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PROLOGUE







IT WAS 30 minutes before the current shift was to end and Marianne, an information analyst, was watching the internet activities of several groups that the Religious High Council considered radical. Just like the previous days, she noticed nothing out of the ordinary, so she chose to end her day and resigned for the evening. She moved her mouse to the log-off button on her computer screen. As she was about to click it, a notification appeared.


She considered leaving it for the incoming analyst, but since it arrived during her shift, it required her to respond per company policy. When she clicked the notification, a window appeared. There was a message on the inside. As soon as she opened it, Marianne sat back in her chair, jumped to her feet, and dashed up to her boss's office.


She knocked on the door, waiting for a response with eager anticipation. She was fidgeting at the entrance when she eventually heard a female voice say,


“Come in.”


Marianne walked into the office, where a middle-aged woman sat at a desk, reading and taking notes from a binder. Although she was eager to tell her what was happening, she took a moment to gaze through the glass window that overlooked the office below. Oftentimes the analysts who dubbed the room “The Bridge”, joked that they were in a spaceship from a science fiction television show. Marianne had a blank stare when the woman interrupted her.


“Marianne, how may I help you?”


"Ma'am, there is something you need to see," Marianne replied.


As she approached the desk, her boss quickly closed the binder. Marianne took a quick glance at it, and when she saw the title, she muttered,


“DIM tech?”


She shook her head to return her attention to the situation, then typed a command into her boss's computer. Within a few seconds, a window appeared.


“What am I looking at?” the woman asked.


The words "HISTORY IS BEING REWRITTEN, SUFFER THE CONSEQUENCE OF YOUR ACTIONS" were displayed on the notification window.


Beneath the words was a fast-moving progress bar and a countdown indicating when the revision would be completed. There was no cancel or exit button to put an end to it, so what was happening was out of their control.


“Ma'am, we've been hacked, and data about our history is being rewritten and released on the internet. Let me see if our backup drives are affected.”


Marianne took control of her boss's computer while she moved aside. She quickly browsed through several of the High Council's backup drives, and all showed signs of revision. She went to the council's website, and it too was impacted by the computer virus.


“Dammit,” Marianne exclaimed. “Mother F-ers!” 


Realizing she had just used obscene language, she felt the need to apologize and explain what was happening.


“I’m sorry, ma'am, but our entire history stored on our database and backup drives is being rewritten by a computer virus. At this rate, all of the original data gathered over the past 300 years will be lost.”


“What do you mean by rewritten? Is that even possible? Wasn’t the data protected by complex encryption?”


“They are ma’am, but whoever is doing this is good.” 


“Can it be reversed?” the woman asked in exasperation.


“I'll get my team to work on it right away, ma'am. We'll figure out how to stop it and get whoever is responsible.”


“Okay. Get on it now,” the woman said, with her voice now lowered. As Marianne moved from the desk, her boss slid her chair back into position and then added, 


“This is not good, Marianne. The ramifications will be enormous. Have Jordan draft a statement because there will be a lot of questions from the public.”


“Yes ma’am.”


“Our people are already divided by their economic situation, this will drive them to revolt,” the woman continued saying. “We must not allow it to spiral out of control. Our culture cannot be destroyed by misinformation. We can't allow people to believe in alternative realities.”


“Understood, ma’am. Would you like me to reach out to Roger?”


“Yes, set up a meeting.”








CHAPTER ONE






IT WAS 6 am and Garrett didn’t want to get up. He was partially asleep, but not exactly awake either. While he laid down on the bed half conscious, he was holding a mental debate on whether or not to cancel his class at the university and perhaps take a day off. This was his routine every morning. He was a history professor and the world knew him as the man who blew the whistle on the church; “Professor Garrett Somers”. 


He rolled over to see if his wife was still sleeping. As he turned, he found that she wasn’t there, and so he figured that she was already getting ready for work. Even though he would have preferred to stay at home, it was out of the question because he was about to begin a series of lectures at the university, and when he checked a week before, fifty-five students had already signed up.


His mind was racing with ideas on what to expect and how it would be handled by the High Council. He remembered his conversations with his wife, who warned him about giving religious lectures. They had been married for over ten years and had a wonderful life together so far. She was worried that his attack on the church would draw unwanted attention to them. Garrett was adamant about his decision. He believed the younger generation did not have to fear the governance of the High Council who had constantly lied to them. By knowing their history, they could fight to live in a free society. He was willing to face the consequences of his decision, so long as he would achieve his objective.


As he climbed from beneath the sheet, he let out a quiet yawn. He considered calling his wife to see if she was in the bathroom, but he refrained. Garrett had a daily routine that included waking up, brushing his teeth, getting dressed, and eating breakfast with his wife. He hurried through his bathroom routine because he was excited about the day. As he walked towards the kitchen, he could smell something cooking. His wife was standing by the counter, scraping scrambled eggs and spinach into two plates from a frying pan. Garrett went straight to a cabinet and pulled out two teacups. He poured tea into them from a pot on the stove. They moved quietly around the kitchen as if they knew exactly what their roles were. His wife carried the plates to the table, and he followed with the teacups.


He always felt bad for not doing more to help prepare their breakfast, but his wife often jested that she would rather cook than risk going to the hospital. They sat and ate quietly for a moment until he broke the silence.


“Good morning sweetheart. How are you today?”


“Not good. I’m still worried about you. I can’t believe you insist on giving that damn lecture. You don’t realize how this will affect us, do you?” His wife said with concern, as she sipped tea from her cup.


“Trust me, I know. But this is something I have to do. No, something I need to do. Look at how things are now. Should we just sit back and watch as the next generation stays blinded by the lies we're being fed? I can’t. Can you?”


“Garrett, I’m not saying standing up for what’s right isn’t noble, but look at the life we have. We’ve been blessed. Why are you willing to jeopardize that?”


“It is not a willingness my dear, nor a desire, it is an obligation. Every day, we watch as more people disappear. The majority of our friends are vanishing, and the High Council is unwilling to intervene. It’s either they are responsible, or they simply don’t care. I have the platform, so I'll make use of it.”


The back-and-forth continued while they ate. When they were finished, they stood up, went to the kitchen, and continued to argue over his decision. Since Garrett was adamant about his position on the matter, his wife gave up arguing. She collected her belongings and left for work without saying goodbye. Garrett was hurt that she wasn’t more supportive, but since he couldn't do anything else about it, he grabbed his satchel and his keys, and walked to his car.


Listening to the radio while driving to work usually helped him keep up with world events. But this time, his mind was preoccupied with what his wife had said, so he drove to the university in silence. When he arrived at the lecture hall, he parked his car in his assigned spot and proceeded to his office. Students he passed on the way greeted him.


“Good morning professor.”


Garrett returned the greetings and continued to his office. Once there, he saw he had 30 minutes before his first class. He always made sure to arrive early, so he could put the final touches on his lectures before class would commence at 8:00. Somehow, he was expecting the same number of students to attend his lecture, just like the previous days, as it was common for more students to sign-up. It was also unlikely for all to actually show up. 


While Garrett entered the lecture hall, he was focusing on the papers he had graded from a test he gave the day before. When he got to his desk and put the papers down, he looked around the room and to his surprise, he saw that almost every seat was filled. There were students, faculty, and people from outside the campus in the audience.


Garrett stood motionless, fixing his gaze on the packed room. When he first got hired by the university, he recalled how uncommon it was for someone of his background, particularly a Jamaican from a poor family to have such a prestigious tenure. For the majority of his life, he tried to inspire people to fight against
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