sign of life, but he knew she was right.

"I'm coming," he said.

He hung up the phone and stepped out of the booth. He looked at his smartphone. It was a piece of technology he loved, full of photos and music and memories. With a sudden burst of resolve, he threw it onto the
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