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Suman Baral was born and raised in a small village in West Bengal, India — a place where most people believe the only path to survival is working for others. Even in a community where dreams are often dismissed, he refused to let go of his own.

From a young age, Suman felt drawn to storytelling, imagining worlds filled with mystery, courage, and impossible choices. Yet life made that dream hard. He carried the burden of supporting his family, pouring his entire salary into their survival, leaving nothing to invest in publishing a book. Still, he refused to surrender.

At twenty-six, with a heart full of stories and a mind alive with questions about humanity, faith, and science, Suman kept writing — even when no one believed it was possible, even when every rupee had to stretch to the next day.

Divided Earth is the product of that unstoppable hope. It stands as proof that a village boy can rise to tell stories that reach the world, stories that break boundaries, and stories that challenge darkness itself.
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Chapter 1 — The Shattered World 

A faint, pulsing light traced the Line. It was the only border left that humans obeyed.

Once, the Earth had been whole — green, blue, alive. There had been forests that whispered with wind, seas that roared with life, children who played under a single sky.

But that was before greed and power poisoned everything. Before the wars that burned entire nations to ash. Before the skies turned so toxic that even the birds fell dead from their flights.

And in the chaos, leaders rose and fell like waves, promising peace and delivering only deeper ruin.

In the end, there was only The Shattering — a final, violent decision to divide what remained of humankind.

One world, split in two:

Day: ordered, gleaming, worshipping the brilliance of artificial suns.

Night: wild, filthy, ruled by neon, myth, and shadows.

Each side was told the other was poison. Each child was raised to fear the people beyond the Line.

Athena had heard these stories since she was old enough to breathe.

In the Day, teachers played horrifying videos of night-dwellers: people with infected skin, eyes flashing like demons, tearing into each other’s flesh for scraps of food.

“Remember, children,” the teachers would chant, “The Night is disease. The Day is hope.”

But deep inside, Athena had always doubted. Even when she was young, her questions had made her mother scold her.

How can humans change so much, so quickly?

They couldn’t, she believed. There had to be more to it.

That morning, Athena jogged along the skywalk that spiralled around her district’s towering crystal buildings. The entire city sparkled under a flawlessly engineered sun, programmed to burn away even the faintest shadow.

She passed rows of children lined up for their daily VR schooling — faces slack, helmets glowing blue as endless lessons were pumped into their minds. The system bragged that no child in the Day needed a human teacher anymore.

Yet Athena could see how empty their eyes were.

Perfectly programmed. Perfectly obedient.

She shivered. She remembered what that obedience had felt like — how it had almost broken her before she learned to resist.

She reached the checkpoint at the southern gates, where soldiers of Ra stood with spears taller than a grown man, golden blades gleaming in the artificial sunlight.

Their armour was decorated with the sacred rays of the sun, tattooed to show their loyalty. Even their helmets were shaped with the stylized mask of the god Ra — a mask to erase the individual, to remind them they served only the Light.

Beyond the checkpoint, huge video screens showed Ra’s face: ageless, confident, skin as smooth as a statue, eyes bright as fire.

“Blessed be the Light,” the speakers blared.

“The Night shall be cleansed.”

Athena clenched her fists.

Every time she heard that word — cleansed — she tasted metal at the back of her throat.

No one cleansed anything without spilling blood.

She stepped to the edge of the checkpoint, letting the scanning drone hover in front of her face. It hummed, then beeped green.

“Citizen Athena,” the drone chirped, “status: verified.”

A soldier stepped forward, his golden mask hiding any human trace.

“Where are you running today, citizen?”

Athena nodded politely. “Just my usual route. South loop.”

“Avoid contact with unauthorized zones,” the soldier intoned, the same bored warning as every day.

“Of course,” Athena lied.

She turned away before he could see the disgust on her face.

How could these soldiers believe they were protecting anything, guarding a paradise, when half the world was still dying beyond the Line?

Above them, the giant video screen flickered. A line of static crawled across Ra’s perfect face. Then, for just an instant, a painted graffiti message scrolled through the distortion:

“THE NIGHT LIVES”

Athena’s heart slammed against her ribs.

Someone had hacked the broadcast — a crime punishable by public execution.

She scanned the crowds, but no one reacted. No one else seemed to notice.

The soldiers didn’t even glance at the screen.

The message was meant for her. She could feel it in her bones.

That night, Athena stood on the balcony of her family’s tower, the city glittering below her like a polished jewel.

