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You know how hard that is.
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	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


ALSO BY RAJEEV RANJAN TIWARI

[image: ]




— ❧ —

Fiction

The Builder's Burden

The War Before Gods

Poetry

विविध अनुभूतियाँ (Vividh Anubhutiyan)

The Still Small Voice: Poems on the Inner Life

— ❧ —



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


THE FIRST WORD TRILOGY

[image: ]




Book One: The War Before Gods  (published)

Book Two: The War That Was Unnamed  (this book)

Book Three: The First Word  (forthcoming)

"Before the first word, the truth was everywhere.

After the first word, the truth was buried.

After the long return, the truth was recognised.

It was always the same truth.

It was always already there."

— ❧ —

— From The War Before Gods

— ❧ —

"The argument against rested.

The grief did not end.

But the argument found its answer.

And that was enough."

— ❧ —

— From The War That Was Unnamed
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This novel moves between four periods of time simultaneously — one more than Book One.

Timeline A — The Before

The pre-Vedic era. The original fracture. The unnamed war that happened before the Smritiharta's rearrangement — a conflict so ancient that even the Smritiharta have only partial knowledge of it. These fragments are shorter and stranger than Book One's fragments. They are the deepest layer.

Timeline B — The Vedic Dawn

The period immediately following the rearrangement — the world built on the version, still fresh, still uncertain. A keeper named Smara navigating the first centuries of the maintained world. Her full story, told at last.

Timeline C — The Mahabharat Aftermath

The world after Kurukshetra. Smara, carrying the disc. The first ripples of what Yudh accomplished — subtle changes in the version's maintenance that the Smritiharta did not predict.

Timeline D — The Present

Six months after Ladakh. Two protagonists: Arya Veer, rebuilding, watching the frequency spread. Professor Amitav Sen in Delhi, reading the impossible page, following where it leads.

The four timelines converge into one reckoning.

Everything you need is in these pages.
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Returning from Book One

Arya Veer


Former Special Forces soldier, discharged under classified circumstances. The current incarnation of the Guardian — the one who spoke the first word in the Ladakh cave.



Nila Raghunathan


Archaeologist. Excavated the site outside Varanasi. Deciphered the tablet notation. Keeper of the physical record.



Kabir Sheikh


Former Intelligence Bureau analyst. Documents the truth that institutions suppress. Three years of files that prove the impossible.



Rathore


Former Sankul commander. Twenty-three years on the wrong side. Now holding the right line.



Smara


Keeper of the thread across all the Guardian's incarnations. Carrier of the disc. The one being who has been present for everything.



––––––––
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New in Book Two

Professor Amitav Sen


Seventy-one-year-old Sanskrit scholar. Eleven years on a resistant manuscript. The frequency found him — Smara did not arrange him.



––––––––
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The Forces

The Smritiharta


Ancient beings who rearranged the original truth into the version. Now fracturing — some moving toward doubt, some hardening into danger.



The Preventing-Force


Older than the Smritiharta. Formed from the grief of the previous cycle's collapse. The argument against emergence itself. The hidden engine of everything.



Yudh


The Guardian's Mahabharat-era incarnation. Warrior without a clan. His actions three thousand years ago created the advantage Arya now holds.
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The War Before the War

— ❧ —

There is a war that has no name.

Not the war that history remembers. Not the dharmic reckoning at Kurukshetra, not the wars that followed — the empires, the invasions, the slow grinding conflicts that left their marks in the stone and the soil and the collective memory of a civilisation trying to understand what it was.

Not even the war that the first book named — the war before gods, the cosmic conflict between the original truth and the version that replaced it.

Before all of that. Before the rearrangement. Before the Smritiharta made their careful, sincere, devastating decision to rebuild creation into something more manageable. Before the Guardian put the frequency down.

There was another war.

Nobody talks about it because nobody alive knows it happened. The Smritiharta know fragments of it — incomplete, disturbing, the kind of knowledge you accumulate when you spend thousands of years maintaining a version of history that was itself built on an earlier erasure. The Guardian, across all his incarnations, never remembered it — this war happened at a level too deep for the fragments that surfaced in the falling.

