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    To the ones who saw through the smoke.

To the watchers who never stopped listening.

To every soul who stood in silence while truth burned —

this story is for you.

May your courage outlast the noise,

and may the fire within you never be tamed.

— Givonni Richardson

      

    



  	
        
            
            When kings build thrones from fear, their crowns grow heavy with silence.

The people remember — and the truth remembers them."

— The Veil, Book of Ashes 3:14

      

    


The Fall of Donny I 

The storm raged overhead, a relentless torrent of wind and rain that mirrored the chaos unfolding on the ground. Donny staggered through the debris-strewn streets, his once-confident stride reduced to a desperate, stumbling run. Blood trickled down his face, mingling with the rain as he clutched his side, where a bullet had torn through flesh and muscle.

Behind him, the sounds of pursuit grew louder—shouts, the thudding of heavy boots on wet pavement, the occasional crack of gunfire. Donny knew they were getting closer. The GuardianChip ID, now stained with his blood, slipped from his trembling fingers. He didn’t bother to pick it up. It was useless now, just like everything else.

He had made a choice, one that had seemed right at the time. But as the walls 

of the city closed in around him, Donny realized how deeply he had miscalculated. The Veil—the system he had helped design and maintain—was no longer just a protective measure. It had become a monster, and now it was hunting him down.

The alleyway ahead loomed like a dark, beckoning maw. Donny ducked into it, hoping the narrow passage would give him some cover, some chance to catch his breath. His vision blurred as he leaned against the cold, damp brick wall. He tried to steady his breathing, but every intake of air was a struggle, a sharp reminder of the wound that was slowly draining his life away.

"Donny!"

The voice cut through the rain, familiar and full of anger. Elara.

Donny’s heart sank. He had thought he could outrun her, maybe even reason with 

her if it came to that. But now, hearing her voice so close, he knew there would be no more running, no more reasoning. She had found him.

Slowly, Donny turned to face her. She stood at the entrance of the alley, her silhouette framed by the flickering lights of the city behind her. Her eyes locked onto his, and for a moment, time seemed to freeze.

"Why, Donny?" Elara’s voice trembled, a mix of anger and sorrow. "Why did you betray us?"

Donny swallowed hard, his throat dry despite the rain. "I... I didn’t mean for it to go this far. The Veil—it was supposed to protect us, to keep us safe. But it got out of control... I tried to stop it, Elara, I swear."

She took a step closer, her hand tightening around the gun she held. "You built it, Donny. You fed it. You let it become what it 

is now—a prison."

He nodded weakly, unable to deny the truth in her words. "I wanted to fix it, but it was too late. I didn’t know how... I just wanted to protect people."

Elara’s expression softened, but only slightly. "And now? What do you want now, Donny?"

A bitter smile tugged at the corners of Donny’s lips. "I just want it to end."

For a moment, neither of them moved. The rain continued to pour, a relentless curtain between them and the world outside. Donny’s legs gave way, and he sank to his knees, the pain in his side flaring with the motion. He looked up at Elara, his vision darkening at the edges.

"I’m sorry," he whispered. "For everything."

Elara’s grip on the gun loosened, but she didn’t lower it. "I wish it didn’t have to be this way," she murmured, her voice barely 

audible over the storm.

In that final moment, as Elara’s finger tightened on the trigger, Donny closed his eyes. The world around him seemed to fade, the pain in his side dulling as he surrendered to the inevitable. The last thing he heard was the sound of the gunshot, echoing through the alleyway like a clap of thunder.

And then, there was only darkness.

—-
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Donny's death serves as a powerful and tragic end to a character who was once a protector but became ensnared in his own creation. His demise is a reminder of the fine line between safeguarding and imprisoning, and the heavy toll of choices made in the name of security.

INT. VILLAGE COUNCIL HALL – DAY

The dimly lit hall is filled with the village elders, seated in a semicircle. At the center stands SHEIKH ABDUL, an elderly man with a commanding presence. Next to him, slightly nervous but composed, is CALIPH AL YAQHIRE, a man in his mid-30s with a stern yet kind face.

SHEIKH ABDUL

(as he addresses the council) Brothers, it is time to appoint a vice president for our village. The one who will assist in governing our people, ensuring justice, and bringing prosperity to our land. After much deliberation, I present to you Caliph Al Yaqhire.

The council murmurs, some nodding in agreement, others uncertain.

ELDER 1

(with skepticism) Sheikh Abdul, Al Yaqhire is young. What makes you believe he can 

shoulder such responsibility?