Far beyond the mirrored buildings, the Line cut across the earth like a jagged scar, pulsing its cold white light into the night.

She wondered what lay on the other side, really. Not the monstrous stories, but the truth.

Children still played there, she was sure of it. Mothers still sang. Lovers still laughed.

No matter what the Day’s propaganda claimed, life had to exist in the Night.

And life meant hope.

Athena gripped the railing. The breeze was warm from the city’s vents, carrying a sterile, metallic scent.

One day, she vowed silently, I will see it with my own eyes. I will cross the Line.

Her mother’s voice echoed behind her:

“Athena, come inside. You shouldn’t stand in the wind. It’s impure.”

Athena glanced back, catching Hera’s severe silhouette, draped in gold silks and duty.

“I’m coming,” Athena called.

But her mind was already elsewhere — across the Line, into the dark

Chapter 2 — Children of Light

The false sun rose precisely on schedule.

Its rays poured through the glass towers of the Day, flooding every surface with calculated brilliance. Sensors tracked every beam, adjusting so that no shadow could linger too long.

Athena woke to the sterile light hitting her eyelids. No dawn songs, no rooster crow, no scent of rain on soil. Just engineered sunrise.

She sat up, breathing in the faint trace of disinfectant that lingered in her room. The house filters pulsed through the vents every morning, scrubbing away any hint of impurity.

In her mother’s domain, nothing was ever out of place.

Down the hall, Hera was already arranging breakfast.

Gold-edged plates, nutrient capsules, and filtered water. Not a single crumb. Not a single flower.

“You slept too long,” Hera scolded, not looking up from her perfectly organized trays. “The sunrise protocol waits for no one.”

Athena bit back a sigh.

“I was awake on time,” she answered carefully, “just thinking.”

Hera’s sharp eyes flicked up. “Thinking,” she repeated. “About what?”

Athena hesitated. About the message, she wanted to say. About what’s really beyond the Line.

But she couldn’t. Not yet.

“About the community drills,” Athena lied smoothly. “And how I might help with them.”

That seemed to satisfy Hera.

“Good,” Hera nodded, returning to her trays. “The drills matter more than you think. One mistake, one hole in our discipline, and the Night would infect everything.”

Athena swallowed the dry capsule she was offered, ignoring how it scratched her throat.

After breakfast, she stepped outside into the engineered sun, letting its carefully modulated warmth touch her skin.

All around her, the Day city came to life:

drones buzzing with food deliveries

VR-schooled children being marched to meditation pods

civic workers polishing the glass towers until they gleamed like weapons

Everything functioned on clockwork perfection.

And yet...

In the back of Athena’s mind, the hacked message burned like a brand:

THE NIGHT LIVES

At the learning dome, the instructors fed data streams directly into children’s helmets. Words. Math. Loyalty mantras.

Athena volunteered there, but she felt like a stranger.

That morning, a boy about six years old looked up at her as the learning helmet disengaged, his eyes cloudy from data overload.

“Miss?” he said in a thin voice. “Why do we hate them?”

Athena froze.

“Who?”

“The night-people,” the boy whispered. “They look like us. Why do we hate them?”

Athena knelt down, trying to keep her voice calm.

“That’s... complicated,” she said gently.

“My papa said they eat babies,” the boy confessed, trembling.

Athena closed her eyes for a moment, fighting rage. What are we teaching them?

“Listen,” she told him, “not everything you hear is true. Some people tell stories to keep others afraid.”

He frowned. “But the teachers say it.”

“Sometimes even teachers can be wrong.”

His eyes widened. It was as if she had spoken a blasphemy.

Athena smiled, trying to soften the blow. “Your brave to ask questions. Remember that, okay?”

The boy nodded, eyes uncertain, and shuffled back to his seat.

That night, Athena returned to the family tower. Hera was waiting.

“You spoke to a child about the Night today,” Hera began, voice icy. “There were observers.”

Athena’s stomach dropped.

“I was just answering his question,” she defended.

“Questions are dangerous,” Hera snapped. “Especially questions about the Night.”

Athena felt the fury rise, a heat under her ribs. “Mother, they’re children. They deserve truth.”

“They deserve protection,” Hera corrected sharply. “Truth is a luxury.”

Silence fell between them, thick and poisonous.

Athena left before she said something unforgivable.

On the balcony, the Line was a pale thread of lightning against the distant horizon.

One day. She had to cross it. She had to.