Smara knows. She has always known. She has been carrying this knowledge the way she carried the disc — across every incarnation, across every age, waiting for the moment when the knowing would be necessary rather than merely painful.

That moment is now.

The frequency is out. The world has heard itself. The Smritiharta are fracturing — some moving toward doubt, some hardening into something more dangerous than certainty. And from the fracture, from the crack that the first word spoke into the ancient structure, something older than the Smritiharta is stirring.

Something that was there before the rearrangement.

Something that wants the original truth buried not because it loves what was built on top of it — but because it is what created the need for the burial in the first place.

The war before the war is ending its sleep.

And Smara — keeper of the thread, carrier of the disc, the one being who has been present for everything — is going to have to tell the truth she has been protecting for longer than recorded history.

All of it.

Even the parts that change everything you thought you understood about Book One.

This is that telling.

— ❧ —

— Rajeev Ranjan Tiwari

Bengaluru, 2025

—
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PART ONE

THE FRACTURE
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Chapters 1–10

Something broke when the first word was spoken. Not what the Smritiharta feared. Something older.
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TIMELINE A

Fragment One — The Before the Before

— ❧ —

ॐ

Present tense. Shorter than Book One's fragments. Stranger.

There is a moment before the hall with no walls.

This is not in any record. Not in the version. Not in the original memory the Guardian held. Not in the accumulated knowing of the Smritiharta, who believe they know the beginning and do not know that the beginning had a before.

In this moment — which is not a moment in any temporal sense, which exists in the space where time had not yet decided to move in one direction — there are not beings. There is not yet the category of being.

There is only: a tension.

The tension between what wants to exist and what wants to prevent existence.

Not evil. The preventing-force is not evil. It is older than the categories of evil and good, which are themselves part of the version, themselves part of what gets built later and imposed backward onto things that predate the imposition.

The preventing-force is simply: against.

Against emergence. Against the undesigned. Against the specific kind of existence that creates itself without permission, that knows itself without being told what it is, that loves without being shown how.

It is against these things not from cruelty but from a kind of grief so old it has forgotten it is grief. From the memory — if something that exists before memory can be said to remember — of what happens when things emerge without containment.

It has seen it before.

That is what the Guardian does not know. That is what the Smritiharta do not know. That is what Smara has been carrying across every incarnation of the Guardian, across every age, in the deepest part of the knowing she was made to hold.

The preventing-force has been here before.

And last time, emergence won.

And last time, the cost was —

The tension breaks.

The hall with no walls forms.

The beings appear.

The Guardian takes his function.

The preventing-force watches. Waits. Has learned, across the unimaginable span of its existence, that the best strategy is not opposition.

It is collaboration.

It finds the ones who are already afraid of what they love.

It finds the Smritiharta.

It whispers.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 2

[image: ]




TIMELINE D

The Present — Six Months After Ladakh

— ❧ —

The morning Arya Veer heard the second frequency, he was feeding pigeons.

This was not a surprise. He always heard it while feeding pigeons. He had come to understand, in the six months since Ladakh, that the pigeons were not incidental — that the act of feeding them, the specific combination of attention and care and the early hour and the water nearby, created something like a receiver. A quality of consciousness that the foundation frequency could find and use.

He had told Kabir this over the phone three weeks ago.

Kabir had been silent for a long moment. Then: "So the ancient cosmic truth encoded into the structure of reality by a pre-divine guardian across multiple incarnations specifically requires you to be feeding birds to pick it up. Is that what you're saying."

"Yes," Arya had said.

Another silence. "I'm updating the case files," Kabir had said finally, and hung up.

The second frequency was different.

Not the foundation resonance — not the bell-that-has-always-been-ringing, the sound-before-Aum, the frequency he had spent this life learning to hear and follow. That was still there, still present, still the background hum of the world knowing its own foundation. In the six months since the cave, it had become so familiar he sometimes forgot it was there until he deliberately listened.

This was something else.

Underneath the foundation resonance. Beneath it in the way a current runs beneath a river — same water, different direction, different purpose, encountered only when you go deep enough to feel the pull.