SHEIKH ABDUL

(smiling gently) It is true that Al Yaqhire is younger than most of us here. But his heart is pure, and his wisdom surpasses his years. He has served the people with dedication, resolving disputes and offering counsel to those in need. I believe he is the leader we require.

Caliph Al Yaqhire steps forward, addressing the council with a calm and steady voice.

CALIPH AL YAQHIRE

(humbly) Honored elders, I am grateful for the trust you place in me. I vow to serve the village with fairness and integrity, to uphold the values that have guided us for generations. Together, we can build a future that honors our past and embraces the challenges ahead.

The murmurs fade, and one by one, the 

elders nod in approval. Sheikh Abdul places a hand on Al Yaqhire’s shoulder, signaling the council’s decision.

SHEIKH ABDUL

(raising his voice) Then it is decided. Caliph Al Yaqhire shall be the Vice President of our village. May Allah guide your hand and strengthen your heart.

––––––––
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Scene 2: The First Challenge

EXT. VILLAGE MARKETPLACE – DAY

The bustling marketplace is filled with merchants, villagers, and children playing. Suddenly, a commotion arises as two men, FARID and NABIL, begin arguing loudly over a plot of land. Villagers gather around, watching the dispute escalate.

Caliph Al Yaqhire, passing by, notices the crowd and approaches with purpose.

CALIPH AL YAQHIRE

(calmly but firmly) What is the cause of this argument?

Farid, an older man with a rough demeanor, steps forward.

FARID

(angrily) This man, Nabil, claims the land my family has farmed for generations! He says he has bought it from the Sultan, but how can this be? It is ours by right!

Nabil, younger and more refined, holds a document in his hand.

NABIL

(defensively) I paid a fair price for the land. The Sultan himself signed this deed. I have done nothing wrong, and yet Farid refuses to accept the truth.

The villagers murmur, some supporting Farid, others wary of Nabil’s claim. Caliph Al Yaqhire examines the deed closely.

CALIPH AL YAQHIRE

(considering) The deed is indeed 

legitimate. However, Farid’s claim also has merit. His family has tended this land for many years, long before the Sultan’s decree.

He looks up, his gaze sweeping over the crowd.

CALIPH AL YAQHIRE

(to the villagers) This is a matter of justice and compassion. The land is important to both men, but we must find a solution that honors both their rights.

Turning to Farid and Nabil, he speaks with authority.

CALIPH AL YAQHIRE

I propose a fair resolution. Nabil, you shall retain the deed and ownership of the land. But Farid’s family will continue to farm it, with a share of the harvest going to both parties. In this way, we respect tradition while upholding the law.

Nabil hesitates but then nods, seeing the 

wisdom in the compromise. Farid, though still troubled, agrees as well.

NABIL

(accepting) This is fair, Caliph. I will honor the agreement.

FARID

(grudgingly) As will I. May Allah reward your wisdom.

The villagers disperse, impressed by Al Yaqhire’s quick and fair judgment. The tension eases, and life in the marketplace returns to normal.

The Betrayal INT. CALIPH AL YAQHIRE'S HOME – NIGHT*

Al Yaqhire sits at his desk, writing by the light of a single candle. The room is quiet, filled with the warmth of his modest home. Suddenly, the door bursts open, and *SHEIKH ABDUL* enters, his face pale with fear.

SHEIKH ABDUL

(breathless)

Al Yaqhire, there is no time! The Sultan’s men are coming for you!

Al Yaqhire looks up, startled.

CALIPH AL YAQHIRE

(confused)

For me? Why? I have done nothing wrong.

SHEIKH ABDUL

(grimly)

Nabil has betrayed us. He has accused you of treason, claiming you conspired against the Sultan by favoring Farid. The Sultan believes him and has ordered your arrest.

*Al Yaqhire stands, his face set with determination.

CALIPH AL YAQHIRE

(steady)

I will not flee, Sheikh. I have served this village with honor. If I am to face judgment, I will do so with dignity.

Sheikh Abdul grasps his arm, desperation in his eyes.

SHEIKH ABDUL

(pleading)

Please, Al Yaqhire, you must escape! We can gather the villagers, fight back against this injustice!

Al Yaqhire shakes his head.

CALIPH AL YAQHIRE

(softly)

No, my friend. If I run, it will only bring more suffering to our people. I must face this, whatever the outcome may be.

The sound of approaching footsteps fills the air, growing louder with each passing second. Al Yaqhire embraces Sheikh Abdul.

CALIPH AL YAQHIRE

(sincerely)

Thank you for standing by me, old friend. But this is my burden to bear.