That evening, she slipped out of the tower and ran along the skywalk, heart hammering.

In the alleys below, she saw the outcasts: people whose loyalty had slipped, whose VR helmets had failed. They scavenged for scraps, eyes glazed, their minds burned out by bad data.

The system protects no one, she thought grimly.

And then she saw it again.

A flicker on a broken screen:

THE NIGHT LIVES

And this time, a symbol scrawled next to it — a winged sandal.

Hermes.

The name struck her like a lightning bolt. Hermes — the smuggler, the code-runner, the myth reborn in the shadows.

If he was signalling her, it meant something huge was coming.

Athena swallowed.

The moment had arrived.

Chapter 3 — Children of Darkness

Night was not silent.

Athena had always imagined it as still, like a dead world — but it pulsed with music, shouting, machinery, the crackle of open fires.

From the edge of the Line, it looked like a shifting neon ocean. Colours twisted through the darkness, lighting broken towers and half-fallen bridges with an unnatural glow.

Where the Day was sharp, ordered, clinical, the Night was alive. Chaotic. Dangerous.

A child in tattered red cloth darted across a crumbling street, clutching a sack of food. Two older boys chased him, knives flashing blue under a neon sign that read PRAY TO NO GOD.

They caught him easily, wrestling him to the ground.

“Give it,” one of them growled.

The boy tried to fight, but he was small, starving.

“It’s for my sister,” he pleaded.

The older boy snatched the food sack, snarling.

“Nobody cares, runt.”

Then a shadow fell over them.

A woman stepped forward, muscles powerful, dark skin marked by inked symbols of a thousand half-forgotten gods. A long blade hung from her belt, shimmering with a brutal edge.

Kali Ma.

“Drop it,” she ordered.

Her voice was enough. The older boys froze.

“Did you hear me?”

They dropped the sack and ran, vanishing down a graffiti-scrawled alley.

Kali Ma knelt beside the crying boy.

“You fought for your sister,” she said. “Good.”

She handed the sack back.

“Go home. Stay hidden.”

The boy ran, barefoot and grateful, vanishing into the maze of ruin.

Behind Kali, her militia — women in mismatched armour, eyes hard as diamond — stood ready. They watched for more predators, weapons half-drawn.

Kali sighed.

“Every night,” she muttered. “Every night, it’s the same.”

A younger fighter stepped forward.

“They’re hungry,” the girl said.

“We’re all hungry,” Kali replied. “But we don’t eat each other.”

Farther along the district, bright cloth banners fluttered from balconies where food was being served — a single, smoky stew, made of anything that could be boiled soft.

Children lined up with dented bowls, their faces hollow but alive.

Krishna worked the line, smiling, stirring, slipping scraps of protein to the smallest children.

A loud, playful voice:

“Stew from the gods! Guaranteed to taste like something!”

The children laughed, even if only for a moment.

Kali approached, crossing her arms.

“Feeding them with jokes again?”

Krishna grinned. “Jokes go farther than knives, sometimes.”

“Not in this place,” Kali answered grimly.

Krishna’s eyes softened. “Kali, don’t be so hard on yourself. You’re keeping them alive.”

Kali sighed, watching the children. “Alive isn’t enough.”

Near the temple ruins, a pale-eyed man watched everything from the shadows. His coat was long, dark, and worn at the seams; a cybernetic eye glowed under the ragged hood.

Hermes.

He scanned the night, calculating pathways, checking codes, memorizing faces.

He had seen the hacked message succeed in the Day. Athena had received it — he was sure of it.

Time to pull the next string, he thought.

His eyes locked on Krishna, then on Kali. These people would matter.

Suddenly, a girl with bright purple hair ran screaming into the square.

“Ishtar’s people! They’re taking children again!”

Kali’s jaw tightened.

“Where?”

“Old rail station!”

Krishna slammed down the soup pot.

“We’ll go,” he said.

“You don’t even have a weapon,” Kali snapped.

Krishna shrugged with a half-grin.

“I have you, don’t I?”

Together they headed down cracked, moss-slick stairs, following the girl’s frantic directions.

The old station was a ruin of twisted rails, glowing fungus, and ancient trains rusting like fossil bones.

There, in the gloom, masked figures in black cloaks herded crying children into a stolen cargo shuttle.

A symbol painted on the hull: Ishtar’s eye, dripping red.

Kali and Krishna ducked behind a broken pillar, scanning the kidnappers.

“How many?” Krishna whispered.

