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Preface
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You don’t read this book.

You find it.

Pages left behind, torn from a journal, scattered like debris along a road. You bend to pick them up, one after another, piecing together the voice of a man who calls himself @os.

Each page is a fragment: part confession, part curse, part poem. None of it is in order. None of it is whole. Yet slowly, as you walk, the shape emerges; of a wound that became a prophecy, of a love that became poison, of a life that became the sound of falling trees.

This is not a story told.

It is a story overheard.

And now that you’ve picked it up, you cannot put it down.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


(Test)
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I hate love. I always have, and I always will. Not in the way a bitter poet scorns the moon for not loving him back, nor in the way the heartbroken pretend they never cared. No, my hatred runs deeper, roots twisted in the marrow of my being. I hate love for its arrogance, for its dominion over fools and kings alike.

I hate the way it seduces with whispers, only to leave behind echoes of laughter when it departs. I hate its smile, so radiant, so dishonest. And its eyes, God, its eyes, so full of warmth when it needs you, so distant when it’s already left.

Love and I have history. It has mocked me, played me, promised me eternity only to leave me choking on its dust. I have been sculpted by rejection, my bones shaped by absence, my flesh woven from the fabric of goodbyes. I do not fear rejection; I wear it like a second skin. No, my hatred for love is not born from self-pity. It is born from knowing it too well.

Which is why, tonight, I am putting a knife in its heart.

You must think me unhinged. That’s fair. Perhaps you’re already shifting uncomfortably, contemplating an escape from this madness. I don’t blame you. I wouldn’t want to be here either, but here we are. You, me, and the grand reckoning.

Allow me to introduce myself.

My name is @os. You can call me that, or nothing at all, your choice. And you, well... I suppose I should call you something. You-man? Yes, that will do. You-man, my silent accomplice, my unwilling confidant. You see, I need your help. Because this isn’t just about me. It’s about justice. It’s about liberation. It’s about love finally meeting its rightful end.

But before you turn away, allow me to paint you a picture.

Sixty years on this earth. Breathing, bleeding, building, existing as a man should. You were a father to your children, a husband to your wife, a pillar of something that felt like honour. For thirty-one years, you loved her. Not the kind of love that poets ruin their lives over, but the quiet kind. The kind that pays the bills, holds the door open, and says "I’m here” even when it doesn’t mean it.

And then you died.

But your wife. Oh, your wife; she kept walking. She kept breathing. And one day, she decided to come clean. Not to you, of course. You were already dust. No, she told the truth to someone else. A man who had waited in the shadows of her life like a ghost. "They’re yours," she said. "All three of them. Not his. Yours."

Imagine that. Sixty years of existence, and everything you believed was a lie. Your children, your legacy, your love; none of it was yours. You were just a placeholder, a prop in someone else’s story. And the worst part? You never even knew.

But this isn’t my story. It’s my father’s. He died believing in the lie. Just like my siblings, who are still out there, walking around, blissfully unaware of love’s grand deception.

But not me. I know. I’ve always known.

When a tree falls in a deserted forest and no one is there to hear it, does it make a sound? Scientists say it doesn’t. They’re wrong. It does make a sound, and that sound is @os.

You-man, do you hear it? That faint, echoing crack? It’s the sound of everything you thought you knew splintering into irrelevance. The sound of love’s lies unravelling, thread by thread, until there’s nothing left but the raw, ugly truth.

My father’s story is just one branch of the tree. There are others.. countless others.. each one a testament to love’s cruelty. But my father’s story is special. Because it’s the one that taught me how to hate.

I was twelve when I first heard the whispers. My mother’s voice, low and trembling, on the phone with him. I didn’t fully understand then. But I felt it, the shift in the air, the way the ground beneath me seemed to tilt. By the time I was fifteen, I knew. I saw it in the way my mother’s eyes lingered on old photographs, in the way she flinched when my father touched her. 

And my father? He never suspected a thing. He loved her, You-man. Truly, stupidly loved her. He built his life around her, like a moth circling a flame, never realizing he was already ash. At dinner time on Saturday nights, our house smelled of attiéké and grilled tilapia, but beneath it all lingered the sour odour of secrets.

When he died, I didn’t cry. How could I? He wasn’t my father. Not really. He was just a man who had been lied to, like so many others.

But me? I won’t be like the rest. I refuse to be a pawn in love’s sick little game. I refuse to let it twist me, break me, turn me into something I’m not.

That’s why I’m here, You-man. That’s why I’m holding this knife. Because love doesn’t deserve to live. Not after what it’s done. Not after what it’s taken.

And when it’s over, when the blade has done its work, I’ll listen for the sound. The sound of the tree falling. The sound of @os.
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Entry 189 - The Funerals
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I attended a funeral today.

The weather played its part well, gray, heavy, the kind of sky made even the palm trees bow, and the old women mutter that the ancestors were watching. The chapel was a fine choice. Thoughtful, even. Only a few steps at the entrance, making life easier for the pallbearers. No need for excessive effort when death itself is already such a weight.
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