*He steps out into the night, where the 

Sultan’s soldiers await. As they seize him, Al Yaqhire does not resist, his head held high. The villagers watch in stunned silence as their vice president is taken away.

Scene 4: The Trial

*INT. SULTAN’S COURTROOM – DAY*

The grand courtroom is filled with nobles, soldiers, and villagers, all gathered to witness the trial. The *SULTAN* sits on his throne, watching with a cold expression as Al Yaqhire is brought before him, chained but unbroken.

**SULTAN**  

(sternly)

Caliph Al Yaqhire, you stand accused of treason against the state. How do you plead?

CALIPH AL YAQHIRE 

(voice strong)

I plead innocent, my Sultan. My only crime is serving my people with justice and compassion.

*Nabil steps forward, his face a mask of arrogance.

NABIL

(cunningly)

He lies, my Sultan! He used his position to undermine your authority, conspiring with Farid and the elders to defy your laws. He is a danger to the state!

*The crowd murmurs, divided in their loyalties. The Sultan narrows his eyes, considering the accusations.

SULTAN

(to Al Yaqhire)

What do you have to say in your defense?

*Al Yaqhire looks the Sultan directly in the eyes, his voice unwavering.

CALIPH AL YAQHIRE

I have always upheld the law, even when it 

was difficult. I sought only to bring peace to my village. If that is a crime, then I am guilty. But I do not fear your judgment, for I know that truth and justice will prevail in the end.

*The Sultan studies him for a long moment, then turns to the gathered villagers.

SULTAN

(addressing the court)

Let it be known that Caliph Al Yaqhire’s actions, though noble in intent, have sown discord in our land. For this, he must be punished. But I will not condemn him to death. Instead, he shall be exiled, never to return to his village.

*The crowd gasps, and Sheikh Abdul falls to his knees in despair. Al Yaqhire remains calm, accepting his fate with grace.

CALIPH AL YAQHIRE  

(softly)

May Allah guide your heart, my Sultan.

He is led away, his chains clinking softly as he passes through the crowd. The villagers watch in sorrow, knowing they are losing a leader who truly cared for them.

—-
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The Civil War of Imagery: A Nation Divided

Genre: Political Drama / Historical Fiction

––––––––
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Setting:

A fictional country, Republica Magna, which is known for its unique culture and diverse civil states. The country is unified by a central government but divided into regions, each with its own values, identity, and historical pride. The central currency, known as the Republica Mark (RMC), features imagery that represents the country’s shared history and values. 

However, a recent government decision to redesign the currency, introducing imagery that emphasizes the contributions of specific regions over others, sparks a national controversy.

––––––––
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Act 1: The Tipping Point

INT. NATIONAL TREASURY OFFICE – DAY

The National Treasurer, ELIAS COLE, a serious man with sharp features, holds a press conference. A group of reporters gather around him as he reveals new designs for the Republica Mark. Each banknote features prominent historical figures, symbols, and landmarks from specific regions of the country.

ELIAS COLE

(proudly)

These new banknotes will celebrate the diversity and cultural heritage of each 

region within our great Republic. Every note will represent the proudest moments of our shared history, from the Western Frontier to the Northern Industrial Powerhouse.

A projector displays the redesigned currency. However, the imagery is controversial:

•  The RMC 50 features the hero of the Western Frontier, but none of the Northern industrialists.

•  The RMC 100 highlights Eastern revolutionary leaders, but leaves out Southern agricultural innovators.

The room fills with murmurs of discontent, as the implications sink in.

––––––––
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INT. STATE CAPITOL OF THE NORTHERN FEDERATION – NIGHT

In the Northern Federation, GOVERNOR 

MIRA LANDON watches the press conference on her office television, anger simmering beneath her calm demeanor. Her advisor, HENRY KNOX, enters, equally upset.

HENRY KNOX

(angrily)

This is an insult to our people! How can they ignore our industrial giants, the ones who built this nation’s economy?

GOVERNOR MIRA LANDON

(coldly)

They think the Northern Federation’s contributions can be erased from history, replaced by romanticized figures from the West. This is unacceptable.

Governor Landon slams her fist on the desk.

GOVERNOR MIRA LANDON

We will not allow our history to be rewritten by the capital. Prepare a 

response. We will not support this new currency design.

––––––––
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Act 2: Rising Tensions

EXT. SOUTHERN STATES CONFERENCE – DAY

In the Southern Coalition, GOVERNOR LUCAS THORN, a charismatic leader, addresses his people. He stands before a large crowd, holding up the redesigned currency. The imagery of Southern agricultural icons is notably absent.
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