He heard it now at the third step from the water's edge, grain on the stone around him, pigeons doing their work, the Ganga doing what it always did.

The Ganga at 4 AM was the same as it had always been — darker and quieter and more serious than the river tourists photographed. Moving with the particular gravity of something that had been moving for longer than human memory and intended to keep moving long after human memory was done. It did not perform. It did not shimmer obligingly. At 4 AM it was simply itself — vast, cold, indifferent, honest.

He had come to love it precisely for that honesty. Everything else in his life had a layer of interpretation on it — the discharge papers, the debriefs, the chest wound that doctors had written around rather than through. The Ganga interpreted nothing. It moved. It received. It remembered everything and said nothing.

He listened now.

And he turned around.

Nothing there. But — this time — the nothing had a quality. A density. The specific texture of something that had recently been present and recently chosen to become absent. The particular nothing of a watched space from which the watcher has just withdrawn.

He sat very still.

His chest — the mark — was quiet. Had been quiet since Ladakh, the quiet of completion rather than suppression. The mark had delivered its message and was resting. But now, at the edge of the second frequency, it stirred. Not the blazing of active guardianship. Something more careful. More wary.

A warning.

The foundation frequency said: here, I am here, the truth is accessible.

The second frequency said: something is coming from below.

Arya put the cloth bag of grain back in his jacket pocket. He looked at the river. Then he called Nila.

"I need to talk to all three of you," he said when she answered. "Today. In person."

"Rathore is in the south," she said.

"I know. Tell him to come anyway." He paused. "Tell him the cave is not the only thing that was down there."
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TIMELINE D

The Present — Delhi

— ❧ —

Professor Amitav Sen had been reading the same page for six months.

Not the same page literally — not sitting at his desk in the university library from October through April without moving, which would have attracted comment even from the colleagues who had grown accustomed to his particular relationship with urgency. Literally: a different copy of the same page, produced by his own hand, in pencil, sitting beside his breakfast every morning and in his jacket pocket through the day and on his bedside table at night.

The original page he had photographed and photographed again and sent the photographs to three people he trusted and put the original in a bank vault in Connaught Place because whatever else was happening, he was seventy-one years old and he had spent forty years accumulating the scholar's instinct that the most important things required the most careful protection.

He had told no one what the page said.

He had told no one what the page had done to him.

What it had done to him was: given him back something he hadn't known he was missing. A way of reading the world that predated his training, that sat below his education the way the older layer at Nila Raghunathan's excavation site had sat below the Indus Valley layer — prior, stranger, more essential. He didn't know how to explain it. He was a scholar of Sanskrit, a man who had spent four decades developing precise language for imprecise things, and he could not find language for this.

The page had not taught him a script. It had reminded him of one.

There was a difference. He understood the difference in his bones even if he couldn't articulate it to anyone who asked — and he was making sure no one asked, which meant keeping his head down and his findings private and continuing to arrive before the library opened and leaving after it closed and presenting, to the small world of Sanskrit scholarship that constituted his professional life, the face of a man engaged in ordinary eleventh-year work on a resistant manuscript.

The manuscript was no longer resistant.

That was the other thing. Since the page had appeared, since he had read it and felt his hands shake and kept reading — since that morning, the eleven-year manuscript had opened. Not all at once. Not dramatically. But the quality of near-understanding that had defined his work on it for a decade had resolved into understanding, the way a blurred image resolves when the focus finally finds the right depth.

He could read it now.

He sat in the library in the particular silence of early morning — the specific quality of the hours before other scholars arrived, when the building was his alone and the accumulated weight of all the texts it contained felt most present — and he read.

The manuscript was not a collection of verses. It was a record. A witness account. Written in a hand he had been unable to identify, in a script that should not exist, from a period that no dating methodology he trusted could confidently reach.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
The silence had a bargain.
_ The memory has a price.

A A NOVEL BY

RA]EEV RANJAN TIWARI§'





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png
The silence had a bargain.
The memory has a price. _ /&

A NOVEL BY

RAJEEV RANJAN TIWARI4





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