“Too many,” Kali growled. “But not enough to stop me.”

She drew her blade, the steel catching stray light in a hungry flash.

“Stay close,” she ordered.

“I always do,” Krishna winked.

Then Kali stepped forward, the blade gleaming.

“Let the children go!” she roared.

The cloaked men spun, weapons rising — but they were too slow.

Kali slammed into them like a storm, blade swinging, boots smashing ribs and knees.

Krishna darted in behind her, wrestling one kidnapper’s shock-stick away, jabbing him in the gut with his own weapon.

Screams, curses, the flash of blood in the dark.

In seconds, the children were free, stumbling behind Kali, too shocked to cry.

Krishna herded them into an old maintenance tunnel, keeping them low.

Kali cleaned her blade on a ragged sleeve, her face set.

“You’re safe now,” she told the smallest boy.

“Will they come back?” he whispered.

Kali nodded slowly.

“They always come back. That’s why you have to learn to fight.”

As they led the rescued children home, Krishna’s smile faded.

“How long can we keep doing this?” he asked.

Kali’s jaw tightened.

“As long as we have to.”

High above, Hermes watched, data scrolling across his cybernetic lens.

Athena, he thought. They’re ready. You’d better be.

The Line pulsed on the horizon, a silent warning between worlds.

Soon, everything would change.

Chapter 4 — Whispers in the Light

Athena’s hands trembled as she sealed her travel pack.

The codes Hermes had embedded in the graffiti had been clear: Cross the Line. Meet us.

Her mind kept replaying the warning: Cross the Line — the single greatest crime in the Day. It was enough to erase your entire existence.

She tried to steady her breathing, staring at her reflection in the polished glass of her closet door. A young woman, eyes too tired for her age, hair too severe, a face trained to be obedient.

No more, she decided.

A gentle knock startled her.

“Athena?”

Hera stood in the doorway, all gold silks and dignity, eyes sharp as ever.

“You’re up early.”

Athena forced a smile. “Couldn’t sleep.”

Hera looked past her, noticing the packed satchel.

“Where are you going?”

A moment of panic stabbed Athena’s chest.

“Community drills,” she lied. “They asked me to help lead the children.”

Hera’s suspicion lingered.

“Be careful,” she finally said. “These days... you can never be too careful.”

Athena nodded, hugging her mother quickly before slipping out the door.

The city was already humming with activity, bright artificial sunlight blasting every street. Drone cleaners buzzed along the walkways, scrubbing every trace of dust from the mirrored towers.

As she crossed the main square, Athena saw crowds gathered to hear Ra’s morning sermon.

The massive screens showed his face, flawless and calm, surrounded by digital rays of sunlight.

“The Day is perfection,” he proclaimed. “The Night is chaos. We will purify the earth, and there shall be no more darkness.”

The people cheered, their voices blending into a mindless roar.

Athena felt sick.

What if the darkness had truths they couldn’t see?

She slipped away before anyone noticed her hesitation, ducking down side alleys until she reached the southern checkpoint.

Soldiers in shining golden armour scanned each passerby with harsh, suspicious eyes.

Athena’s heart raced.

One of the guards stepped forward, spear gleaming in the artificial sun.

“Identification,” he barked.

Athena offered her chip bracelet.

The scanner beeped. Green.

But then a secondary alarm trilled, sharp and ugly.

Her stomach dropped.

“Citizen Athena,” the guard intoned, “random security inspection.”

Random. Nothing in the Day was random.

They led her into a side booth, stark white and humming with disinfectant. A female inspector waited with a data tablet, expression cold.

“Remove your satchel.”

Athena placed it on the table, willing her hands to stay steady.

The inspector rummaged through it, pulling out the water flask, nutrient packs, a folded cloth.

No weapons. Nothing suspicious — except the hidden chip Hermes had slipped into a seam, encoded with his network’s contacts.

The inspector’s fingers brushed the seam. Athena’s breath caught.

Please, she begged silently. Don’t open it.

The inspector’s eyes flickered. Then she seemed to lose interest, dropping the satchel back on the table.

“Clear,” she said.

The guard waved her through.

Athena forced herself to walk slowly, calmly, until she was out of sight.

Then she ran.

The Line rose before her, humming with lethal energy. It looked like a wound stitched into the land, white-hot and merciless.

Athena stepped forward, pulling the chip from her hidden pocket. Hermes had promised it would mask her for five minutes — no more.
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